Heather Fox


“Torough,” anxiously yelled Yhatasock. “Where is that squirt? I can’t find her anywhere. I am even trying your house ” She scratched her head and fingered her bright yellow hair that glistened and flowed down her back.


“She could be anywhere, she can hide so well because she is so small,” chuckled Kidneedle while she grabbed her new red size 0 robe and hung it up. Noticing a small statue that looked like someone sneaking around, she asked, “Can you believe her treble name means Torough. Is this your sneakiest Giantperson of the Year award?”


“Yep,” answered Yhatasock.

“Remember when Torough won The Shortest Giantperson Older than 7 of the Year award even though she is thirteen,” said Kidneedle. Both girls erupted into loud laughter. 

“Well, it is true,” pointed out Yhatasock. “Every other Giantperson older than 7 is a little taller than a rabbit.”

“But, she is a little smaller then a rabbit,” completed Kidneedle. “And….”

“I know where she is,” said Yhatasock, cutting of what Kidneedle was about to say. 

“Where?” asked Kidneedle.

“You know that my rabbit broke his foot yesterday while carrying my shopping bags home, right?” asked Yhatasock.

“Yeah, yeah,” boringly said Kidneedle. “So, where’s Torough.” 

“ She’s setting my rabbits foot,” said Yhatasock. 

“Isn’t your mom making you do it?” questioned Kidneedle. 

“I told my mom it was Torough’s shopping that the rabbit was caring,” chuckled Yhatasock. 

“Aren’t you afraid the rabbit is going to trample her?” mockingly asked Kidneedle.

“Hoping,” said Yhatasock. “Less competition for the choosing of the carrier.”

“Like she is going to be picked,” sarcastically said Kidneedle. “If she was the carrier she would be crushed by a cat the first day.”

“Yeah,” chuckled Yhatasock. “The cat would think her a ant.”

“What?” said Kidneedle, surprised. “With her sea blue hair.”

“You’re right,” said Yhatasock. “The cat would think her a puddle.”

“What about the white on the ends of her hair?” questioned Kidneedle while fingering the bottom of her hair that was also white like all of the Giantperson kids, white for kids, gray for adults, and black for old people.

“Bubbles,” said Yhatasock.

“What would the cat think of her orange robe, red skin, and yellow belt?” asked Kidneedle.

“Fragments of leaves on the bottom of the small puddle,” said Yhatasock.

“What about Kitmouse, if Torough is picked than she would surely be picked to be the companion?” asked Kidneedle, disgusted.

“ Her yellow face a flower, her green hair grass, and her turquoise robe another puddle,” said Yhatasock. “We should stop making fun of short, I mean Torough. After all she is our friend. Don’t worry, I will be picked to be the carrier and you my companion.”

“Yeah,” said Kidneedle. 

“Let’s go get the squirt,” said Yhatasock. Kidneedle nodded her head. The two girls got off Kidneedle’s bed and went out the first floor window. They headed over to Yhatasock’s house.

Torough  creepped over to the unesxpecting rabbit. She leaped. The rabbit sensed her move and ran away, but she was able to grab the back of the rabbit. The rabbit was going so fast that Torough had to hold on for her life.

 I am going to die, she thought. I don’t want to die. If I let go I will die. Why did I have to have to say yes to Yhatasock about setting her stupid rabbit’s foot? I need to say no sometime. But she won’t like me anymore if I do. I am going to die. If I yell the rabbit will get even more frightened. The rabbit took a really big leap and Torough did yell. The rabbit stopped. Torough slid of and checked for bruises. “Few,” she said.

“Tg, are you Ok?” asked Kitmouse. “I ran when I heard you scream.”

“Yeah,” said Torough. “I think Yhatasock is yelling too much at her rabbit.” Both girls chuckled. 

Askingly Kitmouse “ What are you doing with Dirtysock’s…”

“Yhatasock,” corrected Torough.

“Whatever, same thing, means the same,” said Kitmouse.

“Yea shall call Giantperson by they correct name,” quoted Torough. “Say’s they scriptures.”

“Whatever,” said Kitmouse. “Her name means Dirtysock, Now back to my original question. What are you doing with Yhatasock’s rabbit?”

“Well, oh ohm oh, I kind of said yes to Yhatasock about setting her rabbit’s foot,” reluctantly said Torough.

“What, when are you going to learn,” angrily said Kitmouse. Her hands making tight fists. “You have to say no to her some time. You need to. This almost got you killed. I bet if you got picked to be the carrier you would give it to Yhatasock as soon as she asked. Just say no. It is simpler than saying yes. It is only a two latter word. Remember that no is simpler to say than yes. Never forget that. Repeat after me. Are you not ready.”

“No,” said Torough.

“Good,” said Kitmouse. “When I say no, you say no.” Torough nodded her head.

“No,” said Kitmouse

“No,” said Torough.

“No,” said Kitmouse

“No,” said Torough.

“No,” said Kitmouse

“No,” said Torough.


“Good,” said Kitmouse. “You’re getting the hang of it.”

“Thanks,” said Torough. “I have a question.”

“The answer is no,” said Kitmouse.

“Can you not help me with setting Yhatasock’ s rabbits foot?” asked Torough.

“Torough, you trickster,” chuckled Kitmouse. “Let me just put my hair up so it deosn’t end up howw yours is.”

“Oops, I forgot about it,” said Torough while slapping her head feeling the two holes that are her nose and the bump that ran from the corner of one eye to the other. The sign of childhood, thought Torough. I hope the bump disappears soon and the nose grows out. Yhatasock and Kidneedle had theirs go away when they where 8, seven years ago. Kitmouse had hers go a year ago when we were twelve. My taller sister, Hyterough, just started hers two months ago and she is 9.
“Lost in thought, again,” chuckled Kitmouse. Torough looked over. Kitmouse had already put her hair into a bun on the right side of her head. Her hair never left the right side of her head. It was either like how it is now or thrown over her right shoulder. 

“Oops, what does my hair look like?” asked Torough.

“You seam to be saying Oops a lot,” said Kitmouse.

“Oops,” said Torough. Both girls laughed. “What does my hair look like. 

“Wheel, hmm, the part that usually looks like a quarter rising moon looks like rays from a rising Sun.” said Kitmouse. “The part that usually looks like a flower pattle looks like grass.”

“That bad?” asked Torough, hoping for a no, but all she got a nod instead. “Oh well.”

“Turn around, I will do your hair.” Kitmouse lightly grabbed Torough’s hair And made it into two buns, one for each side of her head.

“Got any ideas  on how to catch this rabbit and put a sling on him, I don’t  have the faintest idea?” asked Torough.

“Yeah, come here,” said Kitmouse.

“Come here, Mr. Rabbit, sir,” said Torough.

 The rabbit looked at went hopping, the other way. The rabbit saw what looked like two yellow flowers near a pond catch it. They were actually Kitmouse’s hands. Torough ran over and yelled to still the fidgeting rabbit. She put the sling on the rabbit, which went emptily away, and Torough helped Kitmouse up.

“That was so fun,” said Kitmouse. Her turquoise and Torough ‘s orange and yellow eyes gleaming with excitement.

“Brilliant idea, Kim,” said Torough.

“Thank you,” said Kitmouse. The two girls started heading out of the field.

“Tg, want to come over today?” asked Kitmouse.

“Tg,” called a voice. The two girls turned around and saw Yhatasock and Kidneedle leaning against the pastor fence pretending to be panting for breath. “I’ve been looking for you all over. I am so glad I have found you. 

“You put the sling on my rabbit, good.” Yhatasock walked over to the rabbit and yelled at it to stay put, it did but it was quivering badly. “Good job, here let me adjust it.” Yhatasock leaned down and adjusted the sling. The rabbit jumped because it was frightened and trampled Yhatasock, but missed Torough because she was to short.  The two K kids were not near it, thankfully. Kidneedle ran over and asked if Yhatasock was Ok. 

“Fine,” said Yhatasock.

“So what do you want, Dirtysock?” asked Kitmouse. “have wait on you hand and foot.”

“No, Tg, I need you to clean up my bed room,” said Yhatasock. “I would do it but me and Kidneedle.”

“Kidneedle and I,” said Kitmouse.

“Thank you madam teacher, I will try to remember it next time,” said Yhatasock giving Kitmouse a glare. “Well, as I was saying before I was so rudely interrupted, Kidneedle and I need to go shopping for travel supplies to take on the trip to Sarah, the great protector and provider of the Giantperson.”

“Aren’t you being a little premature,” said Kitmouse.

“What about?” inesly said Yhatasock. Knowing full while what she meant.

“How do you know you’re going to be the carrier?” said Kitmouse.

“ I do,” said Yhatasock. 

“How do you know?” asked Kitmouse.

“I’ve been taking the offering to Sarah since I was 10,” said Yhatasock. “The youngest age you can, once each year. That’s four times incase your little mind can’t figure that out.”

“Five,” said Kitmouse.

“ What?” asked Yhatasock.

“You have done it five times,” said Kitmouse, proudly. “Once when you where 10, 11, 12, 13, and 14.”  

“Oops,” said Yhatasock. Torough and Kitmouse erupted into a raging laughter. “What is so funny, I don’t see this funny”

“Me too,” agreed Kidneedle.

“Inside joke,” said Torough and Kitmouse at the same time.

“Sorry,” quietly said Torough,

“Well, back on the suspect, I will be the carrier,” said Yhatasock,

“You were only be picked because you where the oldest ever since Torough’s brother became to old five years ago when he hit twenty.” said Kitmouse. “He was carrier for ten years.”

“Stop fighting,” said Torough. The two fighting girls looked and saw that Torough was very near to tears.”

“Sorry,” they said. I keep on forgetting, thought Kitmouse. That Torough hates fights, I wonder why.

“See ah, Kim,” said Torough. “I will clean your room, Ss.” Torough walked away and over to Yhatasock’s house.  Kitmouse shout a glare at Yhatasock and left. While passing the front of Yhatasock’s house she noticed her sister (Darekitty), Yhatasock’s sister (Lilypad, who was no way like her sister), and the tallest one of them, Hyterough. 

“Don’t get into trouble with the dare you are making those two do, Torough is inside,” she yelled. Her younger sister gave her an Ok sign. Like that’s believable, she thought. Darekitty’s middle name is trouble. She is always getting herself and other people into trouble by dares. I’m going to have to teach her not to do it so much.

Smelly sock watch the two friends live. A small frown spread across her mouth, when is she going to learn, she thought. 

Why do those two keep on fighting, thought Torough, while she was hanging up Yhatasock’s robes and belts. Such a lovely color of purple, how did she get born with such lovely color eyes. Giantperson eyes are the same as their cloaks. I wish those two would just be friends, but they insist on fighting all the time. I hate when people fight, but it is Giantperson nature. But I really like both of them. I don’t want to side with one. Then the other will note like me, and wont want to be friends. I need to make them friend our at least make them civil with each other.
There was a loud Knock on the door. “Yes,” she said.

When the door opened Torough thought there was a giant elephant standing there. Then she saw it was Loelphan, Smelly sock. Loelphan was fat and was wearing and was all gray and her hair looked like two big elephant ears. “Hi, madam Loelphan.”

“ Hi sweets,” said Loelphan. Loelphan looked around. “Where is Yhatasock?”

“Out shopping,” answered Torough.

“What is she doing shopping,” questioned Loelphan. Loelphan had a tendestee to ask a lot of questions.

“She is getting traveling supplies,” answered Torough.

“Why are you here not there?” asked Loelphan.

“Well, she as Kidneedle with her,” answered Torough.

“Well, a least I know where Kidneedle is if her mother asks,” said Loelphan. “Why are you here.”

“I’m cleaning her room for her,” said Torough.

“Don’t worry about it,” said Loelphan. “Have a cookie on your way out.”

“Which cookie jar?” asked Torough.

“The teacup and the rising half moon ones with a, um a, ha, red X on the, ah, umm, ah bottom near the middle,” said Loelphan.

 “Thank you,” called Torough as she went into the hallway and down the slide to the kitchen. She went into the kitchen and looked for the cookie jars. She found plenty of half rising moons and teacups, but no of half rising moon and teacup with a red X near the middle of the bottom. . She did find cookie jars shaped like heart/s, book/s, pencil/s, glasses/s, candy/s, candle/s, hat/s, bowl/s, apple/s, orange/s, man/s, woman/s, cat/s, dog/s, little fairy/s (her favorite), wagon/s, weed/s, grass/s, flower/s, horse/s, mouse/s, pig/s, mice/s, rabbits/s, and many more. Torough decided to give up and leave. When she got to the hallway she found the cookie jars, but they didn’t have any cookies in them, anymore. I finally get to get her into trouble, she thought.

Oho, I am in big trouble, Hyterough thought. I wonder what my punishment is going to be. Grounding, not seeing the choosing, extra chores, making brownies for Mrs. Loelphan, tiptop. Please let it not be no tiptop. I don’t know what I would do without Tiptop. That is the funniest game. People keeps on climbing on someone initial the tower tips. Here it goes. Hyterough looked up at her sister and gave her a guilty smile. Than she looked down at the crumbs of the cookies that Lilypad and  her had eaten on Darekitty’s  dare. 

“Hyterough,” yelled Torough. 

“Hi, sister,” said Hyterough.

“Hyterough, Lilypad.” Looking at each of the nine-year-olds as she spoke. “What happened?”

“Well, ah, mm, ah, Hyterough while tell you,” said Lilypad with a very guilty looking face while and a short smile.

“Nay, you can tell her,” said Hyterough.

“She is your sister,” said Lilypad

Short girl bent down and whispered, “She’ll be easier on you than me.

“Ok,” said Lilypad. 

“What are you to whispering about?” asked Torough.

“Nothing,” the two girls said.

“Oho, now who is going to tell me about what happened here?” asked Torough, glaring at the two taller youngsters.

“I am,” said Lilypad. “Well, long story short, you do know its August fools, when you are supposed to play tricks on people.”

“Get to the point,” said Torough.

“Darekitty dared us to do this, to try to make Madam Loelphan confused trying to find where her cookies are,” jumped in Hyterough.

“Why didn’t you just switch the cookies to another jar?” asked Torough. “Never mind, I don’t want to now. Now, for the yelling.”

“Owe no,” the two girls said.

 “You two are supposed to know better. Hyterough you’re nine and didn’t you learn last weak with the paper stealing episode, that your shouldn’t take dares from Darekitty?”

“I did, but,” said Hyterough.

“No buts, if, or ands,” said Torough.

“Ok,” said the sulking girls.

 “Where is she, or has she actually learned to leave the scene of the crime, not laugh until some one finds her?” asked Torough

“What happened here?’ asked Yhatasock who had just walked through the door. The girls explained.

 “Well, lets blame Torough, ok,” said Yhatasock.

“No,” the two younger girls said.

“Yhatasock, go to your room,” said Loelphan.

“Why, mom?” said Yhatasock.

“I just heard the whole exchange,” said Loelphan. “You to Lilypad.”

“Yes, mom,” said the two sisters. 

“Torough,” said Loelphan.

“Yes,” said Torough.

“Take Hyterough home, make sure your Lildog, your mom, punishes her, ok,” said Loelphan.

“Yes ma-am,” said Torough. 

The two girls went out and then home. 

“Come on, you are going to face mom now, Smallgirl,” said Torough, calling Hyterough by what her tribal name meant. “Mom, we are home.”

“Kids, come to the den,” yelled Lildog. “I have a surprise guest for you two, please come down, now.”

“Come on, Hyterough, you heard what mom said. Get your feet moving” said Torough. Hyterough stayed still, afraid of her punishment. Torough pushed her trying to get her to go down to the mouse hole, under there hollowed out log home, that was there den. Torough pushed a little too hard and sent both girls tumbling down the slide. Hyterough would have screamed but Torough’s red foot was in the slit that she called a mouth. The two girls landed with a thud at the bottom of the slide. Torough quickly took her foot out of Hyterough’s mouth and mumbled an apology.

“Girls, are you all right?” asked Lildog. 

“Yeah,” said Hyterough.

“Mostly,” said Torough.

“Who’s that?” asked Hyterough.

“I’m your aunt Heretolou, Torough, Hyterough,” said Heretolou, looking at Hyterough then Torough. “It means Verytalkative. When I was born I was called Hereholou, that means Very quiet.

 “Hi,” said the girls, giving each other a weary look. They both had heard about how much their dad’s sister.

“I got out that quiet phase when I was three. When I was one and two, I won the Quietest Baby of the Giantperson award,” She continued to talk. “Then when I was three I won The most Strident Baby of the Giantperson’s award. The next year the baby Loelphan won it, she would keep everyone up at night. Some say she was as loud as an elephant. That’s what the name Loelphan means, loud elephant. Do you know what your name means Torough? It means Torough, as your are. You were long as a babe, and your tall as a girl. That is what everyone expected you to be when you were young, I see your sister came out as she was to be, short as you are Hyterough. I remember when Hyterough was born, the shortest there was born this century.” 

By the time she had finished the girls had slapped hands with their big brother, Paddle, who was lazily stretched across the couch his short white hair, he had to get it cut after the blender incident. It hadn’t gotten back to its regular bouger green, against his blue skin. His grayish violet robe hung loss on him. The two girls had also sat on Paddle’s legs and earned themselves a shove to the ground, where they sat when their aunt started talking about them. ‘She mixed us up,’ thought Torough. ‘Why do all of our hardly seen relatives always mix us up. Oh well.’ 

Hyterough poked Torough at the side, Hyterough whispered “lost in thought again, she finished talking.” 

“Aunt, I’m Torough. That’s Hyterough,” sadly said Torough. 

“Oops,” said Heretolou. “I’m so sorry, me and my big mouth. You were long when you were young. When did you stop growing?”

“Three,” answered Torough.

“Three!” said Heretolou. “You stopped growing four years early! Why?”

“Oh,” uncomfortably said Torough. “It was a birth defect.”

“Right, a birth defect stopped you growing when you were three,” said Heretolou, disbablibling. She shot Lildog a questioning look. 

Lildog was looking very guilty, but told her sister-in-law that her daughter was speaking the truth. Changing the subject Lildog said, “Your brother should be home soon.”

On cue Lilcat, Lildog’s husband called, “Honey, I’m home.” Lildog called back a message, slightly altered to the one she called to the girls earlier. Everyone turned to the slide when they heard a swishing sound coming from there. Lilcat landed with a thud on the bottom of the slide, one hand behind her back, his other light brown hand sweeping back some of the braided strands of long gray-pink hair away from his face. “Sissy, come here.”

“Hi, Lilmouse,” said Heretolou, while she bounded over to Lilcat and wrapped her arm around her, so nice to see you. I just got back from my eight-year trip around the yard, studying the layout. My resource will go to your institution, of course.”

“You’re choking me,” gasped the thin crushed man.

“Oops,” said Heretolou. ”So sorry, Lilmouse.”

“Lilcat,” corrected Lilcat. 

“Oops, again,” said Heretolou. “I’m sorry.”

“That’s all right,” forgave Lilcat.

“I guess I will always think of you as Lilmouse,” said Heretolou. “ Have I ever called you by your real name? No, I havent. I have always messed up on it. Even after you just had it changed, Lilmouse.” 

“I have a question for the girls,” said Paddle. “Did you two come home together home, or meet on the way home?” Hyterough hung her head ad looked pleadingly at Torough. Torough looked a little sad. ‘I have to tell on her she thought,’ Torough thought. ‘Loelphan will tell if I don’t. I will tell on her.’

“We came together,” said Torough.

“Why, you never come home together?” asked Paddle.

“Loelphan, wanted my to,” uncomfortably answered Torough.

“Why?” said Paddle.

“On a dare, from Darekitty, Lilypad and I ate all of her moms cookies,” said Hyterough, when she broke down. She didn’t mix too well with any bit of stress.

“Grounded for a week, starting two days after tomorrow. No Tiptop starting today till you’re off groundeshion,” snapped Lildog.

“But me and some friends are showing some of the people who are going to the choosing tomorrow how well we can stack. Can I just do it tomorrow?” asked Hyterough, pleading, looking at each parent, in turn.

“Well, the choosing is tomorrow,” said Lilcat.

“No,” said Lildog.

“Honey, the choosing is tomorrow,” said Lilcat. 

“No,” said Lildog.

“Lildog, It only happens once a year and Hyterough has been practicing for it all year,” said Lilcat.

“Well,” said Lildog.

“Mom come on,” said Torough. 

“I don’t know,” said Lildog.

“Mom, I remember her telling me about it, half a year ago,” said Paddle.

“Ah, I don’t know,” said Lildog.

“Lilpup, put yourself in her shoes,” said Heretolou.

“Ok, but you have to bake Loelphan ten brownies for every cookie you eat,” said Lildog.

“Yes,” excitably yelled Hyterough jumping, throwing her gray hands up, her black to white pigtails waving. When she landed her white robe floated down like a parachute. ‘Thank you so much, mom. I love you.” Hyterough jumped onto her mom and hugged her. Lilcat came over and patted Hyterough with the arm that was behind his back. The arm that had a bandage running from start to finish 

“What happened to your arm?” everyone said.  Lildog stood up, dropping Hyterough to the ground and bumping into Lilcat’s hurt arm.

Lilcat and Hyterough each let out a yelp of pain. “Sorry, sorry, are you two all right.”

“Clumsy pup strikes again,” chuckled Heretolou. Lildog shot her an ugly glare. “What?”

“Nothing,” grumbled Lildog. She bent down and helped her child up. “Let me guess, those stupid cats you take care of did it.”

“It’s only a small scratch,” said Lildog, defending the cats he took care of.

“This is the third “small scratch” in a month,” worriedly and angrily said Lildog.

“That’s because Old Facat died and left me to take care of those two old cats, Max and Freddie. Max is the hunter and Freddie is the scratchier. Those two are just trouble makers,” explained Lildog.

“Give them to someone younger and stronger,” said Lildog, who by the time was getting a little angry at Lilcat, so each of her words got a little louder each time, until they got to a near yell. 

“What? They would get more scratched then I do, less experience. What about the dogs you take care of?” asked Lilcat.

“They don’t bite,” screamed Lildog,

“Little brother, little sister-in-law, stop fighting around the kids,” said Heretolou. A dog keeper and cat keeper marrying, it’s just asking for trouble.” The two keepers gave Heretolou a piercing glance until she told them to stop acting like children.

“Talking about children, I know some who need to go to bed,” said Lilcat. The girls took the cue and went to and up the pole, using their webbed feet succession technique, and to bed. 

 “Wake up now,” yelled the faint voice of Lildog from the kitchen. Torough slowly opened one window and looked to the opened window.

Seeing it dark, she turned over on her side and closed her eyes. Only to have them opened a split second latter by an earthquake tumbling her on the floor and a yelling voice saying, “Wake up sleeping beauty, it’s the choosing day. 

“What!” said Torough. She hopped up from the place from which she had been rolled by her sister and tried to run to her clothes closet, but fell with a big thud to the ground because of the sheets wrapped around her legs. After Hyterough had finished laughing she helped Torough out and up. “Funny, really funny.”

“Yeah, I know,” giggled Hyterough.

“I was kidding,” said Torough.

“Yeah, I know,” giggled Hyterough. After a brief staring contest, Torough won, she went to the closet and walked to the in house shower. After her waking up shower, she put on her clothing and rubbed her bump on her head. ‘It is smaller,’ brightly thought Torough. She next felt her nose, it was starting to grow.

“Get moving everyone,” called Lildog. She rushed to the slide and hoped down it. When she was nearing the turn rail to the kitchen she put her hands up and caught it, doing a extra turn and skidding into the kitchen. “What are you so happy about?” asked Lildog, who was reading the daily paper with the headline ‘The Choosing Day’. 

“Hi, mother,” said Torough. Lildog looked up surprised. Torough hardly ever called her mother. Usually she just called her just mom or mamma. Lildog looked at her daughters happy face and noticed the change.

“Your starting to mature,” proudly said Lildog. “This is great.

“I remember when I started to change,” said Heretolou.

“Don’t sister, we don’t need to know,” straninly said Lilcat while leaning in the corner. 

“What’s for break feast?” asked Paddle.

“Muffins?” asked Torough.

“Pancakes?” asked Paddle.

With a swish, Hyterough landed on the ground from the slide and asked, “Waffles?” 

“Egg bites?” asked Lilcat.

“Beacon?” asked Heretolou.

“None of the above,” said Lildog. The family capped on guessing until someone got it right. 

“Cereal?” asked Paddle.

“Yes,” said Lildog as she unveiled the cereal bowls filled with a few flakes of the families favorite cereal, frosted flakes. Everyone dug in and finished their food. When they where down they talked until 6:59. At that time they got up and stood in front of the door smallest to tallest, Torough, Lilcat, Hyterough, Lildog, Paddle, and Heretolou. 

At seven Torough opened the door and stepped out. Everyone went outside at the same time to walk to the elders. On the way, through the village of rock and wood houses they walked to the great elk that stood in the middle of the village chanting, the choosing day has come. 

When the got to the elk they used the webbed foot suction tecknic to climb up it. The great room was one third up the tree and was once a squirrel home. The family split up at the entrance, Torough went to the seats in the front, where the possible carriers were, while the rest of the family went to the back. 

Torough hoped on her mushroom and looked around her. To the left of her was Hicrack, the town clown of the village, he was currently putting a whoopee cushion on Hiright, his sister, chair who was always right. She was chattering with Bibrain, the town smarts. Next to him was Tofgiftgab, the nicest girl in town, also the shyest. In back of her, to the right of Torough, was Hiererdafh, forever skimming. Torough looked for Kitmouse but couldn’t find her anywhere.

“Hi,” said a familiar voice.

“Hi, Kitmouse,” happily said Torough while she turned 180 degrees to look a Kitmouse. “I almost thought you wasn’t coming.”

“Miss this, no way,” said Kitmouse. “Is that Juonot!” Torough turned around and saw her. Her skin like a wrinkly coconut, her hairs like nothingness. Her robes were a pure white, she seemed to move like a gentle wind. She was said to be the eldest of the eldest. The drum of quite bumped. 

“Hello, my children,” said she, her voice feeling the room. “Will the possible carriers please bring their candles out. The children bent down and picked up their candles. One of their candles had powder on it that would make it shine white. The elder had all ready put the powder on. The fire had started from the bottom and headed up. 

‘I wonder if I will get it,’ she thought. ‘nay.’ It was almost her tun. She bent her candle down and got a flame from Tofgiftgab. ‘It is white, all wow.’ Everyone looked at her, she was it.

“Do you accept,” said the elder. Torough looked at Kitmouse, than at Yhatasock. ‘If I don’t give her the candle she won’t be me friend anymore, but I want to be the carrier. What should I do.’ Torough looked at the two girls once more.

“I accept,” she said in the best voice she could moister. She heard Yhatasock leave and saw a glimpse at her angry face. ‘She will not be my friend anymore. She is mad at me.’

Yhatasock got out of the tree and down as fast as she could. She was afraid someone would see her. When she was safe her face let it out. ‘I did it,’ she thought with a smile ‘Someday she will make a great person. I have finally taught her to stand up for herself, to go against my word. This is great. My plan is going as planned.’

To be countioned……

