Island of the grumps
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Sam frowned at his cereal. "It's too soggy!" he
grumped. He frowned at his shoes. "Too tight!" He
frowned at the sun. "Too bright!" His mother sighed
and knelt beside him. "Sam," she said gently, "if
you stay grumpy all day, something strange might
happen to you." Sam crossed his arms. "Nothing
bad happens when I'm grumpy," he said. But that
afternoon, he felt a tiny wobble in his tummy, right
where his bottom met the floor.






"Mom, what happens if | stay grumpy?" Sam asked
at dinner. His mother set down her spoon. "Grumpy
children stretch, bit by bit, toward the ground,"
she said. "If they never stop grumbling, they sink
all the way down to the Island of the Grumps."
Sam laughed. "That's silly!" he said, sticking out his
lip. "We'll see," his mother replied, watching him
carefully. That night, Sam noticed his chair felt a little
farther away than before.






The next morning, Sam grumbled about his socks.
He grumbled about breakfast. He grumbled about
the weather again. Each time he complained, he felt
a small tug near his feet, like invisible string pulling
him downward. "Mom, my legs feel funny," he said.
She looked down and gasped softly. His bottom had
stretched an inch closer to the floor! "Sam," she
warned, "please stop grumbling before it's too late."
Sam just crossed his arms and grumped some more.






By lunchtime, Sam's chair seemed impossibly tall.
His feet barely touched the rug anymore. "This
is your fault, floor!" he grumbled, kicking at it.
Suddenly, with a soft pop, he sank another inch.
His mother rushed over, eyes wide. "Sam, listen
to me now," she pleaded. "Try smiling, just once."
Sam scowled instead. "l don't want to smile," he
muttered. The floor rippled beneath him like water,
and his stomach flipped with worry.






That evening, Sam's bottom brushed the floor with
every step. "Mom, help!" he cried, finally scared.
She grabbed his hand, but it was too late—the
floor opened like a soft cloud beneath him. "I'm
sorry!" Sam shouted as he slipped through, spinning
downward into darkness. "Remember to smile!" his
mother called, her voice fading above him. Sam
tumbled through swirling gray mist, clutching his
knees, wondering where on earth he was going.






Sam landed with a soft thud on gray, bumpy sand.
Gloomy clouds hung low overhead, and everything
smelled like wet socks. Around him, children sat
scowling on rocks, arms crossed just like his had
been. A boy nearby grumbled, "Great, another
grump." Sam looked around nervously. "Where are
we?" he asked. "The Island of the Grumps," the boy
answered flatly. "Once you're here, nobody smiles.
Ever." Sam's tummy twisted with worry.






Everywhere Sam looked, children complained. "Too
rocky!" one whined. "Too cloudy!" another huffed.
Nobody played. Nobody laughed. The air felt heavy
with sighs. Sam sat on a lumpy rock and grumbled
too, out of habit. But something felt different
now—being grumpy here felt lonely, not fun at
all. He missed his mother's warm kitchen and her
patient voice. "l don't like it here," Sam whispered,
surprising himself with the honest feeling.



( " ldo not like it here.




Sam noticed a girl nearby, staring sadly at a broken
kite. Without thinking, he walked over. "l can help fix
that," he offered. She blinked in surprise—nobody
offered help on this island. Sam tied the string
carefully, and the kite lifted into the gray sky. The
girl smiled, just a little. Sam felt something warm
bubble inside him, something he hadn't felt in days.
He smiled back, small and shy, but real.






The moment Sam smiled, the ground beneath
him shivered gently. He looked down—his feet
felt lighter, less stuck in the gray sand. "What's
happening?" he asked. The girl gasped. "You're
rising!" she said. Other children turned to stare. Sam
realized his kindness had loosened whatever held
him down. Excited, he helped another child untangle
a jump rope, and rose another inch, floating just
above the ground like magic.






Word spread quickly across the gloomy island. Sam
helped build a sandcastle with a lonely boy. He
shared his snack with a hungry girl. Each kind act
made him float higher, brighter, lighter than before.
Some children watched curiously, then tried smiling
too. Slowly, the gray clouds above began to part,
letting warm sunlight spill down. "Maybe grumpy
isn't the only way to be," Sam said, grinning as he
floated toward the sky.






Sam floated higher and higher, laughing as the wind
tickled his cheeks. The island shrank below him, gray
and small. Suddenly, familiar walls appeared around
him—his own kitchen! He landed softly on the rug,
right where he had disappeared. His mother spun
around, gasping with joy. "Sam!" she cried, hugging
him tightly. "You're home!" Sam hugged her back,
happier than he'd ever felt before.






The next morning, Sam smiled at his cereal, even
though it was a little soggy. He smiled at his shoes,
even the tight ones. His mother watched, delighted.
"Feeling better?" she asked. "Much better," Sam
said, hugging her waist. "l don't ever want to visit
that island again." His mother laughed warmly.
"Then keep smiling, my sweet boy," she said, and

together they skipped outside into the bright, sunny
morning.






Spark Your Child's Imagination

and create a personalized book in which you are the main character
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