
Just a bit of fun I’d never normally share, following upon the Goins Writer Challenge. “Publish 

something on your blog you’ve never shared with anyone” Warning: I wrote this after an attempt 

to reupholster a very stubborn chair, and did not bother to edit excessively or think considerably 

about its content. It’s just for fun, and it’s mainly for children . . . not that I know many, but can 

imagine they’d enjoy these little adventures about Zsolti as he travels toward the very-far-away 

ocean in a huge sky ship full of giants, who make their living by fishing the clouds. Anyhow, the 

challenge is to take a risk. And I consider sharing a children’s story a risk – because I have no right to 

be writing anything for children, except maybe the occasional birthday card inscription. Okay – here 

it is! An excerpt from my Little Zsolti stories.  (By me, Catherine Brunelle) 

 

 

 

One fine afternoon in spring, as the wind played across the masts and the clouds rose and 

fell beneath the ship’s giant wooden base, Little Zsolti sat with his legs dangling from the 

helm of the boat, quietly singing a simple tune that went something like this: 

“Up and down, All around, Up and down, Above the ground 

Up and down, In the sky, Up and down, My, it’s high!” 

He looked over into the sea of sky and watched as the fisherman’s nets dipped and 

hovered above the cumulus pockets. Occasionally flashes of fin and sparkles of scale would 

rise and fall to the upper wisps.  

“Today is a perfectly fine day,” said little Zsolti to no one but himself. Ladybug was on his 

shoulder, as always, but she was fast asleep and dreaming of oranges. It was her favourite 

sort of dream, she would tell him much later after waking up. (Can you believe that she slept 

through this entire adventure? So unlike Ladybug, but she must have been exhausted). It was 

the kind of dream where she would eat and eat and eat, and then turn into a butterfly. 

(Quite secretly, Ladybug had always wished she were a butterfly, despite her beautiful red 

shell and tidy black spots.). 

So, there was no one to answer as little Zsolti commented on the day. The fishermen 

giants were busy hauling up a load of scented sea bass on the port side (the bass smelled 

like garlic and butter), and the chef was busy cooking up a vegetarian feast in the hold. 

“What a perfectly fine day,” repeated Zsolti to no one but himself.  

“Yes, absolutely lovely,” replied a voice.  

“Hello?” asked Zsolti, looking around but finding no one.  

“Hello.” 

“Well this is interesting.” 



“Isn’t it so?” 

“Very much.” 

“I agree.” 

Little Zsolti often spoke aloud to himself when no one else was around, however, he 

didn’t usually receive a reply that felt so entirely not him. But Zsolti was a friendly fellow, 

and decided to be polite. 

 “I think it may rain soon.” 

“I should hope not.” 

“Look at those clouds in the distance,” Little Zsolti pointed to the far away clouds that 

were building like mountains on the horizon, “looks like a storm approaching.” 

“Maybe,” replied no one in particular, “But I disagree. They’re just sky mountains.” 

“Sky mountains?” asked Zsolti. 

“Mountains in the sky. Have you never seen one before?” 

“I’ve seen giant clouds in the distance so big they could fill the entire earth if they ever 

touched down. They were storms.” 

“Sometimes,” agreed no one. “But not always. And those, my friend, are sky mountains. 

Now please excuse me, I see a cloud of bugs.” 

( Ladybug gave a slight twitch in her dream at this point, perhaps sensing that dinner was 

being had in the real world.) 

Little Zsolti looked back over his shoulder. The giants were chanting:  ‘Heave, ho! Heave, 

ho! Here, oh! We go, ho!” But no one else seemed to be around.  

“That’s funny,” said Zsolti to no one in particular. “I don’t often teach myself new lessons 

about sky mountains.” 

He looked over the stern and watched as a Robin flitted along the side of the ship and 

dipped in and out of the clouds below. Then he looked up toward the sky mountains off on 

the horizon. He wondered if they were covered with sky trees, and sky rivers, and sky yetis. 

“I would like to visit the sky mountains,” he said aloud again. And he made up a little 

song.  

“Mountain, mountain in the sky, Rising up to very high, Don’t you miss the ground 

below? Or is the sky all you know?” 

The robin landed beside little Zsolti with a mouthful of small black bugs.  



“Oh yes,” it said, spluttering some legs and arms. “They were once on the ground, like 

this boat and your feet.” 

Little Zsolti looked down at the robin. “Hello, Robin!” 

“Hello, you,” it replied, blinking up at him and chewing on its dinner. “Funny time to say 

hello, we’ve been chatting all this time.” 

“You’re ‘no one’!” 

“No one? I’m Robin. Born and raised on the mountain of Cirrus, and world traveller 

extraordinaire. Surely, you cannot classify me as no one.” 

“I most sincerely apologize,” replied little Zsolti.  

“Apology accepted,” replied Robin, swallowing the bugs in one final gulp. “Your ship 

seemed like a nice place to rest.” 

“Oh yes, it’s an excellent place to rest. Where are you travelling to?” asked little Zsolti.  

“Tomorrow,” replied Robin.  

“I’ve never been to Tomorrow.” 

“No one ever has, but I’ll get there one day. Someday. In the meanwhile, I keep exploring 

and travelling around.” 

“And you are from a sky mountain?” 

“I’m from a mountain that rose into the sky. It was bound to happen, they grow so large 

they can’t stay on the ground after a while.” 

Little Zsolti smiled at Robin and held out his finger; Robin hopped up and perched there. 

Looking away, Zsolti stared toward the horizon at the sky mountains, then at the thin 

sparkling strip of blue below them. 

“So you must have been to the ocean?” 

“I have indeed,” 

Little Zsolti nearly jumped from all his sudden excitement, almost throwing off Robin and 

toppling Ladybug, who was still sleeping on his shoulder near his neck.  

“Then you can tell me all about it! Please?” 

“Yes,” replied Robin, settling into the crook of Little Zsolti’s arm. “I will tell you when I 

wake up. I will tell you a story about the mountains and the water.” 

And Robin fell asleep, leaving little Zsolti alone once again, staring out into the horizon, 

and thinking about the ocean, the mountains, and that world of Tomorrow. 


