Gillian and the Magical Pond
[image: image1.jpg]



By Frank Bush

For Gillian and Nicholas
© 2005
Once upon a time there was a

little girl named Gillian.

Her mommy and daddy liked to call

her Gilly. One of Gilly’s favorite

things to do was to go fishing.
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Her favorite place to go fishing was a special little pond that she thought was magical.








One bright sunny day she went 


to her special pond 








with her fishing pole and a small 


can of worms.











They were


Special


worms.





Gummy


worms.








Gummy worms were her


favorite snack and she figured


if she liked them the fish


would like them too!








She especially liked 


the pink and purple ones.








Gilly put a worm on her fishing pole, 


gently tying it on the end of the line. 


Hooks might hurt the fish, 


she thought.








She then tossed the line perfectly into the center of the pond.








                             It was a beautiful, warm summer day and Gilly soon nodded


off to sleep in the gentle shade of the tree.








She then settled into the crook of a tree hanging over the 


edge of the crystal 


clear water.








The next thing Gilly knew she felt a heavy tug on her line and she lost her balance and fell head first


right in the middle of the pond.


























With a big splash she was pulled under the water.


Then as quickly she went under,


she was pulled out of the water


and up on the bank of the pond


into a soft pile of sand.








With the pole still in her hand, 


she could feel a soft tug 


on the end of her line.


As she looked up 


she saw the legs 


of a small boy standing 


at the edge of the pond. 


Gilly stood up 


to get a better look 


at who was pulling


on her line when


she noticed 


he had the head 


of a fish.








       


He said, “Hi my name is Nicholas!”, as he quickly


                                          gobbled up the gummy worm. 


                                                 His eyes lit up and a happy


                                          grin formed on his green fish lips.


                                                   “Got any more?” he bubbled.

















 


                                                                     “These are the 


best I’ve ever had.


                                                                           They don’t move


                                                                              and they don’t 


                                                                              taste like dirt!”











“You eat real worms?”


                                                        Gilly gasped! 


“You bet! With meat balls


                                                    and sauce, on salads,


                                    and I especially like them on


                                           toast with peanut butter”


                                                              said Nicholas.








                 “I’ll never look at a peanut butter 


             sandwich the same way again” Gilly groaned. 


Nicholas said, “I really like the Pink and Purple ones


 you brought, but you have got to try my worms.


  I have a bowl of them over by the tree.”








                 They walked over to the tree to find a bowl of


                                                           wriggling earth worms.


                                    Nicholas said, “Take a handful! They


                                                            tickle as they go down.”


                                             She said, “No thanks.” The idea


                                  made Gilly feel a little dizzy.


 She closed her eyes and grimaced 


                                                   at the thought of even


                                           touching the squirming critters 








Gilly woke with a start from her dream 


as a caterpillar crawled up her arm 


and she felt a gentle tug on her line.








A fish darted away after taking her gummy worm.


She watched as it jumped briefly out of the water


and with a flip of its tail the fish swam happily away.





It might have been the late afternoon sun,


but Gilly could have sworn she saw a smile on the fish


as he splashed away in the mirror like pond.








The next thing Gilly knew she felt a heavy tug on her line


 and she lost her balance and fell head first


 right in the middle of the pond.


























With a big splash she was pulled under the water. 


Then as quickly she went under,


she was pulled out of the water 


and up on the bank of the pond into a soft pile of sand.











