[image: Small Wonders, Big Questions, an illustrated story collection by Tedray]Welcome, curious reader
Welcome to eight small worlds where a good question can open a big adventure. Read at your own pace, notice the picture clues and talk about what surprised you. Each complete story is followed by a wonder question and a creative activity.
These are make-believe stories. Comets do not wear blankets, books do not float by themselves and puddles do not contain tiny talking whales. When an activity explores a real plant or a real shadow, try it with a grown-up and compare what you notice with the imaginary story.
Story 1 · Patterns & teamwork
The Cloud Bakery’s Backwards Birthday
[image: A fox baker, a friendly blue robot and a child arrange colorful star buns in a cozy cloud bakery.]At seven o’clock, the Cloud Bakery smelled of cinnamon. At eight o’clock, it smelled of strawberries. At nine o’clock, it smelled of socks. ‘That is unusual,’ said Foxy, the baker. ‘We do not sell socks.’
His little helper Bop looked into the mixing bowl. One sock sat beside a spoon. ‘I followed the recipe,’ the robot said. ‘It says: one cup of fluff.’ Foxy lifted the sock. ‘This is foot fluff. We need flour.’ Bop’s cheeks blinked pink. Foxy handed him a clean bowl. ‘A funny mistake can help us ask a better question.’
Today was the birthday of the smallest raincloud. Seven guests were coming, and each loved a different bun. Ruby liked red strawberry, Sunny liked yellow lemon, and Moss liked green mint. Foxy laid out a picture recipe, with the ingredient beside its matching color.
A child named Anu arrived carrying a tray. ‘The birthday cloud has a surprise,’ she said. ‘It wants its candles blown out before the cake comes in. Then it wants breakfast for dessert. A backwards birthday!’
Bop turned the picture recipe upside down. ‘Then we must bake backwards!’ Foxy gently turned it back. ‘A backwards party still needs a sensible recipe.’ Together they measured, mixed and asked Foxy to do the hot oven part. Bop kept the socks safely in the laundry basket.
When the tray came out, every bun was blue. Anu’s shoulders drooped. ‘I forgot to change the little color flags. How will the guests find their flavors?’ Bop sniffed a bun. ‘The flavors are inside. We can make picture labels.’ Anu drew a strawberry, a lemon, a mint leaf and the other ingredients. Foxy checked every label before serving.
The smallest raincloud arrived, blew out seven pretend paper candles, and tucked a blue strawberry bun into its fluffy cheek. ‘My favorite color and my favorite flavor!’ it said. The guests laughed until a tiny, gentle shower tinkled on the bakery roof.
Bop put up a new picture beside the recipe: a sock with a line through it. Underneath, Anu drew a question mark. The bakery had invented its most useful ingredient. It was called: ask first. Later, Foxy found the missing flour in the laundry basket. Bop gasped. ‘The socks are baking forwards!’
Wonder
If all the buns look the same, what clues could help someone choose a flavor?
Make & try
Draw four pretend buns and give each a picture label. Ask someone to match the labels.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 2 · Observation & kindness
The Whale in the Smallest Puddle
[image: A tiny turquoise whale in a rainbow puddle meets a girl in yellow boots and a small orange robot.]Meera stepped around the first puddle, over the second puddle and almost into the third. ‘Excuse me,’ squeaked the third puddle. ‘You are standing on my ocean.’ A whale no bigger than her thumb peeped out. It wore a flower as a hat.
Meera crouched beside it. ‘How did you get here?’ ‘I followed the biggest cloud,’ said the whale. ‘But it shrank into this puddle. I am Nib. I am a puddle whale, and my map is very wet.’ His paper map looked like a blue sneeze.
Meera’s orange robot, Toffee, wheeled over. ‘We can carry you to the fountain!’ Nib shook his tiny head. ‘Too splashy.’ ‘The pond?’ asked Meera. ‘Too deep. My ocean is small on purpose.’ Meera put away her biggest ideas and asked a smaller question. ‘What does your home look like?’
Nib described a round puddle beneath a leaf, three white stones and a reflection shaped like a duck. Toffee drew those clues on a fresh sheet. They searched the garden path from the dry edge, leaving every little creature where it lived. One puddle had three stones, but its reflection looked like a spoon. Another had a leaf, but it was long and narrow.
Then Meera spotted a toy duck hanging from a treehouse window. Beneath it lay a round puddle shaded by a broad leaf. Three white stones stood on the edge. ‘The duck is a reflection!’ she said. ‘Your map points upward as well as along the path.’
Nib still could not get there by himself. Meera asked Grandma for help. Grandma found a clean, shallow garden saucer. With Nib’s permission, they floated it beside him. He hopped aboard, and Grandma carried his saucer low and steady to the round puddle.
At home, Nib opened a tiny cupboard under the leaf. ‘Tea?’ he asked. His teacups were drops of water on flower petals. Meera pretended to take a sip. Toffee politely pretended too. The flower hat came off, and a very small yawn came out.
Before they left, Meera drew a new map with the duck, stones and leaf. On its back she drew a whale saying: ask what I need. ‘You found me a small enough ocean,’ Nib whispered. The next morning, the third puddle was empty. On its edge sat one flower hat, and beneath it a note made of three carefully arranged white stones.
Wonder
Why was the biggest pool not the best home for Nib?
Make & try
Draw a map of an imaginary garden using three picture clues. Let someone find the tiny whale.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 3 · Questions & problem solving
The Library That Forgot Down
[image: Two children and a friendly owl librarian use a paper kite to retrieve a floating book in a cozy treehouse.]At the treehouse library, everything knew where to sit. The cushions sat on the floor. The teapot sat on a tray. The books sat on the ceiling. ‘Ah,’ said Owl Auntie, ‘the books have forgotten down again.’
Rafi put on his glasses and looked up. A dragon story fluttered beside a cookbook. Leela waved from a cushion. ‘Come down, stories!’ A blue book flapped open. All the pages were blank. ‘They have forgotten their words too!’ she cried.
Owl Auntie shook her head. ‘We won’t know until we look closely.’ She had a rule for floating books: feet on the floor, grown-up help, and no ladders. Rafi suggested catching a book in a big basket. Leela suggested telling the books a story. They decided to try both ideas, one at a time.
The basket was too short. The books drifted away from it. ‘That tells us something,’ said Rafi. ‘They follow the breeze.’ Owl Auntie opened a low window just a little. Leela tied a soft ribbon to a paper kite. Standing safely on the rug, they sent it into the gentle current. A blue book settled against the kite and floated down with it.
Leela opened the book. It was still blank. Then Rafi noticed an upside-down bookmark. He turned the book around. On the other side of each folded page, tiny words were tucked into pictures. ‘It’s a picture puzzle book!’ he said. ‘It didn’t lose its words. We were looking at the backs.’
Together they solved the first puzzle. A cup, a cake and a candle made a birthday story. Leela told it aloud, adding an elephant who brought a very small present. The books above rustled. Slowly they began to drift toward her voice.
Owl Auntie laid cushions beneath the shelf and guided each floating book down with the kite. The last book landed with a polite plop. On its cover was an owl wearing slippers. ‘That one is about me,’ she said. ‘It always comes home for tea.’
Rafi drew a sign for the window: a kite, a cushion and a question mark. Leela drew a different sign: a floating book wearing a seat belt. Owl Auntie laughed so hard that her spectacles slid down her beak. The next week, the books stayed on their shelves. The teapot, however, had discovered up.
Wonder
What clue helped Rafi change his first idea?
Make & try
Fold a sheet into a little book. Put a picture clue on each page and tell its story.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 4 · Design & caring
Dr Dandy and the Comet’s Cozy Tail
[image: Dr Dandy and a child give a smiling yellow comet a colorful patchwork blanket inside a cozy spaceship.]The smallest comet at Comet Corner could not finish its bedtime wiggle. It wiggled once. It wiggled twice. Then it sneezed a shower of tiny golden sparkles. ‘My tail feels lonely,’ it told Dr Dandy.
Dandy’s long hair swept back as he bent beside the ship’s warm window nook. ‘Let’s look, let’s listen, then let’s try.’ Pip offered his favorite striped scarf. The comet thanked him, but its long tail still poked out. Zuri drew a blanket as long as seven scarves. Ivo the six-legged robot measured the drawing using his little footprints.
‘We can make the biggest blanket in space!’ Pip said. ‘Or we can ask how much blanket our friend wants,’ said Dandy. The comet curled its tail into a neat spiral. ‘Just a soft corner. And a place for my sparkles to breathe.’
Noor brought clean spare cloth from the ship’s craft box. Mira checked that they would use only soft craft materials in the nook. The children arranged squares on the table while Dandy handled the sewing. Red beside blue, yellow beside green. Zuri made a paper plan so every square could find its neighbor.
Ivo offered a shiny silver square. ‘It matches my excellent knees.’ Pip rubbed it against his cheek. ‘It feels scratchy.’ They tried a soft lilac square instead. Ivo nodded. ‘My knees can admire it from a distance.’ The comet chose a little opening where its tail could peek out.
The first try slipped off. The second try was too tight. ‘This is a three-try blanket,’ said Pip. Nobody threw it away. They loosened one fold and tried again. This time the comet tucked itself in and gave a happy sigh.
At bedtime, the comet’s tail glowed gently through its little opening. Ivo counted seven blanket colors. Zuri counted three tries. Pip counted one very comfortable friend. Dandy counted a missing spoon, which turned out to be under his own pillow.
In the morning, a trail of golden sparkles led to the table. The comet had left a thank-you picture: six little robot feet, two smiling children and a doctor with a spoon. On the final square it had drawn a blanket for the spoon. ‘At last,’ said Dandy. ‘My cutlery has a sensible bedtime.’
Wonder
Why did the crew try a small change instead of starting the whole blanket again?
Make & try
Draw a seven-color patchwork blanket for an imaginary creature. Show the detail that makes it comfortable.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 5 · Different strengths
The Snail Who Won the Slow Parade
[image: A cheerful snail with a flower-decorated shell leads tiny garden friends along a colorful parade path.]Every spring, the garden held a Very Fast Race. Beetles zoomed, ants marched, and grasshoppers bounced. Sumi the snail always arrived after the flags had been put away. ‘I am excellent at arriving,’ she said. ‘I simply take longer.’
This spring, the race organizer changed the sign. It now said: THE SLOW PARADE. ‘We are delivering flower pictures to the old stump,’ announced Bee. ‘The pictures must arrive dry, untorn and with everyone together.’ Grasshopper grinned. ‘Easy!’ He bounced away with three pictures. They fluttered into a rosebush.
Ant carried a stack taller than her head. She could not see the path. Beetle raced a cart around the first corner, and its paper flowers slid off. Sumi looked at the scattered pictures. ‘May we pause?’ she asked. ‘I know the garden rather well. I have spent a long time looking at it.’
She pointed out a smooth path beside the daisies, a shady rest spot under a leaf and a puddle that could soak the paper. Bee drew Sumi’s route on a large leaf. Ant suggested smaller stacks. Beetle added soft leaf rails to the cart. Grasshopper retrieved the three pictures and promised to keep his next bounce small.
They tried the route together. At the puddle, Grasshopper started to leap ahead. Then he noticed Sumi had stopped. ‘Something wrong?’ he asked. ‘Someone is missing.’ The smallest ant was still coming around the corner. Nobody called her slow. They waited until she joined them.
At the old stump, all the flower pictures were dry and whole. Every friend had arrived. Bee looked for a winner, but the parade had no finish-line ribbon. Sumi unrolled a leaf. Inside was a tiny picture she had drawn of all of them traveling together.
‘Sumi wins!’ shouted Beetle. ‘What did I win?’ Sumi asked. Bee thought for a moment. ‘The job of showing us how to notice.’ Sumi liked that. Grasshopper liked the new job too. He had noticed he was hungry.
They ate a picnic at the stump, and the smallest ant hung Sumi’s picture in the middle. Next spring, the garden had two events: a race for anyone who liked racing, and a parade for everyone who liked arriving together. Sumi came first to the parade. She had started yesterday.
Wonder
What did Sumi notice that the fastest friends missed?
Make & try
Draw a parade route with a rest spot and a puddle to avoid. Give every imaginary friend a useful job.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 6 · Plant curiosity
The Moon Seed That Grew a Question
[image: A child and a tiny rabbit robot look at a glowing moon-shaped flower in a cozy window garden.]Nila found a silver seed in her storybook. It sat between a picture of the Moon and a picture of a rabbit. ‘Perhaps it will grow a rabbit,’ she whispered. Her little rabbit robot, Button, shook his long ears. ‘Then I shall need to share my carrot cushion.’
Grandpa helped Nila put the pretend moon seed into a pot in their indoor make-believe garden. She drew a label and made a chart: first day, no sprout; second day, no sprout; third day, still no sprout. ‘It is taking forever,’ she said. Button glanced at the clock. ‘Forever has lasted three days.’
Nila wanted to add more and more water. Grandpa suggested checking the pretend soil first. It was already damp. They moved the pot to a brighter window and left it alone. Button drew a patient rabbit on the chart. Nila gave the rabbit a very impatient eyebrow.
On the fourth morning, a thin stem appeared. On the fifth, two tiny leaves opened. Nila ran to find her storybook. ‘A rabbit needs ears, and those are leaves. Maybe it’s growing a tree instead.’ She changed the chart. Her first guess became a question, and the question made room for a new guess.
That evening, the pretend moon plant opened one glowing flower shaped like a question mark. Nila blinked. Button blinked too, although he used a switch. ‘What does a question flower smell like?’ Nila asked. ‘I do not know,’ said Grandpa. ‘What would you imagine?’
They invented three answers: lemon peel, a library after rain, and warm toast. Button chose carrots. He always chose carrots. Nila drew each imaginary smell on a petal. Her moon flower became a little collection of questions: what might it eat, who might visit it, and why did it open at bedtime?
The next morning, Nila planted an ordinary bean with Grandpa in a separate real pot. It did not glow, and it would not grow a rabbit. She made another chart anyway. Button sat between the two pots wearing a paper gardener’s hat.
‘One plant is a story,’ Nila said. ‘One is a real experiment.’ Grandpa nodded. ‘Both can begin with wondering.’ Nila turned the page in her book. Where the silver seed had been, someone had drawn a carrot. Button leaned closer. ‘Now that,’ he said, ‘is a very sensible question.’
Wonder
Which parts of Nila’s garden are make-believe, and which could you observe in a real plant?
Make & try
Draw a pretend question flower. With a grown-up, keep a separate drawing chart of a real plant.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 7 · Listening & inclusion
The Dragon with Bubble Hiccups
[image: A small friendly mint dragon blows rainbow bubbles beside two children preparing a garden music show.]Dodo the dragon was chosen to announce the garden concert. He polished his little badge, straightened his bow tie and said, ‘Welcome, every—hic!’ A bubble floated out of his mouth. Inside it was a tiny squeak. Dodo covered his snout. ‘Oh dear.’
His next announcement produced three bubbles, a wobble and a noise like a rubber duck. The musicians giggled. Dodo’s ears drooped. Kavi noticed and put down his paper drum. ‘Would you like quiet, help, or a different job?’ he asked. Dodo thought. ‘Help first. Then perhaps a different way to do this job.’
They tried giving him a very short announcement. ‘Hello!’ Hic. They tried waiting a little. Hic. Dodo had an ordinary drink of water when he wanted one, but nobody promised it would fix everything. ‘We can still have a concert,’ said Mina. ‘Announcements do not have to be spoken.’
Mina drew big picture cards: a drum, a flute and a little dancer. Kavi attached ribbons so Dodo could hold them comfortably. They practiced. Dodo lifted the drum card. Kavi tapped his paper drum. Dodo lifted the flute card. Mina pretended to play her paper flute. When Dodo lifted the dancer, both children did a tiny wiggle.
At concert time, Dodo stepped onto the low garden rug and showed the first card. A bubble appeared. Nobody laughed at him. The drummer played. The bubble bobbed in time, and its tiny squeak became a cheerful extra sound. Dodo showed the next card. Three bubbles floated like sparkling notes.
Soon the audience was following every picture. The smallest visitor, who did not know the announcement words yet, understood the cards too. Kavi looked at Mina. Their new idea helped more than one friend.
After the final dance, Dodo held up a card with two waving hands. The audience waved back. His hiccups finally stopped. He could have shouted goodbye, but he liked the card. It was easy to see all the way from the back row.
The next concert had spoken announcements and picture cards together. Dodo wore his badge proudly. It said CHIEF WELCOMER, although his bow tie covered the last three letters. ‘Chief Welcome,’ he read. ‘That is almost right.’ One tiny bubble drifted out. This time he gave it a name: Encore.
Wonder
How did the picture cards help someone besides Dodo?
Make & try
Draw three picture cards for a pretend concert. Explain the order without speaking.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Story 8 · Light & imagination
When Tia’s Shadow Took a Holiday
[image: A cheerful child and her playful make-believe shadow wave at each other near a sunny garden sundial.]Tia’s shadow was usually very obedient. It stood when she stood, danced when she danced and became enormously tall in the evening. On Tuesday, it sat on the garden bench and crossed its legs. ‘I need a holiday,’ it said. Tia looked at her feet. They had no shadow at all.
‘What does a shadow do on holiday?’ she asked. ‘Something different,’ it said. ‘You always choose the dance.’ Tia sat beside it. ‘I didn’t know you wanted a turn.’ The shadow pointed to the sundial. ‘Today I would like to be a clock hand.’
They asked Auntie to join their make-believe game. Auntie placed a toy beside the sundial and helped Tia draw where its real shadow fell. Later they came back and drew the new position. ‘A real shadow changes when the light changes,’ Auntie explained. ‘It doesn’t go on holiday by itself.’
Tia’s pretend shadow stretched one arm toward the first mark. Then it stretched toward the second. It looked very serious. ‘I am now a time expert.’ A butterfly landed on the sundial. ‘What time is it?’ Tia asked. ‘Butterfly o’clock,’ said the shadow.
At midday, Tia wanted to play chase. Her shadow wanted to make funny shapes on the path. They agreed to take turns. First Tia held her hands like rabbit ears and watched the real shadow of her hands on the ground. Then, in their story, the pretend shadow made a rabbit and Tia copied it.
The rabbit became a teapot. The teapot became a giraffe with very short legs. Auntie joined in as a dancing umbrella. Everybody had a turn, even the toy, which remained impressively still.
In the evening, Tia and Auntie looked again at the sundial drawing. The toy’s real shadow had grown long. Her pretend shadow stretched across the garden too. ‘My holiday was lovely,’ it said. ‘May I choose another game tomorrow?’ Tia promised it could.
Next morning, everything was ordinary again. Tia’s shadow followed her feet. But she stopped on the path and asked, ‘Rabbit or giraffe?’ The shadow did not speak, of course. It made exactly the shape her hands made. Tia chose a rabbit, and left a very long imaginary carrot beside it.
Wonder
What changed the real toy’s shadow, and what happened only in Tia’s pretend story?
Make & try
With a grown-up, draw the outline of a toy’s shadow on paper at two different times. Keep eyes away from the Sun.
Tell someone what you tried and what surprised you.
Your next good question
Imagine one more small world. Who lives there? What do they need? What question could help them?
Created by Tedray for AppOpener Study Club. Text and illustrations were developed with AI assistance. This English edition contains eight complete original stories, eight accompanying illustrations, wonder questions and creative activities.
OEBPS/images/cloud-bakery.jpg





OEBPS/nav.xhtml
Contents

		Cover

		Welcome, curious reader

		The Cloud Bakery’s Backwards Birthday

		The Whale in the Smallest Puddle

		The Library That Forgot Down

		Dr Dandy and the Comet’s Cozy Tail

		The Snail Who Won the Slow Parade

		The Moon Seed That Grew a Question

		The Dragon with Bubble Hiccups

		When Tia’s Shadow Took a Holiday

		Your next good question





OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
APP OPENER STUDY CLUB

Small Wonders,
Big Questions

Eight playful stories for curious children

Created by Tedray

Read. Wonder. Make. Discover.

8 complete stories with questions and activities





OEBPS/images/puddle-whale.jpg





OEBPS/images/upside-library.jpg





OEBPS/images/comet-blanket.jpg





OEBPS/images/snail-parade.jpg





OEBPS/images/dragon-hiccups.jpg





OEBPS/images/moon-seed.jpg





OEBPS/images/shadow-holiday.jpg





