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Literacy for Life Foundation is proud to share the stories created by children
and adults in the Municipal District of Foothills #31. These stories were
written on Family Literacy Day - January 27th 2004.
Sharing stories is the best way to help build a literate community. Literacy
does not stand alone. It is part of our families and our community. Stories
help our children learn about reading and life.
We are thankful for all the great help along the way by Katimavik’s Katie
Saunders and Jake Hodgson. Katie came to work with us from the city of
Edmonton while Jake came all the way from Battersea, Ontario. Katimavik
is a non-profit youth program that takes randomly selected teens between the
ages of 17 – 21 and sends the traveling across Canada. They stay in 3
provinces and work for a non-profit organization in each placement.
Katie and Jake had the opportunity to work with Literacy for Life
Foundation for a 2 ½ to 3 months time span. Katie worked with us from Mid
January to the end of March and Jake worked from the end of March to the
end of June. They have both now returned home doing what they enjoy
doing best, hanging with friends and reading. Once again we’re grateful for
their help as this book couldn’t have been finished with out them.
For further information on Literacy for Life Foundation and the programs it
offers to community members in the Municipal District of Foothills #31 visit
our web site at www.litforlife.com
This book has been distributed to the schools and libraries in the Municipal
District as well as to all the authors and illustrators. The book is also
available on our web site.
Literacy for Life Foundation
#3 - 1204 – 10th Ave. SE
High River, Alberta
T1V 1P2
403-652-5090
www.litforlife.com
litlife@telus.net
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Timmy’s Adventure
By Rowan and Quinn
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across the other shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day
Timmy stood in front of the statue and said, “Who are you and what is your
story?” Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s
mouth.
The boy said, “well hello how are you doing.” Timmy was frozen in
amazement. He wondered if this was a dream. He said, “slap me if I am
dreaming.” Then out of the blue a big metal hand came and hit him across the
face and knocked him out. Timmy woke up in a couple of minutes and looked
around. He asked the statue what had happened. The statue answered, “I hit you”
he said. “You what?” Timmy said. “I hit you”. Now Timmy was just infuriated
so he ran up and hit him across the face. As you can imagine it hurt Timmy more
than it hurt the statue.
Then Timmy asked, “Hey if you can talk then why are you a statue?” The
statue replied, “Well it all started when my buds and me were playing catch and
then one of them said this is getting boring. Let’s go play in the abandoned house
over there. So we all went over there and started playing. And then somebody
threw a rock into the window of the house. I really never knew who it was. And
ever since then I’ve been a statue.”
Then Timmy thought, “Maybe if he found the real person who did it we
could get him to confess and you might not be a statue anymore.” The statue
thought that was so crazy it just might work. The statue said, “I think they still
live here maybe if you can track them down you can find out who did it.” So then
Timmy started running around the neighborhood going door to door and
eventually came to a stop. So he asked who did it. He said, “I think it was a guy
named Jon down the road.” So Timmy went down the road to Jon’s house. He
really had a hard time getting him to confess.
But eventually he did. So Jon and Timmy went over to the abandoned
house. Then Jon went up to the house on his knees and apologized for about five
minutes. Nothing happened, so they went over to the park and the boy was
dancing on end yelling, “I’m free! I’m free!” and that’s why to this day the boy in
the park and Timmy have remained close friends through their whole lives.

THE END
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The Evil Witch
By Janine, Keifer, and Kristin
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said, "Who are you and what is your story?" Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's mouth.
The boy said, "My name is Tommy. I was in the park one day and I was standing
on a platform playing my guitar. I was on a trip at the time and we were taking a
little break for lunch. I had finished, when out of nowhere came a mean old witch.
She said, "You are un-supervised by a parent aren't you?"
"And before I could say anything she had turned me into a statue” the little tiny
skinny boy let out a big breath. “You know little boy that is a lot for me to say."
The statue started to talk again. "Tell you what, you be careful this witch is very
sneaky and very good at hiding. I know that she is around here somewhere. She
might turn you into a statue too. She might even turn you into a little slave and
eventually turn you into an evil witch like her." Tommy was very exhausted but
went on. "My Dad's name is Kevin and my last name is Gordon and I lived in
Hollywood." Tommy stopped. "So who are you?"
Timmy began "My name is Timmy and my last name is George. I used to live in
Millarville but now I am here in Winnipeg right next door to this park."
Then there was a big loud rushing sound and out of nowhere there was the witch.
Her face was as hard as rock, her finger nails were as long as a girls hair could get,
her hair was like shredded leaves and stringy branches all mixed together with dirt
and mud. She laughed an evil laugh.
"So there you are my little Timmy boy and I understand that you don't have
anybody watching over you, such as a parent. Now I am guessing that you want to
be a statute too? And Tommy you stop blabbing your little mouth about me, and
you Timmy will be sorry you don't have a parent with you because, now you are a
statute."
She cackled a mean loud laugh and pointed at Timmy.
"And the only way you can become yourself again is to stand in that ugly position
for 999 years and nobody will be living on this earth by that time."
The witch was lying in her heart but she didn't want to admit that to anybody even
herself. The witch left.
You see the witch is not very good at being mean to little boys and girls although
she may seem that way. So she didn't feel very good when she left Timmy as a
statute. Then the witch heard Timmy's mother calling him.
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"Timmy it's time for you to come inside and eat your lunch." There was a pause
and then she called again. "Timmy it's your favorite dinner, Macaroni and cheese."
There was another pause. And Timmy's mother cried out again "Timmy?"
And the witch heard her and she felt very bad for what she did and so she came
out and told the old lady which was Timmy's mother to go home and then Timmy
will come.
Timmy's mother said, "Why should I go home you are the one who should be
going home. By the way who are you?" Timmy's mother said breathtakingly.
"You see, I am a nice witch. Timmy was talking to me in the bushes and I told him
not to come out because I didn't want you to know what I was doing."
The mother made a funny face and walked over to Timmy's statute and stared at it
for a very long time.
"Since when has this statute been here and how did it get here I didn't ever see it
before in my lifetime ever?" asked Timmy's mother.
“0h, well you see... just, go look in the bushes.” Said the evil witch.
Timmy's mother started up again. "Fine I will go and look in the bushes." As soon
as Timmy's mother was out of site in the witch's eyes the witch quickly turned
around, and turned Timmy and Tommy back into human beings.
Then Timmy's mother came out of the bushes and called "You little liar I could
not even see a single sign of my only son." Timmy's mother said very angrily.
Timmy's mother changed her attitude very fast into a very soft kind voice. "Oh
Timmy" she ran and swung her arms tightly around Timmy "Where were you?
What happened to you?" she questioned.
"I'll tell you Mommy. That witch is evil and she turned me into a statute and she
said I wouldn't be able to be a human being until 999 years." Timmy stopped. But
before Timmy could say any more her mother started up again.
"Ah, ha. So you were telling a lie right from the first words you spoke to me."
Timmy's mother looked up to the witch's direction and gave the witch a mean ugly
face. "Oh boy, will you be sorry you turned my little boy into a statute." The
mother replied in a mumbly voice.
"Hey what about me?" Tommy asked in a quiet voice and then started to cry.
"It's OK, don't worry we'll take care of you. What is your name?" Timmy's mother
asked.
Timmy spoke for Tommy. "Mom his name is Tommy. He was turned into a
statute too."
Timmy's mother nodded her head. "Yes Tommy, I understand that you don't know
where your family is either. So you can come home and live with us." She paused.
"And your discipline, evil witch, is that you will be locked up in a steel cage and
your powers will be taken away. We will turn you into a statute because we will
take your powers and destroy them. We will take you to a big endless ocean and
the deepest part of it and we will drop you into it. You will sink to the bottom. We
will be the ones that live happily ever after."
Timmy's mother took a deep breath and slowly let it out.
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Timmy's mother nodded her head. "Now boys lets go home and have 2 big bowls
of macaroni and cheese.”

THE END
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Timmy’s Encounter
By Cindy Lothian
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is you story?” Timmy
was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“I was once carefree and happy like you.” The statue sighed and lowered his
suitcase and guitar to the ground. He laid the kitten in Timmy’s lap, shaking his
head. “I ran away from home while very young, looking to seek my fortune. I
worked hard and got a few lucky breaks, finally achieving quite a measure of
success. I was able to five back to others and became a credit to my community.
In honour, a statue was dedicated to me, depicting me at the start of my journey, a
message to all young people of what they can achieve in their lifetime.
Unfortunately,” the boy statue irritatingly flicked off a pigeon from his head, “the
townsfolk were in such a hurry to put up my statue, they neglected to put on the
nameplate. Now no one today knows who I am or what I’ve done! On top of that,
I have to contend with stupid pigeons all day long!”
Timmy looked gravely at the statue for a long moment, then dropped his
toys and ran home at top speed yelling, “Mommy! The statue’s alive! It was
talking to me!!”

At last word, Timmy’s psychiatrist was quite pleased with his progress and
thought he may be allowed back to the park to play soon.

The End
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John Little
By Kayla and Scott
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“You sure are here a lot resting in the shade of my tall body.”
Timmy was surprised and in shock. He looked around to see who was talking and
then looked up. It was the statue talking. Timmy said, “You can talk?”
“Yes I can talk. What did you expect huh? You think statue’s can’t talk or
something? Well what are you waiting for? Bring me back to life, please,” asked
the statue in complete confidence.
“Well sure but first can I ask you a question?” asked Timmy.
“The name is John Little,” said the statue. Timmy asked, “How did you become a
statue?”
John Little replied “Well it is hard to remember when you are 90 years old.”
Timmy looked shocked at what he heard but he said, “Carry on.”
“It all started when I was 10 years old and I was at the park playing on the monkey
bars one fine day when all of a sudden the sky turned as black as the midnight sky
and every one hid. All I heard was a laugh that sounded like long nails that were
scraping on a shiny new car. It was quiet and then I saw a witch. She came after
me so I ran into the forest and hid but it was too late. Her magic turned me to a
statue right in that very place, the forest.”
Timmy’s mouth was almost touching the ground and could hardly talk but
managed to say, “Wow that was a great story.”
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Timmy got John Little out of being a statue by getting a hammer and breaking the
rock away from him. They came to the park together everyday and had a lot of
fun and they grew up and they were still best buds.
But one fine day when the two of them were watching some of the other kids
playing on the monkey bars the sky turned black. John Little knew what it felt
like to be turned into a statue so they both dashed for the kids and everyone hid
under a rock. The witch had left. The kids ran to their moms and dads. The
parents thanked them and went home.

THE END
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The Ghostly Statue
By Jeremy and Levi
Timmy love to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase and said, “Who are you and what is your
story?” Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statues mouth.
“My name is Geffer and you asked me a question”. Then the statue said, “It
all started when I was 7 years old and my parents were very rich. But on Jan. 5
what happened changed my whole life forever.”
“I was at school when a bomb blew up in my house. And it blew up
everything my family owned. All that was left was a guitar a kitten and a suitcase
he was very sad. Then a witch appeared out of thin air and said, I hate boys and
my bomb didn’t get you! Then she turned me into a statue forever and that’s why
I’m here. And that’s why I’m here.”
“You must be very sad Geffer. I think I have an idea to change you back.
We need to get a machine gun that’s magical that will change you back” said
Timmy. “And I have one right here”
Then Timmy took it out and changed Geffer back to human. Then the cat
jumped out of his hand and ran to the playground. “Geffer you can live with me at
my house up the street”. “My parents will take care of you”. So they walked to
Timmy’s to a very different life.

THE END
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The Three Golden Eggs
By Tia and Miki
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across the
one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood
in front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“Before I tell you must do something for me,” the statue replied. Suddenly
Timmy noticed that the statue boy had three golden eggs in his hand.
“What are those?” Timmy wondered.
“That is your journey.”
“What do you mean?”
“You must find the golden goose that laid these eggs, but where this goose is you
will need fast transportation because you only have two days.” The statue
continued. “Go to the old farmhouse on Second Avenue.”
“Oh, I know where that is,” Timmy said.
“Go there and what you will see is an old shack and inside is a horse and on a
shelf will be a package in which you will find bread and fruit. You will take this
on your journey.”
“But I don’t know where to go or where to find this golden goose.”
The statue explained that the goose lived in the forests of great confusion meaning
you can get lost and never come out again, but Timmy was not scared so off to the
farmhouse he went.
The door creaked as Timmy walked into the old shack where he saw a white horse
in a green stall and on the side of the stall was a shelf in which held a package,
which Timmy grabbed, hopped on the horse. “Giddy up yeeha!”
Timmy was off on his journey to the forest. It had been three hours and it was
7pm and Timmy noticed that in that package there was a tent, a very big one at
that. Timmy tied up the horse onto a tree that he saw.
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Set up his tent and got a lantern and hung it over the tent zipper and then took two
sticks and rubbed them together to make a fire.
“Let’s see what is really in this bag,” Timmy untied the bag from the horses saddle
and looked inside. “What! What’s this some beans, bread, veggies, and oh what’s
this cake? Well maybe this statue has some sense but not a lot.”
It was now 8pm and Timmy was very tired by this time so Timmy opened the tent
zipper and wiggled under the warm soft blankets as his eyes began to slowly drop
and he fell asleep. Chomp, chomp went the horse’s lips as he gobbled up the left
over bread from the night before. “Not yet mommy” Timmy groaned.
“What who are you?”
“Naa, naa,” went the horse as it ate the last piece of crust off the bread.
“What are you doing you stupid animal!” Timmy yelled this very loudly.
Suddenly the horse reared and ran straight for the tent and yep you guessed it, the
horse ran right beside the tent, missing it by an inch. “Oh you are so lucky.”
“Oh no! Where is my watch?” Timmy lifted up his sleeve and to his surprise it
was the second day and it was 10am.
“Well we better get moving.” So Timmy hopped on the horse and started on their
way to the forest. They walked about 5km when they came to a Holt.
“There it is boy, now all we have to do is find a goose in there and back home we
go.”
Suddenly the horse moved its lips. “Like that’s going to be easy,” said the horse.
“Not you too, first a talking statue then a talking horse, what’s next, a talking
tree?” Timmy was very confused at this point.
“What, what was that who said that?” a tree yelled out. Timmy was not confused
anymore, he was totally freaked out. Suddenly the horse turned around and
galloped away toward the camping spot where they had camped and come to stop.
“Why the heck did you do that I could have taken him!”
Timmy made it very clear he was not scared of the talking tree.
“It was thirty feet high,” horse exclaimed.
“Ok, he was a little big for me,” Timmy admitted.
“Well I guess it’s time to go back home,” the horse said.
“What do you mean?” Timmy was confused once more.
“You don’t think that I am going to go back there do you?”
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Timmy finally gave up and the horse started walking home. Suddenly they heard
a loud honking noise!
“What was that?” Timmy shouted with a shriek.
“Probably nothing” the horse told Timmy. So they continued walking towards
home.
It had been 3 hours then they came to the shed. Timmy hopped off the horse and
started walking. He thought it would be bad if he left the horse all alone so he
turned around and the horse was gone and where the horse was standing stood a
goose with a gold feet and beak.

THE END
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The Magic Statue
By Megan and Russell
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said, “I
feel sad I lost all the clothes out of my suitcase”, “oh no, can I help you look for
them?” Timmy asked. “Yeah that would be great,” the statue said.
So Timmy searched and searched for the clothes, but he could not find any
clothes at all. Timmy went back to the statue and said, “Wait a minute you’re a
statue. How can you lose your clothes?” “Well you promise you won’t tell
anyone?” said the statue. “Ok,” said Timmy. “I turn into a statue in the day and
stay alive in the night,” said the statue. “Oh ok,” said Timmy. Timmy continued
to look for his clothes and he found a blue sock and a purple pair of underwear.
He kept walking and he found the other blue sock.
And right in front of him was a rainbow dinosaur holding the clothes. “Put
those down,” Timmy said and the dinosaur stomped away. Timmy gave the
clothes to the boy and the boy was pleased he said thanks and came alive because
it was nighttime.

The End
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MICHAEL
By Sheila Wilkie and Marlene Wilkie
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is your story?" Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's mouth. The boy said "My
name is Michael and I am waiting to become somebody's little boy. I have my
suitcase all packed and I can play beautiful music on my guitar. This is my kitten,
Willow."
"But why do you look so sad?" asked Timmy.
"Because I can't become a real boy until the world becomes a happy, safe place to
live and everyone is kind to each other and gentle with all animals," said Michael.
"I have been waiting for such a long time. Still everyday I see people being
hurtful to someone else. I see them being cruel to their pets. I see children
throwing rocks and sticks at the squirrels and birds in the park. I hear angry words
being spoken and it makes me frightened and sad."
A tear slid slowly down Michael's stone cheek and splashed on Willow's stone
whiskers.
From that day forward, Timmy made a special effort to be kind to everyone he
met and he was never, ever cruel to animals or birds. And Michael, the boy statue
in the park, was one tiny step closer to becoming somebody's little boy.

THE END
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The Magic Stone
By: Teagan + Thomas
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant.
The boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case
slung across on e shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm.
One day Timmy stood in front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is
your story?" Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's
mouth.
The boy said, "My name is Arthur." “Arthur how did you get here and why do you
have a guitar, a suitcase and a cat?' Timmy asked.
“I came from Hawaii, I got the guitar from England, then I traveled to Egypt and I
brought my suitcase with me". Arthur said.
“Where did you get the cat?" Timmy asked.
“I got the cat from Canada and then I came here to Scotland. Someone said that
there was a letter for me and I was looking for it. Then I heard of magic stone. I
thought it might help me find the letter. But I was wrong. I found the stone in this
park. The stone didn't like me because my sister smashed it in to four pieces but
only one part of the stone was magic so the stone turned me in to a statue and I
never found the letter until today because I think you have it in your pocket.”
Timmy looked in his pocket then he remembered he found the letter a long time
ago. So Timmy gave the letter to Arthur.
Dear Arthur,
Here is a spell to turn you into a human if the rock turns you into a statue
From: your sister.
P.S. The words to the spell are: magic stone please undo the curse and go away.
Then Arthur was a boy again. “Thank you Timmy for making me a boy again!”

THE END
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The Tarantula Adventures
by Kira, Tristan and Ethan
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning
he would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that
was in the middle of the park. He often wondered about the statue's
story and what it meant. The boy statue looked very sad. He had a
suitcase in one hand and a guitar in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said," Who are you and what is your
story?" Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy
statues mouth. The boy said, ...........
"Yikes! There is a tarantula climbing up to my nose and another one
in my ear. The two tarantulas made a home on top of his head under
his hat that had a hole in it. The tarantulas' names were Timmy and
Jimmy. The statue and the tarantulas became friends. When the full
moon came out and everyone was asleep the statue named Tranchy
started to move his lips and played with his friends the spiders. One
day they pretended they were octopuses. They dove into the water
and saw a hammerhead shark, a tiger shark and some dolphins. As
the sun came up the statue froze under the water. The spiders spit out
some silk and floated to the surface. The wind blew them to shore
where they waited for the next full moon.

THE END
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A Walk In The Park
By Ameliea
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar in his other arm. One
day Timmy stood in front of the statue and said, " Who are you and what is your
story?" Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's
mouth. The boy said, ...........
"Help me! Please help me!" Startled, Timmy ran home to his burrow. The next
day Timmy was late for mouse school because he went around the park. Timmy
saw the statue and was drawn toward it. "Help me!" it pleaded again. Terrified,
Timmy tried to run, but a cold hard hand held him! By midnight, he didn't even
fuss he was so tired. The statue still had not let go. It was as if the statue had
frozen again. All of a sudden it started to pull him to the lake. He jumped in and
swam down deep. Suddenly Timmy the mouse felt weird. Jon took a walk in the
park he had always wondered about that mouse statue.

THE END
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The Magic Statue
By: Melissa and Wilson
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said, “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said, “Go
away, I want to sleep! Oh your just a little boy!”
Timmy stepped back and looked shocked and felt scared.
“Don’t worry I won’t hurt you, I’m just a statue.” Said the statue as he yawned
and stretched.
Timmy asked, “Are you talking to me? Well I guess so. What is your story and
how did you get to be a statue? I’ve wanted to ask you that forever.”
“I got to be a statue, because when I was as old as you, my mom left something
cooking, and then went to feed my cat when a fire started. I was out side playing
and I saw smoke coming from the kitchen window. I knew my mom and cat were
inside, so I ran into get them. People tried to stop me but I ran in anyway. I
grabbed my cat and pulled my mom outside. Then I was a big hero, and everyone
had a big celebration for me, but they did not make a statue then.”
“Why do you look so sad, why do you have a guitar, cat and suitcase like you’re
leaving?” asked Timmy with a thoughtful look.
“Let me finish my story. I look sad because I used to be a farmer. I had lots of
cows, two thousand or so, a dog, a cat and horse called Nibbles. He was
wonderful in the rodeo. He was very young, and he could do anything. One day I
was riding him out to check the cows, when he spooked. He reared and I fell off
and hit my head on a rock, and died. I had my suitcase and things before I died I
was going to leave the town. By the way my name is Dan, Dan Reynolds. I had a
son. When I died he was 5 months old. I left all my cows to my brother, but I left
Timmy Nibbles because he loved him so much.”
“Hey, my name is Timmy Reynolds and I don’t have a dad. Do you think that
you’re my dad? If you are, what can I do? I’ll go see uncle. I’ll take care of
Nibbles.”
“If you are my son, what color are your eyes?”
“My eyes look like they are a mix between green and hazel. What color were
Timmy’s eyes?”
“You’re my son!” said Dan.
“I’m going to go get mom,” said Timmy as he ran home. 20 minutes later Timmy
came back with his mom. Dan started talking to Timmy’s mom, who was named
Caroline. She had the same reaction as Timmy at first.
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“Dan, is that you?” she asked in a shaky voice.
“Yes Caroline, it’s me.” Dan happily said with a smile.
“Timmy do you know what, for a birthday present, I was going to tell you that we
are moving to the country by your uncle so that we could take Nibbles back, get
some more horses and a few cows and maybe a cat. We are going to move in the
summer so that you can go to a school since the school you go to now ends at
grade 3. And I talked to the mayor to see if we could take the statue of Dan with
us as a reminder of him, and he said yes, and that we needed a new statue,” said
Timmy’s mom.
When Timmy and his mom and dad moved they had a big house and a huge field
with 360 acres. They bought lots of cows and kept Nibbles. They also bought
him a friend called Sisco. And they got 2 dogs called Annie and Visa that were
both basset hounds. They also got two cats called Spiky and Chevy. They ended
up having a great time, and Timmy went to a good school called Millarville.

THE END
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Timmy’s Amazing Adventure
By Alexander & Emily
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy
statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across on a shoulder. A small kitten was nestles in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said “Who are you want what is your story?”
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statues mouth.
The boys said, “Boo hoo hoo!”
“What’s the matter?” Timmy asked.
“Oh well it’s just that well I was headed for vacation with my 7 brothers 3
sisters my mom my dad and my really weird uncle, when all of a sudden we all
tripped over each other and smack fell in some wet cement. Just out luck that the
workers had gone to lunch and there was no one left to help us.
When they returned from lunch they saw the most beautiful shapes ever.
They didn’t know what they were all they knew was that they looked so beautiful.
Later that day the best artist in town in the whole world walked by the side walk
and wanted to purchase the family because they were so beautiful. They workers
said sure and took the money from the artist. The artist planned to have them taken
all over the world and actually did get them placed all over the world from China
to Japan and of course on statue was in the park where the statues were found.
“And that’s how I became a statue and it’s also why I’m so sad all of my
family are nowhere near me. Some day I wish I could get out of this statue thing.”
“That day could be today,” Timmy said trying to sound confident. They
thought and they thought and the decided that the best way to get him out was to
smash him with a hammer. It wouldn’t hurt cause remember he has some cement
around him.
So Timmy quickly ran home and swiped the sledgehammer his father
owned. Then quickly ran back to the park. And out of surprise it actually worked.
“Hooray” they cheered and were so happy for each other. But the once statue boy
was still sad because his family was not with him so they set off all around the
world to set the statues free. And some people still think that they might be out
there looking for the statues even to this day.

THE END
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The Life of a Statue and a Boy
By Kyle and Tanner
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“what do you care?”
“What happened to you, what happened to me?” “Wait, I’m a real boy but you are
not, I have to change you back but how? Do you have an idea? Hello can you
talk? I guess not but how come I could talk.” “You look like me the only
difference is the cement-blowing dragon didn’t turn you into a statue.” “That’s it
I’ll take you to the dragon and ask him to change you back.”
“Oh mister dragon where are you?”
“You called me?”
“Yes I did, I want you to step on this statue, can you please?”
“No, well, if you go to the witch to get the potion to turn me back to a human then
yes,” the dragon moaned.
“Where is the witch? I can’t believe I let the dragon talk me into this.”
“Eh heh heh heh heh you dare to trespass the witch of all witches?” “And I
thought that the dragon was kidding about the witch.”
“Are you a friend of the dragon?”
“Yes I am, now hand over the potion please.”
“No.”
“Fine, yoink.”
“Hey come back with that.”
“Ok, here it is. Oh, I have to drop it on you? All right, here it goes.” drip, drip.
“Ouch ooh that hurt. Ouch, hey I’m back, but your friend isn’t.”
“Sorry I forgot. Well back we go.”

THE END
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David’s Adventure
By David Willihnganz
David is enjoying his backpacking trip into the Rocky Mountains. He is with the
bird that he found near his home. Hawk is a Red Tailed Falcon. He has fierce
hunting instincts. Hawk had been zapped on an electrical wire and David found
him when he was out riding on his horse. David cared for him, fed him bits of raw
meat. Hawk roams free; he hunts and catches his own food. The bird comes when
David whistles, and most of the time he is flying somewhere nearby. David is
pleased that Hawk sometimes comes and sits on his arm.
David lives with his grandparents on a ranch in the foothills of the Rockies. He is
20 years old and has been hiking with his uncle in the mountains since he was a
child. In the last few years he has gone hiking by himself. This ten-day trip is the
longest he has gone on by himself. His backpack is really heavy. He has supplies
for ten days as well as first aid, emergency kit, compass, hatchet, matches,
flashlight, water tablets, tent, and rope.
It is early summer, everything is green and flowers are blooming. Lots of
chipmunks and small animals can be seen and heard. David has been hiking for
three days and has seen only a few people. Since morning he has seen no one.
He is walking up a high mountain on a very narrow path. There is a deep gorge on
one side, and the mountain going straight up on the other. David sees that Hawk
seems to be listening. All of a sudden Hawk flies away. David hears a loud
sound, like an explosion. Then he hears a rumbling and roaring sound from
above. When he looks up he sees a ton of falling rocks coming right at him. It
looks like half the mountain is falling on top of him. He runs as fast as he can to
get out of the way. It is hard running with a heavy backpack but the path is level
with very few rocks on it and he manages to get out of the way thanks to a curve
in the path. When the avalanche stops he looks back and finds the path has been
buried and any way back has been destroyed. He is breathing really hard and his
heart is pumping big time. At that time Hawk flies back to David and he is happy
to see he is ok.
After a short rest David starts to hike again. He thinks he will worry about how to
get back later on. He goes for a short walk and finds a perfect spot for camp. It
has a stream with flat, sheltered space for his tent. He lights a fire to cook some
fish he caught for supper then goes to sleep.
As David slept a nefarious character named Bob spotted his campfire and decided
he would try to catch David. He crept up on the camp. David was sleeping lightly
because he knew something had set off the avalanche. Hawk, who was hunting,
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spotted Bob creeping up on David and woke David by pecking his shoulder.
David was instantly alert. He heard Bob coming and he grabbed his rope and a
stick. He circled around Bob from behind. Bob struggled but with Hawk diving
at Bob it was pretty easy to tie him up. David forces Bob to tell him what is
happening by threatening to turn Hawk with his sharp beak and talons loose on
him.
What David learned was that a group of six men did not want him to be in that
place. He told David that it was their land and private property. David suspected
that is wasn’t true because the land bordering his neighbor’s property was
provincial parkland. David didn’t believe him. Why would they start an
avalanche to bury him if they were honest people?
The next morning, David carefully scouted around. He finds a large herd of
horses, and sees that they are some of his friend’s brands. They are in a box
canyon. There is a bearded man at the entrance. David didn’t recognize him. He
makes a snare with some rope and creates a noise. The bad guy, Joe, comes
toward him. Joe steps in the hidden snare, and David jerks it hard as he can. Joe
falls on a rock and gets knocked out. When he wakes up he sees David sitting
above him and realizes that he is all tied up and gagged. Then he takes Joe back to
camp, and on the way he sees an entrance to a cave. When he explores it he finds
that it is a mine and he sees some gold. When he threatens Joe he finds out that
these guys have found gold in the old mine. They are being sneaky because it is
not their land.
Back at camp David wonders what he should do next. There are still four men out
there, and the path is closed, and he has two bad guys tied up in camp that he has
to feed. His supplies are beginning to run low. He decides to stay where he is at
and hopes that somebody realizes there was an avalanche and comes looking for
him.
He and Hawk go off hunting to try and find some food. At first they have no luck
but then Hawk spots a rabbit and brings it to him. David checked his snares on the
way back to camp and luckily he caught another rabbit. Supper was delicious.
Just before dawn, David heard a lot of horses coming up the mountain. He
sneaked up on them, and saw that hey had the brands of some of his neighbors.
There were three men wearing dark clothes and big hats so you couldn’t see their
faces as they were moving the horses to the box canyon. He ran a rope between
two trees on opposite sides of the canyon entrance. He called to the men saying
“come quick we’re in trouble” as if he were one of the gang. They rode forward
and got knocked off their horses. David quickly tied them all up and took them
back to camp.
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David had to hunt again to find more food for all of the captured men. When he
was hunting he heard a grunting snarling sound and when he came closer he saw a
bear had treed another outlaw. David made lots of noise and scared the bear away.
As the guy came down David tossed the rope around him and tied it tight. He
knew it was a bad guy because the horse standing nearby had the same brand as
the horses of the others in the gang. After David got back to camp, he thought,
“What am I going to do with these guys?” He made a small meal and listened to
the gang squabble like noisy galahs complaining about sleeping on the ground,
being tied up, and the food.
David is tired of listening to them squabble and goes off with Hawk to check on
the horses. While he is sitting there his neighbor Josh comes along. He had been
following the horse stealers tracks. His horses were worth about half a million
dollars, and he was very glad to get them back. David talks with him and tells him
about his adventures. They decide that in the morning Josh will go back down the
old back trail and get some help to bring down the horses and the other men back.
In the morning just about when Josh is ready to head home they hear more horses
and men’s voices. Both of them worried it was more outlaws. They sneaked off
in the bushes to find out who it was. They saw it was the rangers who had made it
through the avalanche pass and were looking for David. The rangers took the bad
guys out the pass, and David helped Josh drive the horsed back down the
mountain.
The horse owners were so glad that David had helped them that they gave David a
reward. The reward was some of the horses so David was able to start his own
horse ranch. The province discovered that the gold mine was actually not a mine
but a hiding place for gold that had been stolen years before and had been lost
there. They gave David a piece of land that surrounded the cave.
When David was exploring the cave on day he hit the wall and a chunk of rock
came off. When the dust cleared David saw streaks of gold. In one month he had
drained the mine of gold and had enough to build a nice sized cabin near the cave.

THE END
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Ben
By Meghan Cunningham
Timmy loves to play in the park. After he played hard all morning, he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the Middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story, and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
over one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in the other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said, “Who are you, and what is your story?”
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy’s mouth. The
boy said, “My name is Ben. I was walking home from music lessons with my
guitar and notes and I stopped in at the pet store to see the new baby kittens.
Suddenly, a blaze broke out. As the flames rolled down the aisle, I picked up this
little kitten and ran for the door. But the fire overtook me.”
“Wow!” said Timmy, his eyes wide with wonder.
“But the fire wasn’t natural. Someone started it. And I know who.”
“Who?” asked Timmy.
“His name is Raden. He has 3 fingers on his left hand. He lives in
Rockriver.”
“But that’s where I live!” Timmy practically shouted.
“Exactly. That’s why you must catch him. Everyone in the pet store that
day was killed. If you want to know his address, look at 888 Bannister Drive.”
And at that word, Ben stood and turned back to stone.

As Timmy rushed home, his mind was filled with worried thoughts. What
if the police didn’t believe him? But sure enough, 30 minutes later, there was a
police squad outside Raden’s door. And the next morning, when Timmy sat down
under the big oak tree, and looked at Ben’s statue. It was smiling.

THE END
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SPRINGS WITHOUT WATER. MISTS DRIVEN BY A
STORM. LOCKED IN STONE.
By The Bonin Family
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said, “I
am Dermot, Dermot Rooke. My story is one of freedom lost.
Timmy had been playing with his band in the park. This was their first big gig and
they were flying high. The job had good hours, great money, and guaranteed work
for the whole Summer - a sweet deal for a musician like himself. Weather
permitting, the band practiced in the morning and performed in the evening for
tourists who came to visit the picturesque little town. The town seemed to love her
musicians. They were everywhere, even in statues!
He glanced around quickly to see if anyone else heard the stone speak. The park
was unchanged; mother's visited, children played, and couples strolled. No one
seemed to notice him or the statue.
As he looked back at the Boy he noticed that the sun shone through the trees and
made shadows dance across its face. Perhaps he had just heard the wind in the
trees and seen a shadow cross the boy's lips giving him a voice.
"Boy?" Timmy ventured, "Did you just say something?"
"Yes, I did."
That time Timmy had been watching intently. It was not the shadows or the wind.
Those lips had moved and the boy had spoken.
Tentatively he asked, "What did you say your name was?"
"Dermot Rooke."
"How old are you?"
"What year is it?" Dermot asked.
"Uh, two thousand and four."
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Then I am One Hundred years old this year."
"Your story is one of freedom lost? What do you mean?"
Dermot, though enslaved in stone, seemed to release a deep sigh. His eyes blinked
and Timmy thought he saw a piece of hair fall from underneath the cockney hat.
"My name means 'Freeman' and I came to be here by following my greedy heart.
Though just a boy of thirteen I left my home in Ireland in search of fame and
fortune. I could play a guitar pretty good so I joined a band to travel the world. We
arrived in this town with more money in our pockets than we had ever had. We
had cheated, and stolen money from innocent people. We thought, or rather I
thought, we could just continue on the way we were going. We met our match
though."
Dermot Rooke’s statue moved ever so slightly. The wind caught and blew away a
faint moan as rock shifted.
“One stormy night some thugs from the last town we had played in caught up with
us. We finished the show and were packing up for the night when three big goons
walked into the room. They demanded the money we had stolen from them. Our
boss tried to lie his way out of it. ‘The money’s gone’, he said. The gangsters
didn’t believe it. We fought but they overpowered us. All of us were gagged and
thrown into the river. My mates escaped with their lives. I alone drowned. My
heart had been a heart of stone.
“When they found my stiff, cold, body this kitten was lying with me, also dead.
She must have crawled into the crook of my arm when I first washed up on shore.
I was probably still warm then and she needed to get out of the wind. Thinking I
was a safe place, she went to sleep. It turned very cold that night and she froze
there in my arms. That’s how they found us, at the end of our beguiling pursuits.
Now we are set in stone for all to see.
“You see Timmy, a person is a slave whatever has mastered him. I had been
mastered by greed and money, the kitten, by her love for warmth.”
A fine mist drifted heavenward from the statue and it was again motionless.
Timmy looked at the kitten. She appeared to be so content cradled there.
“Dermot?” Timmy asked. “Are you still there?”
There was a breeze now. Clouds covered the sun and the air was cooling. Timmy
glanced at the foot of the Boy and saw the inscription. “Spring without water,
mists driven by a storm, locked in stone.”

Slowly he turned away. The band waited. All of his life as a musician he would
never forget the story or Dermot Rooke. Ever.

THE END
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THE RODEO
By: Sara and Griffen
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“Hello, my name is Sam and I belong here.”
“Why do you belong here?” Timmy asked him.
“I lived in Texas and my father was the most famous person in the country. He
was the best country singer in the world. Every one came from all over to hear
him play and sing. He was also a famous rodeo rider. His horses name was
Ginger. She was the prettiest horse you would have ever set eyes on. She would
buck like the sea waves and she would stride like the wind and she would buck
and you would think that you were flying. They were the best team in Texas.
Then they were in a rodeo on the 25th of July. Ginger was bucking up a storm, and
she suddenly halted in midair, spun around and slowly fell backward.
That was the saddest day of my life, the crowds fell as silent as the wind, you
would have been able to hear a pin drop. Then as the wind blew, there was a
spiraling cloud in the sky.
Then Bob Tucker, my father, went spiraling up with the wind. It was like he was
flying. He was about 50 feet in the air, and then suddenly the spiral stopped and
my dad fell to the ground.
No one knew or will ever know what happened that day. The next thing I knew I
was in the hospital with my dad. He asked me what had happened.
‘You mean you don’t remember?’ I said to him.

36

‘No I don’t, last thing I remember is Ginger falling. By the way what happened to
her?’
‘She’s at the ranch with Charley.’
‘Who’s Charley?’ My dad asked me.
‘He’s your other son, don’t you remember anything?’
‘What do you mean, I remember you don’t I.’
‘Yes you do, but that’s only because I was in the crowd with you. You got bucked
off Ginger and then a spiraling cloud picked you up and then you fell and got a
concussion.’
‘What! I can’t get a concussion, I can’t get a concussion, no, no I can’t!’
‘Dad, dad settle down, we canceled you out of the big race, your not riding
tomorrow.’
And that’s how my story goes.”
“But how come you got made into a statue?”
“Well my dad gave me his guitar and I followed his steps and I became a famous
rider and singer.”

THE END
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The Mysterious Statue
By: Dylan & Macaulay
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit
in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the
park. He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy
statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slun
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day
Timmy stood in front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is your
story?"
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's mouth.
The boy said, "I'll tell you my story if you tell me yours", the statue said.
"Before we make any deals what is your name".
"Charley".
"But Charley how can you talk?"
"Hey" yelled Charley "what's your name?"
"Oh, I almost forgot before we are friends we have to know each other, I'm
Timmy."
"I can talk because a witch put a spell on me and she said you will tell anybody
anything even if it's a promise you made. The only way to help me is to find
the witch and get her wand. Then bring it back to me, say the spell backwards,
and then I will be a real boy again."
"Well, that sounds easy."
"But it isn't so easy because she is very powerful and has a wooden wand that
does anything that she says and anything that she thinks about."
Timmy's plan was to use his Witch Scanner 2002 and find the witch. Then h
would use his baseball pitcher machine to knock the witch out.
But the witch did not get knocked out. She just laughed and died. Before she
died she gave me a wand manual. It said: use hfgihrgfuiaehrfuihaer (maybe
this is witch writing.) So that night when the witch was fast asleep he tiptoed
and stole the wand. Once he got back to the statue and yelled out
"hfgihrgfuiaehrfuihaer, he turned the statue into a real boy again".
"Thank you and now you owe me a story"
(Oh, right a story) "But it might be a bit short."
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It all started when I was playing at the park and I took a rest in the shade
because I was tired. I stood in front of you and wondered who are you and
what is your story and you started talking to me.
"Wow, that is a short story!"
"So are we friends now?"
"Yes of course we’re Friends."

The End
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The Fighting Dinosaurs
By Brett
Two dinosaurs were walking in the desert. Along comes a raptor. The raptor
wanted to get the eggs. The protoceratops butted him.
The big blade on his head hurt him. The protoceratops was stepping on the raptor.
The raptor was getting squished by protoceratops. The eggs were still alive but
one was cracked.
The protoceratops made the raptor die. She was going to move
the eggs because there would be dead bones.

THE END
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Timmy’s Journey
By Aaron & Brooker
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across on e
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is your story?" Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's mouth.
The boy said," GET ME SOME WATER OR ELSE MY KITTY WILL BITE
YOUR HEAD OFF!"
Because it is really hot out here!”
So Timmy ran to his house and tried to get inside but the doors were locked. So he
went to the school water fountains but no water came out.
So after running all around the world doing that he came back to the statue and
said “I'm really sorry I could not get you any water but is orange juice ok?”
The statue said, “yes.” Timmy walked around the statue and found a homeless
person sitting on a blanket. Timmy said, "You’re the person making the voice
aren't you" The person admitted that he was and Timmy said, "Why didn't you just
ask me for something to drink?" The person said, "because I thought you would
say no and by the way I have no cat." Timmy said, "Well that's good" and from
then on he brought something to eat or something to drink for the homeless
person.

THE END
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Tommy's Story
By Kegan and Houstan
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across on a
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm.
One day Timmy stood in front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is
your story?" Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's
mouth. The boy said, "I was a survivor from a sunken ship. A U-boat shot the
evacuee ship that I was in and it sunk.”
“It was foggy that day so that the U-boat couldn't see our ship that well. So I ra to
an empty lifeboat and rowed away from the ship. After awhile I stopped rowing
and fell asleep. The next thing I knew people were crowding around me. He's
awake, one person said. Are you sure, said another. Where am I? I thought. As I
slowly got up I realized I was on another ship. What happened? I asked. The other
person replied, we found you on a small lifeboat. Timmy quickly interrupted, but
how can you talk? It's hard to explain, you'll see at the end of my story.
I got a small place to rest and food to eat. As the ship moved on I noticed some
other small boats that were too small for the open sea, so that meant we were very
close to land. Eventually I got tired and fell asleep. When I woke up, I heard
cheers and screams of joy so I went outside to see what was going on. When I got
outside I saw a giant crowd of people on the dock the ship was tied to. I raced
down the stairs towards the dock filled with excitement. When I got there I
looked for anyone I knew, but it was useless. Later on I got news that my mom
was coming overseas just like I did, although I hoped the ship she was on didn't
sink.”
“I eventually decided to form a sea rescue group to help save people that were
stranded at sea.” So that is how I became famous.
Because you believe so much in me and my story, you are able to hear me when
no one else can.

THE END
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Kitty
By Shae-lynn and Katie
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words come out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said,
“Hello kitty.”
But the kitty was very scared of him and the kitty ran off. The boy said come back
kitty, but the kitty did not come. So the boy chased the little kitty. The mom
phoned the policeman. The mom gave him lots of detail about the boy, like when
she saw him last. So the policeman looked for a couple days and on the day, the
policeman brought him home. The policeman said, “Here you go”. And the mom
said, “thank you so much”. Then the mom said, “YOU ARE
GROUNDED. All you get to do is play your guitar, do your homework, feed
your animals, do your chores and go to school. After a week you can play with
your friends, go to the playground and have friends over.”
He lived on a farm and he owned a very pretty black horse. His horse was named
Black Beauty. Black Beauty was sitting down so he ran up to his house and told
his mom that Black Beauty was sitting down so he and his mom ran to see if she
was O.K. She was just sitting down.
He has 2 pigs, 100 cows, 85 horses, 3 goats, 15 dogs, and 18 cats.
Timmy is very famous because he is in the rodeo. He rides a bucking bronco
named Shooting Star. She is as fast as real shooting stars out in the sky. That is
why he became a statue.

THE END
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The Lost Kitty
By The Okotoks Thursday Morning R&R Group
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said, “Who are you and what is your story?”
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The
boy statue looked down and said “can you help me?” Timmy looked up and
replied, “Can I pet your kitten?” The boy statue answered, “I found this little
kitten and he’s lost. I can’t move but…can you help me?”
Timmy thought “I can take this little kitten to the library next to this park
and maybe someone there can help me”. Timmy and his Mom walked over to the
library with the kitten. Meeting there that Thursday morning was Bonnie and
Rosemary’s Rhythm and Rhyme group. The little children were delighted to see
the little kitten. They all welcomed Timmy and the kitten and sang “Good
Morning Timmy and Lost Little Kitty and how are you, how are you…” Can we
help you?” Timmy told them his problem.
Andrew had a big smile for the kitten. Daniel wanted to take him home but
his Mom said “We have so many kittens at home already” Rylie’s Mom said “We
have so many cats already, but we have room for 1 more.” Timmy smiled great
relief.
David brought over a book for Timmy and the kitten. It was… “The Three Little
Kittens!” Amelie and her Mom read it first in French.
“What a clever group!” thought Bonnie and Rosemary from their places on the
big story blanket. Samantha and Hannah played with the kitten while the group
read about the “Three Little Kittens” from a book but when they looked down,
there was 1 little kitten missing from the book! They gently placed the little lost
kitten back into the book and sang their Kumbayah song as Mother Cat smiled.
The two little kittens were smiling too and third little lost kitten curled up and
napped happily.
Timmy was happy. The cat family was happy and the boy statue still
standing still in the park smiled and all was well again.

THE END
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The Statue
By Kevin and Lane
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all
morning he would sit in the shade and look at the statue of
the little boy that was in the middle of the park. He often
wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand
and a guitar case slung across on e shoulder. A small kitten
was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in front
of the statue and said "Who are you and what is your story?"
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy
statue's mouth. The boy said,
"I went on a vacation and I saw a lion I was in Africa and I
saw monkey to and other animals". "I met African people I
couldn't understand what they were saying"." And I saw
some of my friends and played tag with them in the park."
And then I went to my Hotel and watched TV and went to
bed when I woke up I had been robed!" "I only had a guitar
left and then all of a sudden a ugly old wrinkly witch got up
and put her hand into my pocket and grabbed baking soda
from my pocket I thought she must of needed it for a
position". "And then turned me into a statue and flew me
back to the play ground and bolted me into the ground." "And here I am
today all alone" "WOW that's a great story," Timmy said "but I'm sorry
about you getting turned into a statue". "I’ll come visit you every day so we
can talk I can keep you company". "Thanks that would be great".

THE END
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THE THREE STONES
By Elsie and Cheyenne
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit in
the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the park.
He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The boy statue
looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung across one
shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy stood in
front of the statue and said “Who are you and what is your story?” Timmy was
very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The boy said, “I
can not tell you that till you do something for me.”
“Well what do you want me to do?” asked Timmy.
“Well, I want you to find three stones: one yellow, one green and one blue but you
have to go on a long journey. Go to Egypt for the yellow stone, Hawaii for the
green stone, and the Pacific Ocean for the blue one.
So Timmy started on his journey to Egypt. When he was there he started to think
of where he would look for a yellow stone. He thought maybe he would dig in the
sand and maybe he could find one there. But he also thought that maybe he would
have to look inside a pyramid. So, he started to dig in the sand but he didn’t know
where to dig or where to find it. Then he decided to look for a pyramid and saw
one in the far distance. Timmy ran as fast as he could to the pyramid and he
noticed there were a lot of stairs. Running up the stairs, he noticed a ton of
yellowish stones all in a pile. Timmy thought that the statue would probably only
need one so he grabbed one and put it in his backpack.
Now onto Hawaii. When he was there he looked and looked and soon he was
hungry so he got a pizza but to his surprise, on the pizza was the green stone!
Now he is going to the Pacific Ocean! When Timmy was there he went for a
snorkel and there was the stone at the bottom of the ocean so Timmy snorkeled
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down there and grabbed the stone and plopped it in his backpack when he got on
land. And then he got on the plane back to where the statue was.
And said, “here you are. Here are your stones now tell me what your story is.”
“OK. This is how it started. I was a kid and then a witch came and cast a spell on
me and put me in the park and said until someone gets your three stones you will
stay a statue and all I want is to be a real boy. So see that slot over there? Put the
stones in there.” And Timmy did and soon the boy was a real boy just like he
wanted.

THE END
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TIMMY’S NEW FRIEND
By Ryan and Jenna
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would
sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the
park. He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy
statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said, "Who are you and what is your story?"
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's mouth. The
boy said," "Hi, who are you and what is your story?" "HOW CAN YOU TALK?"
Timmy shouted "You tell me how you can talk first" refused the statue. Timmy
could tell by the way the statue talked that he was grumpy because he was using a
very deep voice.
"Why are you up there?" the boy asked "Can't you read" asked the statue in
a very rude way "No I can't I'm only 6 years old" explained Timmy "Your only 6
will I'm 20" bragged the statue.

Suddenly a sound came from the bushes behind the statue, Timmy twisted his
head to see what it was Timmy slowly walked over to the bush being the
adventurous boy he was. He peeked threw the bushes to find a little harmless frog
and of course he tried to catch it. Timmy leaped over the bush and put his hands
out trying to get it captured. But it turned out hat all he got was a pile of mud, the
frog had jumped away before he could catch it.
Timmy walked back to the statue with mud dripping down his chin and sat on
a bench facing the statue.
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"Why are you up there anyway?" questioned Timmy "I don't want to talk
about it" the statue said in a very grumpy but sad way "Why don't you want to
talk about it?" asked the boy, the statue decided he would tell the boy because he
thought that it might make him feel better. "Ok I'll tell you" said the statue, the
boy listened.
"I was walking about a year ago picking up cans with my cat Peer on the side of
the road and there was a puddle beside me when all of a sudden a car flew beside
me and splashed it on me from head to toe so I decided to sit down in the ditch for
a rest that soon turned into a nap" the statue stopped because it looked like Timmy
was about to fall asleep but started again "so I fell asleep and it was winter then so
it started snowing and I soon woke up all frozen except for my eyes and my cat
was frozen too"
"That's so sad," Timmy said very sadly
"Well it gets better so anyway I remember the Mayor of the town coming and
taking me to a work shop and spraying something all over me that changed my
colour and made it so that I couldn't move anything but my mouth and then they
put me on a stand and had me taking to this park where they had a ceremony for
me I don't know why but I heard something about the only frozen man on earth"
and that was why the statue is up there.
"That's really sad" Timmy said in a very low voice then he checked his watch and
saw it was time to go home so he said goodbye and left.
The next day when Timmy went to school he told some of his friends about the
other day and his friends told other friends and those friends told parents and
parents told other parents and soon it ran into the Mayor and he admitted that it
was true and he had to go to jail for the bad thing that he had done.
So of course they had to do something about the statue so the new Mayor that they
had elected called one of the best scientists in the whole world and got him to
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make a spray that could unfreeze the statue so he took some samples and was able
to make something.
The big day came when they did the experiment and everyone was in the park to
see it and thank goodness it worked and the old statue and Timmy found a good
home and job and the 2 boys have been friends ever since.

THE END
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The Boy Statue
By Taylor and Cole

Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he would sit
in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle of the
park. He often wondered about the statue's story and what it meant. The boy
statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across on e shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day
Timmy stood in front of the statue and said "Who are you and what is your
story?" Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue's
mouth.
The boy said," I died in this park and people made a statue in my honor,"
Timmy still had a surprised and funny face on when the statue looked back at
him.
The statue giggled because Timmy's big shoes and tight T- shirt made him look
like a clown and his big baggy pants were also making him look like a clown.
Timmy asked "why do you have all that stuff in your arms?"
“Well my cat was my best bud and that's why he is in my arms."
“Well what's that guitar for?"
“I would play it all the time and that's why it's in my arms."
"Well that suitcase doesn't make any sense."
“When I was playing in the park like you I would always use my blanket in my
suitcase for picnics that's why this is also in my arms,"
Timmy asked "well do you have any friends?"
Then the statue was just a normal statue not a talking one.
So when Timmy was playing on the park he would always think about the
statue.

THE END
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The Butterfly and the Bee
By Anne Hutchinson and Lesley Brent
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said, “Who are you and what is your story?”
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The
boy said, “My name is Wilberforce, and this is my kitten Marmalade. We were on
our way to the annual county fair to try and win some money to help my widowed
mother, brothers, and sisters. My mother gave me Marmalade for company.
When presto in the park I was stung by an alien bee and turned to stone. I will
return to myself when a butterfly lands on me.” As Wilberforce spoke a beautiful
butterfly was floating about. Both Wilberforce and Timmy were very quiet not to
disturb the butterfly. The elegant creature finally came to land on Wilberforce’s
nose and suddenly the stone melted away and he was a real boy again. “I am a
little tired of standing, and hungry like my kitten,” announced Wilberforce.
Timmy helped him sit down and offered him a cheese sandwich and apple from
his lunch. He poured some of his milk into his hat and offered it to Marmalade,
who after drinking, started purring and fell asleep in Wilberforce’s lap.
Timmy took his new friend to meet his mother, who immediately phoned
Wilberforce’s mother to let her know where he was and that he was safe. They
agreed to let him stay the night and would see Wilberforce to the County Fair in
the morning as she was going to enter her jams, jellies and pies there. While
sitting down to breakfast the doorbell rang. Timmy ran to the door to see who it
was, it was Wilberforce’s mother, anxious to see her son. She joined them at the
table. It so happened that the two mothers were long lost sisters, there was a lot of
hugging and stories until it was time to go to the fair.
Leaving Marmalade in charge of the house, they went off to enter their
talent in the contests. Timmy’s mother won first prize for her jams, jellies and
pies and Wilberforce won $50, which he gave to his mother, for playing his guitar.
At the fair, the children went on the rides, and stuffed themselves with Cotton
Candy until it was time to go home. The two boys planned on meeting again but
not in the park. The mothers also made meetings.
The boys decided to plant a tree in the park where Wilberforce’s statue used
to be. Now they could sit and remember the day in the park where they met and
where their two mothers were reunited as sisters.

THE END
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The Statue
By Dustin & Liam
Timmy loved to play in the park. After he played hard all morning he
would sit in the shade and look at the statue of the little boy that was in the middle
of the park. He often wondered about the statue’s story and what it meant. The
boy statue looked very sad. He had a suitcase in one hand and a guitar case slung
across one shoulder. A small kitten was nestled in his other arm. One day Timmy
stood in front of the statue and said, “Who are you and what is your story?”
Timmy was very surprised when words came out of the boy statue’s mouth. The
boy said, “my mom and dad got in a fight because my dad stayed out to long with
one of his friends, I couldn’t take it anymore, so I packed all my clothes up in my
suitcase and took my favorite guitar. I didn’t know where I was, but I was in the
forest it was about 7:00 P.M. it was a bit nippy that night so I put on some extra
clothes. I just realized that I had been out here for two days and no food; I was so
hungry I was trying to get out of the woods but I could not find a way to get out. I
looked up and looked at the sky and guessed which way to go. I went right. I ran
as fast as I could, dodging the trees and I found a way out. I stopped at a park; I
thought my head was going to explode if I didn’t get some food. That very night I
could not get to sleep, I had a big stomach ache and in the morning I was at the
hospital, getting kissed and hugged by my mom and dad and I was chewing down
lots and lots of food. And I became a statue by not having food in the longest
time. And you know what, Timmy? Make sure you don’t run away.”
“I will never do that.”

THE END
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