
 

 

  



  



 

 

“Roar!” 
 

Jenga towers tumbled down. Lego houses 
collapsed. The dinosaur of the playroom 
thudded across the orange stripped floor. 

“I’m the biggest dinosaur ever!” she shouted. 

“Oh, there you are, Tiny!” A brown stuffed 
bear reached down for the dinosaur. 

“No! I’m not done, Fluffy!” said Tiny.  

Her little green arms and legs flailed in the air. 
She was a dinosaur no bigger than a cell 
phone. 
 

“Oh yes, you are,” said Fluffy. 

She dropped Tiny and a handful of Legos, and 
Jenga pieces on the nightstand. 



  



 
 

 
Tiny peered over the edge of the nightstand.            
She looked towards the star covered                                                 
bed beside her.  
 
“Can I sleep in the bed tonight?” 
 
 
Fluffy raised her hand 
until it was high above 
Tiny.  
 
“You have to be this tall 
to sleep on the bed. Now 
shoo. Jane will be home 
soon. And where do 
small toys like you go?” 
 

Tiny looked down. “In the 

nightstand,” she 

mumbled.  

 

She shuffled to the open nightstand drawer. 

She stopped to try to drag a Jenga piece with 

her. But, no matter how she pulled or pushed 

it, she couldn’t move it. 

 
“Allow me.” Fluffy swept her and all of the 
little things into the drawer and shut it. 
 



Tiny was alone in the dark. It wasn’t until hours 
later when Tiny woke up, startled by a night 
storm. 
 

Boom! Crash! Boom! 

 
Jane, the little girl that slept in the starry bed, 
began to wail. 
 
Tiny threw herself against the inside of the 
drawer. 

Huff. Puff. Huff. 
 
Finally, an opening appeared. It was just 
enough for her to slip through. 
 
The bedroom door yawned open. 
 
Tiny dove behind the lamp on the nightstand. 
 
A man with a mustache that was 
quadruple Tiny’s size, strode into the room. He 
put his arms around Jane.  
 
“Jane dear, be big and brave.” He wiped the 
tears from her eyes. “Then the storm won’t 
frighten you.” 
 



Jane bit her wobbling lip and, for a moment, she 
stopped crying. 
 

Boom! Crash! Boom! 

 

 
“Waah!” said Jane. 
 
The door opened again. This time a woman 
with a bun that was as big as twenty Tiny’s, 
marched in. 
 
“Oh love, be still,” cooed the mother. “Be tall 
and fierce.”  
Jane straightened up, trying to get taller. She 
pushed together her quivering lips and, for a 
moment, she stopped crying. 

 
Boom! Crash! Boom! 

 
“Waaaah!” 
 
The mother and father left, talking in hushed 
tones out in the hall.  
 
Tiny peeked out from the lamp.  
 



“Tiny people can do big things,” she said to 
herself.  
 
She shut her eyes and did a running jump 
towards the bed. When she opened her eyes, 
she was standing right next to Jane’s nose. 
She gently poked it. 
 
       Jane’s wailing quieted. 

 
“Pssst, you wanna know 
what us little people can 
do when we’re scared?” 

 
 Wiping her eyes, Jane                      
nodded and scooped up Tiny. 

   
 “You gotta roar!” said Tiny. 
 

Jane giggled. “Roar,” she said. 
 
“Louder!” 
 

“Roar!” she said, laughing. 

 
The tears dried on her face as she and 
Tiny took turns roaring at the storm. Eventually, 
she fell asleep with Tiny wrapped in her arms. 
 
Together, these two small friends could survive 
any big storm. 
 
 



Alice managed another bite of cold, slimy 

spinach. Making a face, she eyed the kitchen 

table. 

There was a mountain  
of gray porridge. A river  
of gray tea splashed  
down the table.     
 
Meanwhile, little gray 
mushrooms ran around  the 
table howling and growling.  
Everything was always  
gray. 

Crunch. 

Munch. 

Chomp. 

Her family of furry monsters sat around the 
table munching and crunching at the dull food. 

Alice scooped up some more spinach. She 
eyed it like it might come alive and smack her 
nose. 

Something caught her eye. It wasn’t gray like 
all the rest of the food. It was colorful. 



It was yellow. 

The small piece of yellow food peaked out 
from under the mountain of gray porridge. 

She set down her fork and reached for the 
buried treasure. 

“Not another helping until you finish 
your plate,” droned her father. 

Alice cast a pleading look at her mother. 
“Pretty please I just want that–” 

Her mother, without missing a beat, piped in. 
“No way, Ace. Finish that plate.” 

“Okay,” mumbled Alice. She pushed the 
spinach around on her plate. 

Then, Alice sat up as high as she could and 
sneakily reached out towards the yellow food. 
The mountain pile was just out of reach. She 
leaned forward. Just a little more. 

Chomp! 



Alice bit back a yowl and drew back her hand. 
One of those nasty mushrooms had latched 
onto her fingers. She flicked it off. 

It squealed as it soared through the 
air. 

Splash! 

It landed in the river of tea. 

“Don’t play with your food,” said her mom, 
without looking up from her plate. 

Alice slouched in her chair. Out of the corner of 
her eye, she spied some of her school books. 

Carefully, she leaned over and picked up 
one. She put it on her seat and sat on it. 

She had grown, all thanks to the book. Now, 
she was tall enough to reach. With one last, 

sneaky stretch she grabbed the yellow food 
from under the porridge mountain.  

She popped it into her mouth. 

Success! 

 

 

 



Flip. Flop. Flippity-flop. 

Today marked the one hundredth and twenty-
second day Nemu, a clown fish that was not 
related at all to Nemo, flopped about. (Yes, the 

one hundredth and twenty-second 
day. Nemu was like 
the Clark Kent of 

fish. She seemed 
mild mannered until 

she stayed alive 
breathing in air like a 

human.) Anyways, 
Nemu flopped here and 
there on the prickly wood 

of the seashore dock. She 
only took breaks from her 

flopping duties to glare at the 
ocean. 

See, she didn’t think she could swim in the 
ocean. She may have been a clown fish, but 
the ocean was no laughing matter. It was dark, 
big, and scary. 

Before her flopping deck days, she had been a 
house pet. Her owners kept her in a cozy little 
tank that had a treasure chest that released 
colorful bubbles. Boy, did she miss that! It was 
nothing like the spine-tingling water she 
flopped by now. 



Whoo whooo. 

A bird swooped down. She was lost. This place 
was definitely not the woods she was trying to 
visit. After flying around lost for hours, she had 
finally found something to make up for her 
terrible day. A delicious, flopping snack. 

“Whoohoo, this is my lucky day,” she said 
smacking her lips. 

“No, no, no. I’m not for eating,” 
protested Nemu. 

The bird ruffled its feathers. “Then 
what are you for?” 

“For flopping,” said Nemu, 
demonstrating her superb flopping 

abilities. 

“But fish swim,” said the bird, edging closer to 
Nemu. “Whooohoo, they swim too fast for me. I 
wish more fish flopped like you.” 

Nemu backed up, her flopping slowly stopped. 
“I’m not a big fan of that ocean. I don’t know 
how to swim in it.” 

“And aren’t I glad you’re scared of that big 
ocean.” The bird dove at her. 



“Eek!” Nemu flopped faster than she ever. This 
way and that way. Up and down. Left and right. 

Trapped! Nemu was 
backed up at the end 
of the dock. It was 
either get eaten or 
jump into the sea. 
And she knew 
she couldn’t 
swim in the 
ocean! She 
never had. 
She didn’t 
know how. 

“Sushi here I 
come!” The bird made one last 
dive for the small clown fish. 

Holding her breath, Nemu flopped. She flopped 
bravely where she had never gone before. She 
dropped into the big, scary ocean. 

“Wow!” she said, looking around in the colorful, 
big ocean. 

For the first time, in a long time, Nemu didn’t 
flop. 

She swam. 
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