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Introduction 

This collection of stories was inspired by time playing and exploring with children outdoors in New Hampshire during a 

nature-based after school program and a Forest Days program at two local public schools. Many of the stories are reflections of 

play that occurred, imagination that blossomed in the woods, seasonal observations shared during opening and closing circles, and 

related personal experiences. They are written to be malleable and adaptable according to time, place, group, and age. They are 

tracks I leave behind on my journey into the Forest School approach to education. Like animals that leave tracks in the winter 

snow, these stories can take many directions depending on the purpose for sharing them. Nature connection, ecological 

relationships, social emotional learning, conflict resolution, awareness, and belonging are major themes that are subtly embedded 

in the narratives. The winter season provides so many opportunities to explore the world, learn about ourselves and each other, 

and build resilience. When stories embrace this experience they add a layer of sacredness to the richness of play, exploration, and 

connections that happen during the time we spend outside.  

 

After a session of watching the children engage with their natural surroundings I reflect on what would enhance their relationship 

with the outdoor space we are in. Then I choose a story to share during our next session if the time feels right. And sometimes I 

invite the children to share their own stories too. 
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Why Oral Storytelling? 

 

      The first time I told a story to a group of kids was in a twelve-person van on a summer camp field trip in Acadia National Park, Maine. I 

was with a group of third/fourth graders who were incredibly excited about going swimming.  Someone on the bus was overstimulated by 

the boisterous energy and the hot day, and I could tell they needed a moment of quiet or a meltdown was imminent.  After several failed 

attempts at calming the group, I just started to tell a story. It was about mischievous adventures from my grandfather’s childhood. 

Suddenly, the bus was silent except for the bumping of wheels over potholes in the road. You could see the children focusing all their 

energy on imagining what it was like for my grandfather to be the oldest of seven siblings and lead them all out of their mansion at 

mid-night to go on adventures unbeknownst to their parents. I was amazed at their eagerness to listen, absorb, and imagine. After that 

stories were requested each day and the children started telling stories too. It changed the atmosphere of our time together, helped create 

a community in a way that other activities didn’t, and provided the adults present with a powerful tool to shift the energy of the group 

without using coercive and manipulative tactics or strategies that relied on systems of reward and punishment.  

 

    While this experience was revelational for me at the time, storytelling and its contribution to the preservation of knowledge and the 

wellbeing of individuals and communities all over the world has been known/felt from the beginning of time. It is often associated with 

Indigenous Traditions both in the past and present. “Storytellers [are] teachers who share the history and memory that contains the tribe's 

collective wisdom; they [are] trained to present stories in ways that reflected ancient knowledge,” (Hodge,FS, 2011, p.3). Stories are and 

were used for entertainment as well as educational purposes. Some people believe that without story we are nothing and wouldn’t exist. 

Thomas King, Cherokee-Scottish author, writes that “the truth about stories is that that’s all we are” (de Leeuw, Sarah, 2014 p. 66). If this 

is true than tending to this need during childhood is the responsibility of educators and parents. After all, we want the youth of the world 

to live up to their fullest potential for their own health, the health of community, and the health of the planet, right? And if storytelling 

plays a role in this happening than it behooves us to remember what our ancestors knew. 

  

The anecdotal accounts that I shared above reflect the need for storytelling in our lives. If the needs of the children at summer camp were 

fully met then they might not have stopped to listen to my story. But the reaction of hanging on every word revealed to me that this was 
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something they desperately wanted and needed in their lives as developing human beings. This all makes sense as storytelling has been 

apart of our collective human history for thousands of years. Along with the stories that other people have shared with me about how 

storytelling can be a powerful tool to have in your tool box when working with children, there is lots of research that expounds its benefits. 

From the European Journal of Counseling Psychology to the Indigenous Health services of British Columbia, Canada, studies show that 

storytelling can bring equilibrium into the lives of people of all ages in many different ways.  

 

Some of the benefits and objectives suggested by research:  
 

● “Storytelling can be a simple and yet transformational process for communicating, reflecting, and building connections.”     

                                                                                                                                                               -Indigenous Health, 2015, p.1 

 

● “Empirical evidence supports the efficacy of storytelling for addressing the needs of children with emotional and behavioral 

problems” (p. 64) The three main advantages are:  

 

(a) “hearing a story about a character might be easier for the children to digest than something directly related to their life 

(b) stories enable clarity on a problem that the children are struggling to understand  

(c) there are many ways to perceive and interpret a story, thus leaving the child free to construct the meaning of the story from 

their own perspective” (p.64) 

                                                                                                                  - European Journal of Counseling Psychology, 2016  

   

● “There are several benefits to storytelling from improved memory to better mood to better interpersonal relationships” (p.1) 

                                                                                                                                              - Alliance Work Partners, 2019 

 

● “Use storytelling as a subtle way of informing and instructing. Because stories engage the imagination and the emotions, listeners 

soak up and remember little details like sponges.”   

                                                                                                      - Coyote’s Guide to Connecting with Nature, 2014, p. 108 
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There are many ways to integrate storytelling into your work with children. Some of the forms of storytelling that I 

have explored include (and there are infinite others): 

 

● Personal Stories 

● Fictional Stories 

● Stories that Teach a Natural History or Moral Lesson 

● Stories Inspired by Place and Season 

● Stories Inspired by Children's Play 

● Series that Build on Experiences During the Program and Bring Back the Same Characters 

 

Specific ways that I have integrated stories into nature-based/outdoor education programs include: 

 

● Opening circle for inspiration 

● Closing circle for reflection or recap 

● Inviting children to tell their “story of the day”  
1

● Inviting children to tell each other stories 

 

 

I hope the following collection of simple stories is inspiration to start composing/telling your 

own! Stories are literally everywhere if you are on the lookout for them! 

 

1 From Coyote’s Guide to Connecting with Nature by Jon Young 
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 FICTIONAL Stories  

 Little Foot Finds a New Home 

 
ONE MORNING Little Foot returned home from a slumber party at her friends house to find her own dear oak tree home fallen 

to the ground in the wind storm of the night before and splintered 

into a million pieces. She sat down on a rock and cried. Red Squirrel 

was just passing by with a basket of acorn cookies and offered one 

to Little Foot. This gave her strength, and after thanking Red 

Squirrel she stood up and said, “time to find a new home. Winter is 

coming.”  

 

She walked through the forest and finally came to the bank of a 

stream. She saw a little green frog sitting on a rock in the stream 

catching flies with his tongue.  

 

“Where do you live in the winter?” Little foot asked the green frog.  

 

“I sink to the bottom of the stream, snuggle into the mud, and fall 

into a frozen sleep. My skin gets covered in ice crystals, but the 

antifreeze in my blood keeps me alive.” 

 

 “Wow!” said Little Foot. That’s impressive but I would die at the bottom of a stream.” She thanked green frog and walked on. 
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Next, Little Foot saw a patch of red on a tree trunk not far away.  She walked toward it and realized it was several lady bugs on 

the bark of the tree. “Hello!” said Little Foot. Where do you go when water comes?”   

 

“We huddle down into the crevices of the bark and stay warm. Hundreds of our cousins come to join us. And we always have a 

plentiful supply of mites if we get hungry.”  

 

“Oh,” said Little Foot, that sounds lovely, but I don’t have any cousins.” She thanked the lady bugs and walked on. 

 

As she walked on through the morning air, she heard a quiet slithering beside her in the crunchy leaves. She looked down to see a 

baby garter snake traveling along beside her. “Excuse me,” Little Foot said, “where do you go when the snow falls?” 

 

 “When the ground is frozen and there are no more earthworms to eat, my family and I live in old empty animal burrows deep 

inside the ground. It is quite cozy.”  

 

“That sounds nice,” said Little Foot. “I wonder if I could find an old animal burrow…” 

 

Just as she was contemplating this she heard ahead of her behind a bush, a smacking noise. She crept closer and peeked behind 

the bush. There was Groundhog eating the last red berries of the season. “Greetings!” he bowed. How can I help you? “My name is 

Little Foot,” said Little Foot. “I am looking for a place to live this winter since my oak tree fell in a storm.” 

 

“I have plenty of rooms in my underground burrow,” Groundhog said,“I would be happy to lend you one. I have passageways that 

travel underneath most of the forest floor.” Little Foot hugged Groundhog and moved in the next day. All winter long she was 

cozy and safe and sometimes played checkers in front of the fire with her kind neighbor, Groundhog. 
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(Inspired by Bigfoot hunting and play among the children as well as a character developed by a colleague called “Little Foot”) 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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The Two-Eyed Berry 

 

LONG, LONG AGO when only animals walked the earth and no humans had yet come to be, there was a forest and in the 

forest lived many rocks and animals and plants and they all loved and respected one another. The rocks were old and wise and 

shared their wisdom with the other living things. The animals were fast and 

could run and roam over great distances so they were the hunters and 

gatherers of the land. The birds were the messengers and the fish in the 

stream were the secret keepers. The plants offered their health-giving 

properties for food and medicine. The sun shone its bright cheerful glow and 

made everyone happy. All of the creatures in the land knew they belonged in 

this place and that they had a special role to play. 

 

Deep in the forest where the tall pines grew and the sunlight fell in long 

slanting rays to the mossy floor there lived a patch of two-eyed berry. They 

had long creeping stems, leaves that stayed green all year long, and bright 

red berries with two dots that looked like eyes right on top. That is why the 

other creatures of the land called them “two-eyed berries.” They loved their 

patch of sunny forest where the birds sang, the breezes whispered by, and a 

soft blanket of snow kept them warm in the winter. The partridges would come to snack on the berries and sleep in the sun. Even 

in the winter these wild birds would feed on the berries and would dig and scratch until they found them under the snow.  

 

One day a dark gray cloud covered the land and a horde of crows flew down to the forest that no one had ever seen before. They 

set up camp in the tops of the pine trees and started to tell the other creatures what to do.“You, mouse, find us seeds to eat!” 
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“You deer, run to the river and bring us water!” “Rocks, entertain us with your stories!” “Great pines give us a place to nest!” But 

the crows ignored the small plants that grew on the forest floor saying, “they are small, and we have no use for them.” The 

partridges and other animals were afraid to go near the two-eyed berry since the crows’ nests were right above them in the pine 

trees. 

 

As the days went by the two-eyed berries got more and more lonely. At first their leaves turned brown and then they started to 

fall off and one day even the berries dried up and landed on the ground when the breezes came through. Soon the two-eyed berry 

was only a skinny brown stem laying across the ground. It looked sad and very nearly dead.  

 

Meanwhile the partridge, who wasn’t eating any two-eyed berries, was growing weaker and weaker until the other animals of the 

forest noticed that these wild birds were disappearing. With no food to eat, they couldn’t survive. The animals gathered together 

and decided to go and talk to the crows. “Hello!” they called up to the nests in the tall pine trees, “the two-eyed berries and the 

partridges are disappearing. We need to bring them back! They are our friends, and we need them to help us keep the forest 

healthy.” At first the crows said no but then they looked around them and saw that the forest floor was turning brown where it 

had once been green and vibrant, and the once bright sun was dim and pale. The crows suddenly knew that they had been selfish 

and greedy and disrupted the balance of life.  

 

The crows apologized by cooking a huge feast for all of the creatures of the forest and lighting a bonfire where lots of singing and 

dancing took place. At the end of the festive night the two-eyed berry, who had been so quiet since the crows arrived, spoke up 

and told all who were gathered there that night that they were going to give themselves a new name, one that would remind 

everyone that each creature no matter how small is important. “Our name from henceforward is Partridgeberry after the birds 

that are our closest friends. They need us and we need them.” Even the crows clapped and cheered. From that night on everyone 

in the forest lived happily ever after, and to this day you can find the partridgeberry growing happily with its shiny red berries, 

even under the snow.  
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(This story is inspired by a kindergarten boy who found a patch of partridgeberry while digging in the snow and elatedly 

exclaimed, “Look! We have some new friends here!” It brought to my attention how much more young children are connected in 

kinship with other living things and how sad it is that this gets socialized out of them by our western culture as they grow up.) 

 

 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨     
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How Rabbits Got White Fur in Winter 

 

THERE WAS ONCE  a time when rabbits had to hide in their dens all winter long. When the white snow fell from the sky and 

the whole land was covered, the little brown rabbits had to quickly dash underground so that their brown bodies didn’t stand out 

against the white snow and be seen by the hungry fox! 

 

One winter Father Rabbit did not have enough food to feed his babies. They 

had run out of their winter store of dried clover, and he was worried they 

would starve. 

 

One night when the moon was full he decided to leave his den and search for 

twigs for dinner. He went our bravely, sinking into the snow drifts, and 

looking all around worried that his brown fur would attract the eye of 

predators. What he didn’t know was that two red fox had already spied him 

and were arguing behind a tree about who was going to eat him for a 

midnight snack! 

 

Father Rabbit suddenly stumbled upon a tiny bird, the smallest bird of the 

northern forest. It was a golden crowned kinglet. It was called this because the tiny feathers on the top of its tiny head were the 

color of a golden sunset.  Father Rabbit helped the bird out of the snow and realized it was shivering. He pulled some of his warm 

fur out of his hide and gave it to the birds saying, “go line your nest with this fur, it will keep you warm.” In return, the golden 

crowned kinglet said, “I know why you are out on this cold night. You will find what you need in the cedar swamp.” So Father 

Rabbit hurried to the swamp and this is what he found … 
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A wise old beaver sitting on a log in the middle of the swamp. “I know why you are here,” she said, and she lifted a tall birch staff 

and struck the frozen water. Suddenly a bright glow of light rose up and filled the forest. Father Rabbit looked down at himself 

and was amazed. His brown fur had vanished and in its place he wore a beautiful snow white coat. Now the foxes would never see 

him! His feet had also grown, and he could now walk on top of the snow and pack it down. He thanked the wise old beaver. 

Father Rabbit could run through the forest and find food for his children even in the winter time.  

 

This is how rabbits came to have white fur in the winter. And now, every spring, they shed their winter coat and grow back their 

brown fur for the summer, and the golden crowned kinglets use the white fur that has been shed to line their nests so that their 

eggs stay warm until they hatch.  

 

 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨     
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Esmeralda the Garter Snake 

 

IN A FOREST not far from here there grew a tall, tall pine tree. It had 

been struck by lightning long ago and now there was a gaping hole in its 

trunk. Inside this hole lived a family of snakes. They were a beautiful 

gray color with a yellow stripe on their back and lots of little checkered 

black squares. People called them garter snakes and sometimes in the 

summer the snakes could be found basking in the sun on the road, or 

slithering through the garden among the lettuce. They were not 

poisonous, but some people were still scared of them. 

 

One winter when the ground was covered in snow and the children were 

out sledding on the hillside and the snakes were sleeping in the warmth 

of their hollow tree, something unusual happened. One of the young 

snakes woke up and said to herself, “I’m not sleepy!  I should be outside 

playing!” Now this young snake, her name was Esmeralda by the way, 

had never seen winter before. All she knew was the warm grass and the 

tasty beetles of summer. When she poked her head out the tree she was startled by the blast of cold air that hit her in the face. 

She stuck out her tongue and tasted the air. “Something is different” she said to herself, “the world is all white! I must go explore 

and see what has happened!”  

 

So Esmeralda slithered out into the snow. She slithered around the trees and over piles of snow until she came to where the 

children were sledding. They were laughing and having a wonderful day. Esmeralda coiled herself up as high as she could reach to 
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watch them whiz down the hill laughing and shouting. But soon Esmeralda started to shiver. She was not used to being out in the 

cold and didn’t have a snow suit and hat and mittens like the children did. She looked over at a gray squirrel running through the 

tree tops and wished she had a warm fur coat. She looked up into the sky and saw the crows flying by, and she wished she had 

warm downy feathers. But Esmeralda only had thin smooth skin best suited for hot summer days — and it wasn’t keeping her 

warm.  

 

She noticed that the children had left some pots and pans nearby that they had been playing with. “Maybe I can stay warm in 

there,” she thought. But the pot was cold and hard, and she began to shiver. Then Esmeralda noticed that a plastic cup was lying 

in the snow that the children had been drinking tea out of. She slithered over and tried to fit inside the cup, but her tail stuck out 

the top, and she shivered more and more. Just then, as Sarika, belly-flopped down on to her sled, and as she went skimming down 

the hill, her hat flew off and landed some distance away. Esmeralda thought “now that hat looks rather furry, maybe I can keep 

warm in there!” She slithered over to it and nestled down inside. It was warm and cozy. Esmeralda began to fall asleep she was so 

tired from her adventures. She was just drifting off into a dream about sunning herself on a warm rock when she heard screams 

above her. Sarika had come to fetch her hat and was alarmed when she found a little snake curled up inside of it. Sarika was not 

fond of snakes and was quite scared. She flung the hat away from her and called to her friends, “help! help!”  

 

“We should kill the snake” said one child.  

 

“We should chase it away!” said another.  

 

“Is it going to bite us?” whispered another looking over Sarika’s shoulder.  

Poor Esmeralda was scared at first herself of all the commotion and then she just felt sad. “They don’t like me,” she hung her 

little snake head and started to slither away.  
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But then she has an idea… 

 

She started to slither this way and that and as the children watched as an amazing sight met their eyes. Esmeralda was tracing her 

name in the snow! The children said, “wooooowwww” and watched as Esmeralda bowed and smiled a smile in a way that only 

snakes can smile.  

 

“This snake is not going to hurt us, she wants to be our friend!” Sarika 

exclaimed. It was then that the children noticed how the little snake was 

shivering.  

 

“We must help Esmeralda find her den so that she does not die out here 

in the cold!” Sarika opened her hat and let Esmeralda, who was growing 

stiff from cold, snuggle back in. The children began searching for the 

snake’s den. “We must follow Esmerelda’s tracks” said Sarika. But what 

do snake tracks look like? They started following a line in the snow. No, 

that is where we dragged a stick … here! No, that is where a mole was 

scurrying beneath the snow …. here! No, that is where someone was 

skiing. Finally they found Esmerelda’s tracks weaving over the top of the 

snow which lead them to the tall, tall pine tree with a hole in its trunk. 

“This is where we must say goodbye,” said Sarika as she gently lifted 

Esmeralda out of the hat and back into the tree. “Hope to see you next 

summer!” the children cried. 
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And from then on whenever Sarika and her friends saw a snake they always wondered, is that Esmeralda? And what’s more, they 

were less afraid of snakes from then on. 

 

 

(Inspired by children who found a hollow in a tree and were sure snakes lived there! This story is building on their imagination, 

promoting empathy for snakes, and inspiring questions such as “what do snakes tracks look like?” “why can’t snakes survive in 

snow?” etc.) 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨    
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A Story and a Good Morning to the FOUR DIRECTIONS  

 

The Natural Cycle* 

 

East: dawn, spring, birth, fresh possibilities, welcome, 

excitement  

South: mid-day, summer, focus 

West; sunset, end of day, harvest, autumn, celebration 

North: night, winter, dormancy, wisdom   

 

*From: Coyote’s Guide to Connecting with Nature by Jon Young   

Props: (optional) 

 

stuffed animals: 

birds 

blackbear 

mouse 

squirrel 

 

 

other: 

nest 

berries 

pinecones 

twig star 

four pieces of muslin cloth for four 

directions flags (and to place over 

props until story is told) 

     

 

The Story 

 

Welcome to the circle of the four directions. (ask group if they have heard of east, south, west, and north). This morning I want 

to introduce you to the four directions: east, south, west, and north.  

 

ONCE upon a time, long  long ago there were four nations on earth. 
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EAST: 

In the nation to the east the sun rose bright and warm each morning. There were many birds, cardinals, and blue jays (what else?) 

and they sang beautiful songs as they built their nests. There was always much excitement in this land for babies were always 

hatching out of eggs, pussy willows and spring flowers bloomed, and anyone who passed through town was welcomed to stay. 

 

SOUTH: 

In the nation to the south the forests were hot and green and warm breezes blew through the branches.  Black bears wandered 

through the fields eating berries and growing fat for winter. All the other creatures were hard at work as well building homes, 

gathering food, and preparing for the cold months ahead. The plants were growing too, ripening their seeds and berries to make 

new plants for next year. The sun was always high in the sky. 

 

WEST: 

In the nation to the west the sun was setting and all the creatures of the land were harvesting food, bringing in baskets full of 

pumpkin and corn, apples, roots, and mushrooms. The squirrels were busy finding seeds to eat and running from tree to tree. 

There was always celebrating in this land for all that Mother Earth gave to the living things. There was much singing and dancing 

and feasting. It was the most colorful land as well since all of the deciduous trees had turned yellow, red, orange.  

 

NORTH: 

In the nation to the north it was always night. But the bright north star shone down so all the creatures could go about their work 

and play. The plants and animals in this land were often sleepy and would curl up in warm dens and trees, under rocks, and snow. 

Some like the mouse though stayed awake and would make tunnels and passageways under the snow to find seeds and stay warm 

from the chilly wind. In this nation the rocks were old and wise, and if anyone had a problem they could go and talk to the stones. 

Today these nations are gone, but they have left us many gifts that we enjoy on earth today: 

21 



 

 

 

 

Forest School Winter Stories   
 

 

 
 

The east brings us the gift of sun every morning and new birth in the springtime 

 

The south brings us the gift of warm breezes, sweet fruit, and lots of 

sun in the afternoon. 

 

The west brings us the gift of the setting sun, food to eat from the 

garden, singing and dancing. 

 

And the north brings us the gift of night time and darkness, of stars 

that help show our way, sleep, and cozy beds. 

(or ask group what each direction gifts are) 

 

So we should say good morning to the four directions to let them 

know we are thankful for their gifts. 

 

(as a group facing each direction) 

Good morning East! 

Good morning South! 

Good morning West! 

Good morning North                     ✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨    
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Penelope the Porcupine Goes Looking For Spring 

ONE MORNING young Penelope the Porcupine decided to pay her friend Punk the Skunk a visit. She was feeling blue from the 

long cold winter and was sad that all the trees still looked so dead. She really should have stayed home to clean her house, but 

she decided to put it off for another day. Did you know that porcupines poop a lot? They poop so much that sometimes they have 

to find a new home because the old one is so full of poop pellets! Penelope had reached the stage where she either needed to 

clean or move out.  

 

 It had snowed the night before so it took her sometime to waddle through the drifts to Punk’s house. 

 

“Good morning, Punk! “ She called, rattling her quills and swishing her tail. Punk emerged still sleepy. “Do you want to go on an 

adventure today?” Penelope asked, “I am tired of winter. I want to go and look for spring.” 

 

“Of course! he replied, “let me pack some winter seeds for a snack. Do you want some?” 

 

“I have bark sheds to chew on,” said Penelope. The sap in my tree is just beginning to run! Last night when I was chewing bark off 

the trunk I got some drips on my tongue. A sure sign that spring is coming.” 

 

Penelope and Punk started out, leaving their little patch of forest behind them in search of spring. Punk trotted and Penelope 

waddled. Together they crossed a field and a stream. Finally they came to a snowy balsam fir wood where they saw tracks that 

looked like arrows crisscrossing the trail.  

 

“Who is that?” they wondered and bent closer to look at the tracks. Just then something whizzed across the path ahead of them - 

a small dark gray shadow! 
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“Did you see that?” whispered Punk lifting his tail high in the air. “Don’t spray!” shouted Penelope and jumped into the woods. As 

she did so she brushed into a balsam branch and they heard a flapping of wings and an annoyed crackly voice shouting from above.  

 

“What do you want? I am trying to forage for breakfast and fill my crop for the day ahead!  Oh dear, what an interruption!!!” it 

wailed.  

 

Penelope and Punk found out that the gray shadow was a actually a Grouse named Greta who was grumpy because she hadn’t 

eaten enough for breakfast. They bowed and apologized. 

 

“What is your crop?” asked Penelope hesitantly, worried that their new acquaintance might get mad again, but was too curious to 

pass up the opportunity.  

 

“It is  a pouch in my upper chest where I store food. I eat lots and lots of tree buds, birch are my favorite, and then I snack on 

them all day long.”  

 

“Buds!” said Penelope, “we have found another sign that we are getting closer to finding spring!” She shook her quills like she 

always did when she was excited. 

 

“If we help you find more buds to fill your pouch you could come with us on our adventure!” suggested Punk. “we are going in 

search of Spring.” 

Greta thought this sounded like a great idea and she agreed.  
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Finally the new friends were off once more and soon found themselves near a wide wide river. It was mostly covered in ice. They 

stopped to stare out over the icebergs and snow. “Any sign of spring?” Penelope asked.  

 

“No… but look!” said Greta. Near the edge of the water was a very large shape. It was covered in snow, but it looked suspiciously 

like a giant bear all curled up.  

 

Greta motioned for Penelope and Punk to hide with her behind a tree. The shape was awfully big, so BIG that they all grew afraid. 

What if it wakes up? What if it is hungry? Maybe it’s a monster? As they talked they tip-toed closer and closer to get a better view 

of this strange shape. They turned the corner and came face to face with a giant mouth with huge clear teeth! “AHHHH!” they all 

screamed and dove into the snow. When they reappeared it was just their little heads looking out from under the top of the snow.  

 

“It’s definitely a snow monster,” said Penelope. 

 

 “No, it’s a polar bear,” said Punk.  

 

“We don't have polar bears in New Hampshire,” said Greta.  

 

“Well, we don’t have snow monsters either, do we?” said Punk 

 

 “I think somebody is trying to play a trick on us” concluded Greta. “Let’s go check it out.” 

The three animals shook the snow off and tip-toed slowly to what looked like the mouth of giant creature.  

When they got closer they realized that it was not a mouth at all but a giant boulder covered in snow next to the opening of a 

cave. Large drooping icicles hung down in front and they looked for all the world like giant teeth! Penelope, Punk, and Greta 

laughed and laughed at how scared they had been by a rock and some icicles! Penelope’s smile changed to tears when she 
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realized they were no closer to finding spring. Not only had they not found spring but what they had found was covered in snow 

and icicles. 

 

“We have come so far and not found spring,” Penelope said sadly, wiping a tear from her face, “just more ice and snow.”  

 

Just then a low voice spoke form within the cave. It was the voice of the Wise Mother Bat of the forest. When the three friends 

looked inside there she was hanging from the ceiling of the cave. Her wings were folded on the brown velvet fur of her body and 

her eyes were closed, but she must have sensed that the three animals were near.  

 

“Break a branch from the bush outside the cave and you will find spring,” she said. Penelope wasn’t convinced but she did as she 

was told, and when she held the broken branch in her paw and looked very closely she saw bright green hiding under the bark. 

When she opened the hard brown bud she found tiny folded green leaves!  

 

“Spring is always with us if we know where to look. It is never fully gone even in the depths of the coldest winter. Just know that 

each plant in the forest, however dead it may look now, holds new life that will come forth when the sun shines high in the sky.” 

 

Penelope smiled and held the branch close. Then she decided to collect some of the branches with the secret green inside of 

them and bring them home with her to be a reminder that spring was never far away.  
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                      porcupine                                                     grouse                                                         skunk 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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The Snow Flea's New Friend 

YUSUF HAD SPENT the whole winter hopping in leaf litter under the snow foraging for fungi, sleeping when he was tired, and 

playing with his brother and sisters around the trunks of the trees buried deep in the snow and ice.  

 

Snow fleas are so tiny that they look like specks of pencil lead when they come out on top of the snow. A snow flea moves by 

coiling its tail, hooking it under its abdomen, and when it wants to jump it releases it, and as it spikes downward it propels them 

into the air. They are basically like tiny tiny pogo sticks. 

 

One morning after Yusuf had crawled out from under a rotting leaf he noticed that something was different. It wasn't quite as cold 

and dark as usual. There was a strange white light all around. Then he suddenly knew - sunlight was penetrating the thick blanket 

of snow above him. It was melting! Yusuf decided it was the perfect day to go to the upper world to play.  

Without saying a word to anyone else he squirmed up in between the packed snowflakes and sprang out into a dazzling white 

world. 

 

The sun was high in the sky and the sunlight blinded him for a moment. Then, because he was so happy and couldn’t help himself, 

he did a little dance - coil, spring, flop, coil, spring, flop, coil, spring, flop  until he found himself several inches away from 

where he had appeared and lay down to catch his breath. 

 

Suddenly he noticed that he was not alone. Another snow flea was lying right next to him!  

 

Now Yusuf had wanted to play by himself and go on his OWN adventure. That is one of the reasons he came out into the upper 

world by himself without telling his brothers and sisters. And now, here was another snow flea, just like him. Probably a cousin he 

had never met.  
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“I want to play by myself today,” said Yusuf and coiled his tail to spring away. 

 

The other snow flea didn’t answer but he too coiled his tail to spring away. 

 

“Hey!” said Yusuf. “Don’t copy me!”  

 

Still the other snow flea didn’t answer.  

 

Yusuf was quite mad by this time, and he turned to shove the other snow flea away. But when he turned, the snow flea turned 

too, just out of reach.  

 

“Stop playing games!” shouted Yusuf. Poor Yusuf was quite distraught and didn’t understand why the other snow flea was teasing 

him. He sat down in the snow and began to cry. He noticed that the snow flea next to him was wiping a tear from his face as well. 

 

“Why are you crying?” asked Yusuf, more gently. Still the snow flea didn’t answer.  

 

Maybe he can’t talk, thought Yusuf, and here I have been so mean to him. This new idea made Yusuf reconsider and he decided to 

ask the other snow flea to play with him. Actually he didn’t ask, he just said, “come on! Let’s go hopping together!” knowing that 

his new friend would follow as he had done before.  

 

Yusuf and the other snow flea frolicked in the sun and snow for the rest of the day. Just as the sun was setting behind the trees 

Yusuf’s new friend disappeared as quickly as he had arrived. That is strange! Yusuf mused. He must have been a magical snow 

flea from fairyland that visited me for the day. I hope I see him again! 
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Then Yusuf hopped home for bed. He was quite tired. When he got home his mother had a cup of puffball mushroom tea for him 

to sip before he fell asleep. That night, Yusuf, dreamed of the fun day he had had with the other snow flea. In his dream the sun 

came to him and told him that the other snow flea’s name was Shadow.  

 

 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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Hazel and Huckleberry Learn How to Build A Fire 

 

YOU MAY NOT HAVE KNOWN THIS, but years ago there lived a family of mice in the basement at Symond School (insert 

name of your school or place). There was a mother and father and two children named Hazel and Huckleberry.  

One morning after Hazel and Huckleberry had gobbled down their nuts and crumbs from the cafe for breakfast, they got ready to 

go on an adventure in the woods behind the school. They had been begging their parents to let them go for weeks, and finally 

they had relented. They wanted to go and find the mysterious hollow tree in the forest that they had heard stories about from the 

time they were baby mice. 

Now that the big day had arrived Hazel and Huckleberry were quivering with excitement.  

“Huckleberry, do you have the cheese and bread for lunch?” Hazel called from her room where she was packing a bag of supplies. 

In went a sketch book, a very large pencil, and a magnifying glass, some rope, and a hammer.  

Why did Hazel pack these items? (ask listeners)  

“Yes!” called Huckleberry from the kitchen, “do you have the neck warmers and the thermos of hot chocolate?”  

Finally they were ready to embark. They tucked in their winter boots and hugged their parents at the door.  

“Be home before dark!” their mother called after them.  
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Because it was day time and humans were about the mice had to sneak down a secret passageway in the school walls and out a 

very small crack to make sure that they were not seen by the principle.   

Then they ran across the blacktop, and through the soccer field breathing in the scent of cold fresh morning air. A woodpecker 

flew past them heading straight for a tall pine tree to get its breakfast of grubs from under the bark. 

Hazel and Huckleberry stopped on a very large rock for lunch and looked out over the school. They could see the blacktop and the 

playground, the garden beds under the snow, the parking lot, and several humans walking to and fro.  

By this time the sun was high in the sky, and it was warming up. Hazel took off her hat and wiped her brow.  

“I can’t wait until we get to the woods!” she exclaimed. 

“Me too!” said Huckleberry.  

At last they reached the woods where the pines swayed in the breeze above them, and a large raven strutted to and fro picking up 

sticks for his nest.   

“Excuse me,” said Hazel to the big black raven, “we are looking for the mysterious hollow tree near here. Can you help us find 

our way?”  

“Turn right at the fence and go straight into the woods” said the raven with a twig still in his mouth so it made it hard to 

understand. “But, he raised a wing, “beware that the trail is not well marked. Do not get lost!”  

Hazel and Huckleberry thanked the raven and carried on. They wanted to build a snow fort and make snow angels, but the day 

was half gone. They needed to hurry if they were going to find the hollow tree and then get home before dark!  
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After trudging through the underbrush for what seemed like hours they stopped again to catch their breath. They then noticed 

that the woods were growing dark as if the sun had gone behind a cloud.  

“Is night coming?” asked Huckleberry.  

“Or a storm?" suggested Hazel.  

Just then a very large snowflake fell out of the sky and landed on Hazel’s nose. Then came another and another.  

“Quick! Run for shelter!” She cried. “A blizzard is coming!” They dove under a brush pile.  

Huckleberry’s face was turned to the ground- he was scared - but Hazel lifted her head just in time to hear music floating toward 

them through the snowflakes. “eu, euuuu, eu, eu....eu, euuuu, eu, eu.”  

“Huckleberry, listen,” she whispered. 

There it was again! A soft flute-like song. “eu, euuuu, eu, eu....”  

They sat up and noticed a figure moving toward them. They sat closer together on the snow a little worried about who it could 

be.  

The music maker came right up to them and for the first time Hazel and Huckleberry realized she was just as tall as they were! A 

country mouse, they wondered?  

“My name is Sylvan,” said the mouse. I live in the woods and survive by collecting wild plants to eat. I live in that pine tree over 

there with the hollow trunk.”  

Hazel and Huckleberry were very excited. Their new friend invited them into the tree. 
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“I can show you how to start a fire to keep warm,” Sylvan offered, “and we can have tea.” By this time Hazel and Huckleberry’s 

thermos was empty. 

“We need three things to start a fire,” she said. “And they must be down and dead. Green wood or live branches will smoke, plus 

we want to leave the living branches so that they can bloom this spring.” 

What are the three things that Sylvan needs to start a fire? (Ask listeners. 

Construct fire triangle as correct answers are made. One stick for fuel, one for 

heat, and one for oxygen)  

“We also need four different types of fuel,” she said.  

(Show listeners examples of birch bark or pine needles, twiggy bits, thin sticks 

(thick enough for a chickadee to stand on) finger width, (thick enough for a 

raven to stand on) two finger width thick enough for a porcupine to stand on). 

You can call them “chickadee sticks” etc. after this when gathering fuel. 

NOTE: Add wrist width if doing a fire bigger than a Kelly Kettle) 

She showed Hazel and Huckleberry exactly what they needed to collect, and 

then they all stepped out into the snowy woods to find what dry wood they 

could.  

Before long a warm blaze was burning and pine needle tea was being poured. The three mice sat around chatting and sharing 

stories.  
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By this time night had fallen. As they were taking their last sip of tea, (make sound effect) lantern light came through the trees 

and who should step into the circle of fire light? Hazel and Huckleberry’s parents!  

“Mom! Dad!” Hazel and Huckleberry exclaimed together.  

Their parents had grown worried and went to look for them. The Symond School mouse family invited their new friend Sylvan to 

stay with them for a few days, and when she agreed they all returned to the school basement together. The snow storm had 

stopped and a beautiful golden moon shone over the field. Sylvan played her flute all the way back to the barn and snowy owls 

came out to fly along with them.  

 

 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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PERSONAL Stories 

 

My Sister's Pet Gall Fly 

 

 

A LONG TIME AGO when I was a little girl my sisters and I played outside all 

the time. We would rush through our schoolwork, and rush through chores to get 

outside to play as soon as possible. The green spruce woods full of woodpeckers 

and squirrels, mushrooms and wintergreen awaited us. There were ancient apple 

trees too that were perfect for climbing and fortbuilding. I have two sisters, Lara 

and Maya, and they are both younger than me, but not by much. When we were 

growing up people thought we looked like triplets! Even now they get us mixed 

up. We loved to play together and only sometimes got into fights.   

 

We would stay outside as long as we could even as it started to get dark but when 

we heard our mother’s whistle - the one that she would make by putting two 

fingers in her mouth and blowing in just the right way - it was the signal that we 

had to return to the house immediately.  Then we would run as fast as we could 

so not to worry her. One day after hearing the loud whistle and as Lara, Maya, 

and I sprinted through the snowy field something made me stop. It was a funny 

looking ball on an old goldenrod stalk. It was hard and rough when I felt it. I 
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wondered what was inside so I brought it into the house and put it in a glass jar to study later on. 

 

Well, days went by, and I forgot all about the mystery specimen. Months went by, the snow melted, and spring came. Forsythia 

blossoms filled the yard and warblers hopped in the bushes. One day, as we were eating breakfast my sister, Lara, came running 

into the room with my forgotten jar in her hand and a surprised look on her face.  

 

“Check this out!” she shouted. Your mystery plant hatched a fly!” I jumped up from the table and rushed over to peer into the 

jar. Sure enough, there was a small fly! Lara was right. It had come out of the strange ball on the stalk because there was a hole 

in it that hadn’t been there before.  Mom brought us a field guide, and we figured out that the mystery ball was called a gall 

(easy to remember because it rhymed with ball) and was created by an insect that laid its egg on the stalk. The irritated plant 

would then build a structure around the egg to get rid of it and this would become the larvae's home when it hatched. After 

spending the winter inside the gall the larvae would turn into a fly and emerge in the spring, chewing its way out of the gall. 

 

It was such a cute little fly that my sister decided to name it Daisy and keep it for a pet. She kept it in between the storm window 

and the screen and fed it on ritz crackers.  

 

My other sister, Maya, decided she wanted to have a pet too so she went out to the garden and found a worm which she named 

Lily. When Maya was doing school work Lily would often squirm around on the table in a pile of dirt. When Lara was solving math 

problems in her workbook, Daisy the fly could be heard buzzing nearby.  

 

One day Lara woke up and Daisy was dead. It was a very sad morning. No rushing through homework and chores. Nobody felt like 

playing. Was it the ritz cracker diet, we wondered? Was it the confinement indoors? What do you think? Soon after that Lily died 

and both of my sisters grieved for their pets. We made a graveyard in our backyard in the middle of the lawn where there was a 

small patch of dirt and a rock. We buried Daisy and Lily and put a cross made of sticks over the graves.  
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After that we asked our mom if we could get a kitten. Flies and worms were too hard to keep alive. We also realized that even 

though they were small and harmless they were, in fact, wild creatures and needed to live their lives outside, free, and with more 

to eat than ritz crackers. 

 

 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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The Bear-Turkey! 

 

MY FAMILY has had many encounters with bears over the years 

from black bears to grizzly bears to brown bears. From fierce mother 

bears with cubs, to scat on the road full of purple blueberries, to 

bear tracks in the mudflats near the stream.  The bear is often 

associated with strength and courage in Indigenous traditions. So if 

one crosses your path it might mean that you will need strength and 

courage soon in your own life. Some people believe that when an 

animal shows up in your life often it is a sign that you, your family, or 

even your ancestors have a connection to that species. 

 

My first bear sighting happened when I was four years old and living 

in the mountains of Idaho. It was late evening, and I was tucked up in 

bed. My parents had said goodnight and my little sister was already 

asleep. Suddenly, my mom came into the dark room and picked me 

up saying she had something really special to show me. We walked 

downstairs to the back door and there was a giant brown bear! It had 

come down out of the mountains to eat the dog food in a metal 

container on our back porch. Our dogs were barking and wildly 

jumping at the door. My father thought that if he opened the door and shouted at the bear it would run off, but instead it stood 

up on its hind legs and made big scratches down the shingles on the house. I was SO scared. Ever after that I had a fear of bears. 
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My mom felt really badly! When we moved to Maine there weren't any brown bears but there were black bears. We used to see 

them crossing the road, eating blueberries, and one time a yearling walked up on our porch to eat out of the birdfeeder.  

 

One winter when I was a teenager a friend of mine, Isaac, visited from the city. He got lost numerous times on his way to our 

house, and complained later that his GPS wanted him to drive straight into the ocean! When he finally arrived our house down a 

long dirt road, he was convinced he was in the middle of nowhere. After Isaac had settled in we decided to take a walk in the 

woods near our house. It was winter time and a thin layer of snow covered the dried leaves on the ground. We walked for quite a 

ways and then just as we were about to turn back my friend grabbed me by the arm and said, “listen!” I stopped and heard 

nearby a rustling, scratching noise in the bushes. I looked into the woods where the sound was coming from, but we didn’t see 

anything. We kept walking and heard it again. My friend was sure it was a bear. I had told him the stories about my family’s 

encounters with bears, and he was sure we had woken one up from its winter slumber. I tried to reassure him that bears hibernate 

very soundly and two people walking in the woods wouldn’t wake one up. But he was still scared. I was scared too at this point. 

We stood very still as the rustling grew louder and closer. Just as we were getting to the point of running in the opposite direction 

a fat turkey hopped out of the bushes right in front of us! It wasn’t a bear afterall! We laughed and laughed. And when we got 

home we told the story to my mom and sisters and they laughed too. Isaac went home to the city and told all of his friends about 

the mysterious creature called a bear-turkey he had seen in the Maine woods. 

 

✨            ✨            ✨             ✨               ✨   
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 The Grouse Feather of Peace 

 

This is a true story. True as you or I stand here now. It is the story of the grouse feather that helped make peace between two 

humans who were quite mad at each other and who were yelling and crying in the quiet snowy woods, near a quiet icy stream. 

  

I was there. I saw it all. This is how it happened. 

 

There were once two young girls who were best friends. So of course they liked each other very much, right? But have you ever 

really liked someone one minute and the next minute felt really upset with them? Well if you have, you are like these two best 

friends. Most of the time they laughed and played happily, but sometimes they annoyed each other. 

 

One day these girls, we shall call them, Sadie and Rani, were playing in the snow with their other friends, sliding down icy hills, 

making snow angels, and tasting snowflakes on their tongues. The group of children suddenly came upon a wing in the snow. It 

was small and had beautiful gray, black, and brown speckled feathers. They knew it came from a bird so they looked it up in their 

bird field guide and found out that it was a ruffed grouse’s wing. Laying around it were the bird’s tail feathers each with a black 

band at their tip.  

 

Sadie picked one up and put it in her pocket to bring home to show her mom. But then she had a mischievous thought, and snuck 

over to her friend, Rani, tip-toed up behind her, and tickled her with the feather on the back of her neck! Rani was so surprised 

that she whirled around and scratched Sadie’s cheek with a stick that she was holding. Now Rani didn’t do this on purpose but 

Sadie thought she had and was mad. 
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 “How could you hurt me! I’m your friend!” She started to cry.  

 

“Then why did you scare me with that feather?!” Rani replied 

angrily.  

 

“It was meant to be funny but then you poked me with a stick and 

that isn’t funny!!”  

 

They continued to cry and shout and even started wrestling with 

each other until Sadie fell down into the snow. The grouse feather 

fell from her hand and both girls saw it lying in the snow.  

 

“If you share that feather with me, I won’t be mad anymore,” said 

Rani.  

 

Sadie looked at it and said, “I guess. But I still feel mad.”  

 

“Maybe it’s ok to feel mad sometimes so long as we make up,” 

said Rani. “After all we have all the emotions inside of us and 

sometimes the ones we don’t like just come out even if we don't want them to and feel badly about it afterwards.” 

 

 “I’m sorry,” said Sadie for scaring you.”  
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“That’s ok, “said Rani. “I’m sorry for scratching your face, are you alright?” Suddenly they noticed the feather again and Rani had 

an idea. “How about we use this feather to remind us that were can always be friends again even after a fight.”  

 

“Yes!” said Sadie. “It can be our feather of peace. What should we do with it?” 

 

They decided to bury it right on the spot they had been fighting. They covered it with snow and marked the site with two large 

sticks crossed over each other. They vowed to come back to this place anytime they had a problem and would try and find a 

feather to add to the site. The rest of the day Rani and Sadie played happily. They realized that the next time their emotions got 

in the way of having fun, they knew what to do. They had found tools to help them through conflict and make it alright in the 

end.  
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