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Back to School
copyright

Leigh Kibby
Josh met Jenny as they walked down the street.

"Back to School," said Josh to Jenny.

"Yes, back to School," answered Jenny.

"Back to Sport," said Josh and he frowned.

"Yes, back to Sport," said Jenny with a smile. Then Jenny frowned, "Back to Drama, " she moaned.

"Yes, back to Drama," said Josh happily, "And back to Art."

"Yes," groaned Jenny, "back to Art." Then she smiled and said, "Back to Maths."

"Yes, back to Maths," moaned Josh sadly. But then he smiled and said, "Back to Writing."

"Yes, back to Writing," Jenny groaned sadly, then she smiled. "Back to Cricket," she said.

"Yes, back to Cricket," moaned Josh sadly. Then he smiled and said, "Back to Dance."

"Yes, back to Dance," groaned Jenny sadly but then smiled. "Back to Reading," she said.

"Yes, back to Reading," moaned Josh sadly. Then he smiled and said, "Back to Drawing."

"Yes, back to Drawing," groaned Jenny sadly but then she smiled. "Back to Finger Painting," she said.

"Yes, back to Finger Painting," moaned Josh sadly. Then he smiled and said, "Back to Singing."

"Yes, back to Singing," said Jenny happily with a smile. Then she looked thoughtful, "Back to Teachers," she said.

"Yes, back to Teachers," agreed Josh also looking thoughtful. "And back to friends," he said with a grin.

"Yes, back to friends," said Jenny happily and they both smiled.

"Back to School," they said together.

Jenny's Room
by

Leigh Kibby  copyright 1992
Mum knocked on Jenny's door and tried to push it open. "Jenny," said Mum, " open your door."

"I can't," said Jenny, " an Untidiness is holding it closed."

"Then move it," growled Mum.

"I can't," complained Jenny. "It's hiding inside a pile of clothes."

"Oooh," moaned Mum and walked away.

Page 1

"Uuurrgghh," gurgled Jenny's younger sister Mary-Anne as she stood in the doorway of Jenny's room. "Where's my book?" she asked.

"Under the bed," said Jenny who poked her head out from under a pair of socks.

"Where's the bed?" asked Mary-Anne in a bewildered voice.

"Over there," said Jenny. A hand appeared from under a pair of jeans and her finger pointed towards a pile of books and games and clothes.

"Uuuurrgghh," murmured Mary-Anne again. "Why don't you tidy your bed," she said.

"I can't," said Jenny. "There's a Mess sleeping in it."
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"Do you want my old shirt?" asked Jenny's brother Patrick as he stood in the doorway.

"Oh yes," nodded Jenny vigorously who was sitting on a pile of  shoes. She liked her older brother's clothes because they looked like an adult's.

"Shall I try to hang it in the closet?" asked Patrick unbelievably as he opened the doors a little wider. "Ooof," he grimaced as a game fell out and hit him on the head.

"Don't bother," said Jenny. "There's a Clutter living in there. Just throw it on the bed."

Patrick look confused, he couldn't see the bed. So, he left the shirt, which was on its coat hanger, hanging from the doorknob.
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"Can I read Patty's letter?" asked Jenny's friend Heidi as she and Jenny sat in the doorway of Jenny's room.

"I would," said Jenny, "but I can't find it. I think the Confusion that ate my desk also eats letters."

"I didn't know you had a desk," said Heidi with surprise.

"Oh, yes," said Jenny. "It used to live over there," she added and pointed to her school bag which was on top of a pile of papers, books and pencils.
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"Jenny," said Dad firmly as he stood in the doorway of Jenny's room. " Where is your Maths homework? I'd like to see it."

"I'd really love to show you," said Jenny. "But, the Disorder used it for toilet paper."

"What about your English homework?" asked Dad.

"Same thing," said Jenny shaking her head sadly.

"Hhhhmmmppphhhh," moaned Dad slowly and then walked away.
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Jenny stood in her bedroom doorway and looked angry. "I can't find my new jeans, " she groaned to Mum who was walking by.

"I put them in your room," said Mum. "But, I saw the Untidiness put them on and jump out the window."

"Oooohhhh," moaned Jenny while Mum walked away.
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"Have you seen my tape?" asked Jenny as Mary-Anne walked by her door.

"I gave it to the Mess who put it in a tape player and started singing," said Mary-Anne.

"Uuuuurrrrgggghhh," gurgled Jenny as Mary-Anne walked away.
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"Patrick, have you seen my new shoes?" asked Jenny from under a pile of clothes as Patrick walked by.

"Yes," said Patrick confidently. "A Clutter was using them to tap dance in the sink. But," he added sadly, " I think it slipped in and fell down the drain, shoes and all."

"Ooooffff," grimaced Jenny as he walked away.
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"Let's draw pictures," suggested Heidi to Jenny while they sat in Jenny's room.

"I can't find my pencils," said Jenny sadly.

"A Confusion probably ate them," said Heidi with certainty.

"A Confusion?" asked Jenny with surprise.

"Definitely," said Heidi.
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"Can you help me with my homework?" Jenny asked Dad.

"Definitely," said Dad. "But not right now. I've got to catch the Disorder that took my glasses. I think its hiding in the lounge room under the T.V."

"Hhhhhrrrrmmmmppphhhh," moaned Jenny slowly as Dad walked away.
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The next day, Mum stood in the doorway of Jenny's room.   "Aaaaaaarrrrgggghhhh," she yelled with surprise.

The whole family, including Heidi who had been playing outside with Jenny, raced to Jenny's room.

"What's wrong?" they all yelled with concern. Mum simply pointed.

Everyone, except Jenny, looked inside. Jenny's room looked beautiful. Everything was tidy. Patrick carefully opened the cupboard, even it was tidy.

"It's tidy," they all said with surprise.

"Yes," said Jenny proudly. "Last night a Cleanliness and Tidiness climbed in through the window and helped me clean up."

"Never," they all mumbled.

"Not never," said Jenny. "Now with the help of a Possible and an Effort," said Jenny even more proudly and walked away.

In the top of the cupboard, the Possible and Effort giggled to one another. Then they rolled over and went to sleep until they were needed again.

Noises
by

Leigh Kibby copyright 1992

Josh sat in his room, reading a book. Then he heard a loud thumping noise. For awhile, he wondered what it could be. Then, he thought he knew. He jumped up and ran to his father in the laundry.

"There's a Ginormous Thump playing in the roof," said Josh excitedly.

"That's just your imagination," Dad answered. "The washing machine wasn't balanced, I need to move the clothes so that it stays balanced."

"Oh," said Josh. He was a bit disappointed because he really wanted to meet the Ginormous Thump.
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Josh was writing a story when he heard a loud roar. He wondered what it could be. Then he realized, just as the noise stopped. He raced outside.

"There's a stupendous Snorter gnashing its teeth on the front lawn," Josh said to his Mum.

"You're imagining things," said Mum. "That was me mowing the lawn with the lawn mower."

"Oh," said Josh as he walked away. He was disappointed because he really wanted to meet a Stupendous Snorter.
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Josh was listening to some music when he heard a strange screaming sound. He wondered what it could be. Then he realized and ran to his sister's room.

"There's a Screaming Blurter eating your radio," said Josh to his sister loudly.

"Stop imaging things," said Josh's sister. "That was a song on the radio."

"Oh," said Josh. He was a bit sad because he really wanted to meet a Screaming Blurter.
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Later, Josh was watching a science programme on T.V. when he heard a strange ssshhhhing sound. He wondered what it was. When he realized, he ran to the bathroom.

"There's a Whispering Splat playing in the shower," said Josh to his brother. 

"That's just your imagination," said Josh's brother. "I was just using the can of shaving foam."

"Oh," said Josh sadly. He had really wanted to play with the Whispering Splat.
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After lunch, Josh was playing outside when he heard a strange rasping sound. He wondered what it was, then realized and ran to his sister in the garage.

"There's a Scraping Skinker scratching the car," said Josh excitedly.

"You're imagining things again," said Josh's sister. "That was me sharpening my chisels."

"Oh," said Josh sadly. He really wanted to meet the Scraping Skinker.
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Josh was drawing a picture when he heard an unusual tapping sound. When he realized what it was, he ran into the house.

"There's a Tippy Toer tap dancing on the tiles'" said Josh enthusiastically.

"Your imaging things," said Josh's mother from her desk. "That was my typewriter, I've been writing a letter."

"Oh," said Josh looking disappointed. He had wanted to dance with the Tippy Toer.
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Later that night, Josh was lying in bed when Mum and Dad came in to say goodnight.

"Any creatures in here?" asked Mum.

"No," said Josh.

"Great," said Dad and they kissed Josh good-night and shut the door.

"You can come out now," called Josh softly when the door was closed.

The Ginormous Thump crawled from under the pillow. The Stupendous Snorter sneaked out from behind the curtain. The Screaming Blurter stepped from the cupboard and the Whispering Splat hopped from behind the desk. The Scraping Skinker and the Tippy Toer danced from under the mat. 

They all sat on the bed with Josh and smiled.
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The next day, Josh was eating breakfast.

"What was all that noise in your room last night?" asked Dad.

"Sounded like a party," said Josh's sister.

"You're just imaging things," said Josh confidently. "That was just me snoring in my sleep," he added and smiled.

page 8

Imagine
by
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Jenny was sitting in the lounge-room when she heard a loud banging noise. She ran into the laundry where her mother was standing. The lid of the washing machine up and Mum was moving the clothes about.

"What happened?" asked Jenny.

"The washing machine lost its balance so it jumped up and down," said Mum. "But it's alright now."

Jenny nodded okay while she walked back to the lounge-room. In her mind she was trying to imagine a washing machine loosing its balance and jumping up and down.
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At the supermarket, Jenny noticed a drink machine with a sign that said 'Out of Order.'

"What does order mean?" Jenny asked her Dad.

"In the right place," answered Dad.

"Thanks," said Jenny as she tried to imagine a drink machine sneaking out of line and standing in the wrong place.

page 2

"My turn," said Jenny to her sister who was sitting at the computer and writing a story.

"Not yet," said Sis. "I haven't finished."

"But its my turn!" cried Jenny.

"Take a long walk on a short bridge," growled Sis as she bent her head in concentration.

Jenny walked away, trying to imagine how to take a long walk on a short bridge.
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"Heck," muttered Jenny's brother shaking his torch as she walked by.

"What's wrong?" asked Jenny.

"Won't work," he replied. "I think the battery's gone flat."

"Oh," said Jenny as she walked away, trying to imagine a battery going flat.
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"Dad," said Jenny, " can we got to the shop?"

"Not now," replied Dad who was looking through the kitchen draws. "The keys have gone walkabout."

"Uuhmm," murmured Jenny as she walked to her room and tried to imagine keys walking around.
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Jenny was reading when she heard a loud noise coming from her brother's room. "Mum," she shouted as she ran into the kitchen. "There's a band playing in Danny's room!"

"It's not a band," said Mum. "it's just his Ghetto Blaster."

"A Ghetto Blaster?" asked Jenny with surprise.

"Yes," said Mum and she went back to reading the paper.

As Jenny walked back to her room, she tried to imagine what a Ghetto Blaster was and how it played music.
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"Where are you going?"  Jenny asked her sister from the kitchen table.

"Shopping," Sis answered. "I'm going to buy some cool clothes. Do you want to come?" she asked.

"No thanks," said Jenny. "I don't want to catch cold.

Sis laughed as she walked out the door and Jenny tried to imagine what cool clothes looked like.
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The next day, Jenny was walking out the front gate. "Where are you going?" asked Dad.

"I'm going to Josh's, " said Jenny. We' re going to pump up the battery, tie down the keys, teach the washing machine to walking on a tight-rope, tame the Ghetto Blaster and build a longer bridge."

"Oh," said Dad as he tried to imagine what Jenny was going to do.
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On the way to Josh's, Jenny stopped at the milk-bar. She saw a sign that read 'No Shoplifting!'

"Don't worry about me," said Jenny to the shop-keeper. "I'm not strong enough."

"Oh," said the shop-keeper with a curious look on his face as Jenny walked out with a big smile.

Visiting

by

 Leigh Kibby  copyright 1992
Jenny and Josh sat in Josh's room. "What can we do?" asked Josh.

"We could go visiting," said Jenny.

"Who?" asked Josh.

"We could visit the Carpet snake in the lounge-room and lay on the floor," said Jenny with a smile 
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"Yes," said Josh also smiling. "We could do that or visit the Watch dog next door and pass the time of day."
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"Of course," continued Jenny, "we could also call in on the Bed-bug and talk about mattresses."
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"Definitely," said Josh. "Or we could chat with the House fly and discuss kitchens."
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"For sure," said Jenny. "What about visiting the Butter-fly in the garden and talking about sandwiches?" she giggled.
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"Perhaps," said Josh thoughtfully. "Either that or we talk about gardening with a Cabbage moth."
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"We could do that," added Jenny. "Or we could sing a song with a Humming bird."
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"Great," cried Josh. "But what about a visit with a sugar ant and talking about lollies."
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"Delicious," said Jenny. "Or we could go to the river and talk to the catfish about climbing underwater trees."
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"Exciting," answered Josh. "but what about a visit to the Door mouse to talk about rooms."
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"Only after a visit to the Firefly to chat about water hoses," giggled Jenny.
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"For sure," continued Josh. "We could do that after making sand castles with the Sand worm."
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"And we could be carried there on the back of a Dragon-fly," said Jenny. "But, before that, what about a visit to the fridge for a cold drink."

"Only if we can eat an apple as well," said Josh as the both jumped up and paid a visit to the fridge.

Amazing Holidays
by
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Jenny and Josh were walking home from school. "Where can we go for the holidays?" asked Jenny.

"To the beach for a swim," Josh suggested.

"Boring," said Jenny. "What about to the hills for camping."

"Done that," moaned Josh. "Why don't we go on an amazing holiday," he added.

"Yes," said Jenny, "an amazing holiday is just the thing."
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"We could go Sniggle snatching with the Snockle nose," Jenny said with a giggle.
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"Or Hopple hopping with a Horkle," Josh said with a laugh.
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"We could also Diffle drop with a Daffledort," cackled Jenny.
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"That's a great idea," said Josh. "But what about Paffle playing with a Paddleblop."
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"Yes!" cried Jenny loudly. "As long as we Swipple swim with a Swomble."
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"Of course," said Josh firmly. "That would be after Teggle tapping with Toddlethump."
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"Before all that," added Jenny. "Let's play on the swings in the park," she said as she ran to the park.

"First one there's a Snigglydorp," said Jenny who was in the lead.

"And the last one there's a Moggledowser," Josh yelled back.

What about ?
by

Leigh Kibby copyright 1993
Josh and Jenny sat in Jenny's room. They were bored.

"What can we do?" asked Josh.

"I don't know," answered Jenny. "But, let's do something."

"Yes," said Josh, "let's do something."

"What about a picnic in the cupboard?" suggested Jenny. "We could invite all the clothes to come along."
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"Mmmmm," murmured Josh while he was thinking. "What about a tea-party under the bed? We could ask Mum and Dad to join us."
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"Perhaps," commented Jenny. "But what about a fashion parade under the car? We could ask my sister to come along in her new, cool clothes."
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"Possibly," replied Josh. "However, what about playing snap while hanging upside in the tree? We could ask the dog to join in."
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"Interesting," said Jenny. "Instead of that, what about playing monopoly on the bottom of the pool? We could ask the cat to roll the dice. Of course, we'd need snorkels," she added.
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"Could be good," commented Josh. "Yet, what about baking a cake in the kitchen? We could ask the gold fish to read out the recipe."
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"Maybe," pondered Jenny. "However, what about building a billy-cart in the garage. We could let the canary hammer the nails."
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"Could be fun," said Josh thoughtfully. "But what about kite flying in the park? We could ask my pet tortoise to pull the string. Of course, we'd need to tow him on the billy-cart," finished Josh with a smile.

page 8

"Okay," said Jenny. "But first, what about mountain climbing in the hills? We could get my pet budgerigar to help pull us up."

"Perfect," said Josh with a giggle.

"Of course," said Jenny. "I'd need to get a budgerigar first," she added with a laugh.

Rhythm of Life :
The Story of the Little Drummer Boy and his Sister
by

Leigh Kibby  copyright 1992

The cool dessert night whispered softly through the window of the adobe house. It blew past an old man who was looking at the stars. One star shone brightly, with a message for all who could see - a king is to be born, the saviour of all. In fact, the star was really an angel, glowing brightly with the song of love in its heart. Because times were hard, many hearts were too hard and too sad to hear the angel's song. Only a few who saw its light understood the message..

The next night, the old man sat upon his camel. In one of his bags was his most precious position, a bottle of Myrrh. With a gentle word, the camel began walking, following the light of the star.

Each day, the old man would rest and each night he followed the star. In one town, a shrewd merchant asked the man what he was doing.

"Following the light to the new king," replied the old fellow.

The merchant realised a new king could help his business. He quickly packed his camel and joined the old man. Because he did not trust anyone, he took all his gold with him.

The wise, old man and merchant journeyed many nights, following the star which was an angel. In one town, a beautiful and curious woman watched their arrival. The shrewd merchant would not speak, knowing her to be the daughter of a prince. But the old man answered her question.

"Following the light to the new king," he said looking up at the angel.

The princess looked up into the night sky. The light shone brightly into her heart. That night, she left her servants and jewels and her clothes and comforts. She sat upon a camel following the bright star with the wise, old man and the merchant. In her bag, she carried her most prized possession, the Frankincense that often burnt in her room to cover the smell of dessert living.

The three travelled many nights, crossing the desserts of many lands. Finally, the angel stopped its flight above a town called Bethlehem. Its light shone brightly onto a stable at the back of an inn.

A poor, little boy who had seen the star from where he slept in the street, watched the arrival of the three strangers. He begged for money. The wise, old man gave him a coin but the merchant and princess ignored him. Then the little boy asked why they had come to his town.

The old man answered first. "Following the light to the new king," he said gently as he rode on.

The little boy looked hopeful. He picked up his most treasured possession, the discarded drum he had found, then woke his little sister who slept beside him in the gutter. She brushed the sleep from her eyes and took his hand as he silently followed the three travellers through the quiet streets of Bethlehem.

All five arrived at the stable that was bathed in the light of the angel. The wise, old man was calm. The shrewd merchant looked unsure - this was not the home of a king. The young princess looked confused. But, for the drummer boy and his sister, a stable was a palace. They stepped into the stable and into the light.

The child in the manger smiled as the small group entered. The old man saw a child with the promise of being a saviour. The merchant and the princess saw only a child. The drummer boy and his sister saw a king.

The wise, old man laid his gift of Myrrh at the foot of the manger. The merchant and princess hesitated. The little boy saw the gift that was given and wondered what he could give the new king. Being a poor boy, he thought he had nothing. Then, he remembered the drum he loved so much and now carried in his hand. He could give his drumming. Gently, he began to tap a rhythm that danced with the beat of his heart and carried his love, and the baby smiled.

The drummer boy's sister watched quietly, wondering what she could give. Then, she  gave what she loved so much, she danced with the rhythm of the drum. The baby looked at the little girl and smiled also. When he had finished, the little drummer boy laid his drum at the foot of the manger and his sister laid her torn and ragged sandals next to the drum.

The greedy merchant had a tear in his eye after seeing the two children give all that they had. Their caring had touched his hard heart and his tear had softened it. Then, he began to hear the singing of angles.

The princess smiled joyously as she too began to hear the angels. Together, the merchant and princess walked to their camels. The princess took out her Frankincense and the merchant took out his gold. She knelt and laid her gift at the foot of the manger while the merchant knelt beside her and laid down his gold. Before they arose, they looked at the baby who seemed to see deep into their hearts. 

Insight filled them and the princess picked up the drum and gave it back to the drummer boy, who then stood beside her and held her hand. The merchant picked up the drummer boy's sister and put the sandals on her feet as she feel asleep in his arms. The baby in the manger gave a smile of approval.

Almost two thousand years later, a storyteller wondered what he could give for Christmas. Then, he heard the rhythm of the little drummer boy's drum in the laughter of children and the beat of a caring heart. Insight filled him and he knew he could give the gift of himself in a story.

So, he told a story with a message that says that we can give something more marvellous than Myrrh, more mysterious than Frankincense and more precious and valuable than gold. We can give the gift of ourselves. 

