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Dedication
To all the world's children who move through life with bright eyes, excited voices,
darting movement, and blazing creativity and who still raise the question “why”. May

they give us inspiration. May they thrive! May they help us all thrive!

To all children who challenge us, share their love of life, and provide a child's inspiration.

Acknowledgment

My deep appreciation to Robin Earnest for encouragement to write Angel as well as
thoughtful editing. Special thanks to Sara, daughter of Robin and Ron, who hopefully
remains an inspiring and aspiring artist.

My special appreciation to my dear friend and supporter, Patricia Haeuser.







My name is Chris. Meet my friend Angel, the most creative,
artful and thriving Whimsey ever. Whimseys are wild and
whimsical, brightly colored, and from an amazing land far,
far, away.

This 1s the story of how Angel becomes a thriving creator.
Angel is powerful by being whimsical and creative. Angel
becomes even more powerful by joining others to create
thriving, artful things.

This is a heroic story. Whimseys face their greatest enemy,
Dark Cloud - a very evil, powerful cloud. Can Whimseys
survive? Even more, can they thrive?







This story begins in mountains east of the Land of Whimsey.

Sun is rising. Morning red sky warns. Darkness is coming
closer. Dark Cloud is coming closer.

Whimseys face great danger. I fear they may not survive.

We have but one day. I, Chris, have but one day to help
them.

Tick-tock! Tick-tock! I must move quickly.




Morning comes. Sky changes to red-blue. Now filled with
shining yellow-red sun and white-gray puffy clouds.

There it is! The Land of Whimsey.

Far below, I see homes built of many shapes, includng
circles, squares and triangles.

They shine with every bright color. Some fountain-like
colors. Some stand firmly on ground. Others hang from great
trees of Whimsey.

Whimsey homes are amazing — made from colorful things
and carefully balanced. Very creative! Very artful!




Tick-tock. Tick-tock. Too little time. None to waste.

Urgently I search for the most creative home.

Found it!
The lower part stands firmly on ground. It's a “stabile”.

It's strong, but not enough to withstand Dark Cloud's
terrible wind.

Tomorrow it must be stronger if Whimseys are to survive.




The upper part hangs from a great Whimsey tree. It's a
“mobile”.

It's carefully balanced. Moves with wind. Flexible enough to
withstand strong winds.

But tomorrow, it will face terrifying winds. More than even
it can survive.




Together, the “mobile” and “stabile” form a strong, carefully
balanced Whimsey home.

Truly creative! Truly amazing! Truly whimsical!

Sadly, it's not strong enough. Dark Cloud is stronger.




What's that?? Something coming toward me at great speed.
I hear screaming.
Whoooosh! A bright green streak!

Whoooosh! A bright green streak back the other way!

—_
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Flying with hummingbird speed and agility is a young,
bright green Whimsey.




What’s that??
A quick red flash! Another loud buzzing sound.

A red flash back the other way! Again that loud buzzing.

_—
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Another young Whimsey 1s chasing. Bright red in color. High
speed.

Oooh! This one looks very mischievous!




Now I get it. Not fear. Just screams of delight.

They play a very, very fast game of chase.

Green Whimsey has no fear of getting caught.

Flies artfully. Changes direction with ease. Very, very fast.

Like a really, really high-speed hummingbird.




Suddenly, green Whimsey stops. Bounces excitedly in the
air. Stares intently at me.

A second later, red Whimsey appears. Buzzes back and forth
non-stop around me. Like a buzzing bumble bee.

Now they both stare at me. They are very, very curious
about me.

Who am I? What am I. T am clearly not a Whimsey.




Green Whimsey says very cheerfully, “I'm Angel. I'm a
Whimsey!”

“This 1s my sib Wily. We're family Whimsical.”
“You're totally strange! Who are you? What are you?”

“I'm Chris,” I tell them. “I'm ....”




Suddenly, Wily darts forward and blurts, “Yah, what are
you?”

“You're not Whimsey. That's for sure. You have two things
that help you stand on the ground. Five things at the end of
each of your arms.”

“You don't fly like us. You move only on the ground.”

“You really are very strange. No, very, very strange!”




Wanting to be their friend, I reply, “Strange? You are so
right!”

“I'm very different from you. Clearly not a Whimsey. Some
call me human. I kind of look like one.”

“I help others 'thrive'. I'm also a 'creator of artful things’.”

“Some also see me as a kind of ‘shepherd’. Helping others get
to the future they need and want.”




“I get the 'help others' thing,” says Angel. “I kind of get the
‘shepherd’ thing.”

“But what 1s a 'creator of artful things'”
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I think to myself, “We don't have time, but I want to help. I
need their trust.”

I say to them, “Time is short. Let me show you quickly.”

As fast as I can, I show them how to create a simple artful
thing. A very simple mobile using three sticks and clear
fishing line.




“Let me hang it,” blurts Wily. Wily snatches it, buzzes to a
low tree branch, and hangs the artful thing.

I explain, “This artful thing is a 'mobile'. It hangs in air, is
carefully balanced, and moves with wind or gentle touch.”

“Just like the part of your home that hangs in the great
Whimsey tree.”

“Can we do our own?” pleads Angel.
“Plleceaaaasssssseeeeeeee!”

“Yes, but quickly,” I reply. “Get sticks and what you want to
hang on the ends of the sticks.”




Creating a Mobile, an Artful Thing

Get three curved sticks fallen from a nearby tree.

“First, tie a piece of line to a point of near the middle of each
small stick where it balances. If you do not have fingers, use
your mind and arms.”

“Second, hang one small stick from one end of the big stick.”
“Next, hang the other small stick at the other end.”

“Finally, tie a third piece of line to the big stick so it balances
when you hold it.”

“Last step 1s to hang it from a low tree branch.”







