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  Once upon a time, in the food court of a shopping mall, 
far, far away . . .
 A cook named Goldilicks ladled out the world’s SPICIEST 
soup for heat-seeking diners. Folks who loved spicy soup 
journeyed from miles around to devour the FLAMING 
FLAVORS of Mama Goldi’s Tasty Bowls. 
 Goldi carefully guarded the secret of her success. The one 
clue was the name of her business. 
 And that’s where our story really begins.

GOLDILICKS
AND THE

THREE TASTY
BOWLS

ILLUSTRATED BY VALERIO FABBRETTI
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 Years earlier, Goldi went foraging in the forest for her 
favorite wild peppers. You see, even as a young chef, Goldi had 
a taste for the HOTTEST, SPICIEST foods. 
 Suddenly, an aroma tickled her nostrils like a beautiful 
song delights the ears. It was sublime! Goldi hunted the spicy 
scent until she came to a little cottage. There in an open window 
sat three steaming bowls of soup, cooling in the breeze.
 “Hello!” she called out. “Anyone home?”
 There was no reply.
 “Oh, MY!” she sighed, walking to the window. “I’m sure 
the chef who created this wouldn’t mind if a sister chef took just 
one little . . .”
 And Goldi picked up the biggest bowl and raised the 
LUSCIOUS liquid to her lips. 
 “This is incredible!” she gasped, her taste buds exploding 
with FIERY delight. “I taste TANGY tomatoes, SMOKY 
chipotles, and FRESH cilantro! There’s a fiery fiesta in my 
mouth, and I am loving it!”
 She sipped from the next bowl, and the soup tasted even 
better. Finally, she sampled the littlest bowl—and she almost 
cried with joy. Goldi was now under the spell of 
DELICIOUSNESS, and without thinking, she slurped, gulped, 
and guzzled every last drop—FROM ALL THREE BOWLS! 
When she finished, she was so satisfied that she lay on the 
ground and fell fast asleep. 
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“Ahem!” 
 A growling voice stirred Goldi from her soupy siesta. She 
looked up to see THREE BEARS glaring down at her!
 “Why did you eat all of Mama’s soup?” asked a little voice.
 Realizing she was being awakened by three bears, Goldi 
quickly jumped to her feet and responded, “Because . . .  
because . . . uhm . . . It . . . it . . . tasted A . . . AMAZING. I’m so 
sorry, but I couldn’t help myself.” 
  “Why, thank you,” said Mama Bear. “It’s a family recipe. 
You can have a copy of it. Buddy, go inside and get it for our 
guest.”
 The baby bear went into the cottage, but Goldi was too 
terrified to stick around. (Three Bears! Pretty Scary!)
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 Goldi did what any normal person would do when 
surrounded by a family of bears. She BOLTED into the forest 
like an Olympic sprinter!
 “Wait!” called Buddy, holding up his Mama’s recipe and 
running after her. “You forgot this!” 
 Buddy managed to catch up with Goldi. And because he 
was just one little bear, and not SO scary, she stopped. 
 “Here!” said the panting Buddy. “Here’s the recipe. 
Mama wants you to have it.”
 Goldi took the recipe and held it as if it were made of 
golden eggshells. 
 “Thank you,” she whispered. Then she patted Buddy on 
the head—very carefully and headed off into the woods.
 Now, don’t go thinking that Goldilicks just took that 
recipe for “Mama’s Tasty Tortilla Soup” and built a successful 
business all for herself. Goldi isn’t that sort of chef.

         



10

 Anytime you pass by Mama Goldi’s Tasty Bowls at the mall, 
take a closer look. Up on the wall, you’ll see Goldi’s business 
partners—Mama, Papa, and Buddy—proudly staring down.
 Mama Goldi’s Tasty Bowls was a spicy success because 
Goldi returned to that cottage in the woods with a dream and a 
business plan. 
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 Long ago, in the Kingdom of Greed, there lived a king 
named Greedus. To be honest, Greedus wasn’t the nicest king 
ever. Actually, he suffered from more than a TOUCH of 
selfishness. OK, basically Greedus was the GREEDIEST king 
on earth!
 Now, Greedus loved gold. He loved how it looked, how it 
smelled, and how it sounded in his pocket. He would have eaten 
gold if he could (and don’t think he didn’t try). But more than 
anything Greedus LOVED THE FEEL of gold on his skin.
 The only thing Greedus loved as much as gold was 
Bullion, his trusty golden retriever. 

KING GREEDUS
AND THE

SLIMY TOUCH
ILLUSTRATED BY PATRICIA CASTELAO

         



 One day, King Greedus was on his throne, cleaning his 
gold. He went to his Royal Closet and found a jar of polish he 
had never noticed before. It was a jar of Uncle Ernie’s 
WhizBang Gold Polish. When the king opened the jar, out 
jumped a little man dressed in green.
 “Good King,” gushed the gnome. “Thanks for releasing 
me from the jar! It was getting a little sticky in there. As a 
reward, I will grant you one wish.”
 “Hey, I thought in stories like this you get three wishes,” 
said Greedus.
 “I used to give three,” the magic gnome replied. “But I 
got tired of all the paperwork. So now you just get one. Make it 
good.”
 King Greedus didn’t have to think at all. “I want 
everything I touch to turn to SHINY GOLD!” 
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 The magic gnome spat on his hands. He rubbed them 
together. Then he slapped the greedy king a musty high-five. 

  “Your wish is granted,” said the gnome, smiling 
mischievously.
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 King Greedus ran from the Royal Closet into the Great 
Hall. There he had a giant statue of himself. He touched the 
statue, and instantly, it turned to GREEN, WET, SLIMY MOLD.
 “What have you done?” The king cried. “This isn’t 
SHINY GOLD!!!”
  “Oh,” said the gnome, “I thought you said ‘SLIMY 
MOLD.’ Guess I’m losing my touch.”
 Soon, the king’s life was in ruins. Everything he touched 
turned to ICKY, GOOEY, STICKY, SLIMY MOLD. 
 The king demanded another wish, but the gnome refused.
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 “Don’t be so touchy,” said the gnome. “No can do. 
Company policy—no refunds. If you don’t like it, get in touch 
with Customer Service.” 
 Then the gnome disappeared.
 Before long, every last bit of the gold that King Greedus 
loved was SLIPPERY, SLIMY MOLD.
 And then the worst happened. Greedus went to cuddle his 
beloved Bullion, and the dog’s silky, golden fur turned to strands 
of GOOEY, GREEN OOZE. 
 “Arrooh!” yelped the slimy canine. 
 The king sat sobbing beneath his slimy crown.  

         



 “OK, stop with the tears,” the gnome finally interrupted. 
“I got approval to grant one more wish, but on one BIG 
condition.”
 “I’ll do anything!” the grieving Greedus wailed.
 “Including not being such a greedy, gold-loving fool?” 
 “Yes! Anything!” Greedus pleaded.
 “Do you promise to share your gold with the kingdom?”
 “I promise!” Greedus responded.
 Immediately the little green gnome spat on his hands and 
rubbed them together. Once more, he high-fived the king.
 All the slime in the palace vanished. Everything, 
including the beautiful Bullion, turned back to how it was. 
 Greedus kept his promise and invited the entire 
kingdom to take some gold from his treasure. Soon, 
Greedus’s palace was empty.
 But his heart was full. 
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 Once upon a time in the Land of Fab . . .
 There lived a queen named Bea Dazzled who adored 
clothes. She was certain that she had an EYE for FASHION and 
would force her talented seamstress, Dalia Von Thimble, to create 
new outfits galore.
 And Dalia, who truly did have an eye for good clothes, 
faithfully fulfilled Her Majesty’s desires. She created closets and 
closets and closets full of STUNNING and ASTONISHING attire. 
 Dalia made blouses of GLISTENING GOLD cloth. They 
shined like the northern lights. She sewed SATIN gowns with  
soft FRENCH LACE. They were as delicate as water lilies. She 
decorated jackets with diamonds, sapphires, and emeralds that 
SPARKLED like meteor showers.

QUEEN BEA
AND HER

UNSIGHTLY ENSEMBLE
ILLUSTRATED BY GILBERT FORD
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 “Aren’t I just fabulous?” Bea would boast, all puffed up 
with pride. 
 She loved parading through her kingdom in her eye-
catching ensembles. She hoped to make all who gazed upon her 
green with envy. 
 “I just love the queen’s sense of style,” said the baker.
 “I’ve never seen fashion like hers!” called the cheese 
maker.
 “FABULOUS! FABULOUS! FABULOUS!” heaved the 
flower arranger.
 Everywhere Queen Bea went, photographers followed her. 
They all wanted to get the perfect shot of her in her latest 
fashion. Queen Bea never gave Dalia credit for her fashion 
designs. Never. Not even a thank you.
 The queen’s hunger for clothes knew no bounds. She 
demanded a new outfit at each meal. She refused to wear the 
same thing twice. The long hours of designing and sewing wore 
on poor Dalia. 
 But Dalia knew a secret about Queen Bea. If it weren’t for 
Dalia, the queen would have no fashion sense at all!
 “I could dress her in GARBAGE,” sighed an exhausted 
Dalia. “She’d think it was GLAMOUR.”

         



Your
Majesty,

over here!
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 Still, Queen Bea was never satisfied and always wanted more. 
  “I’m tired of wearing this boring outfit,” she demanded. 
“Make me something new. I want something far more 
GLAMOROUS than this. Then I just might tell the kingdom that 
YOU are the talent behind my fashion sense. If you can’t, you’ll be 
enjoying a view of the Royal Dungeon.”
 Dalia was a patient seamstress, but she had her limits. The 
queen had finally pushed her too far. Knowing full well that the 
prideful, tasteless Queen Bea would never know the difference, 
Dalia made a plan.
 “Something new huh? Something more glamorous? I’ll give 
her glamour—GARBAGE GLAMOUR!” 
 So Dalia headed to the nearest dumpster and picked out a 
few items she could recycle. She made the most UNSIGHTLY 
garbage ensemble for Queen Bea. 
 And just as Dalia had predicted, Queen Bea paraded through 
the land as if her outfit were made of diamonds, sapphires, and 
emeralds! 
 “I know fabulous fashion when I see it,” boasted Queen Bea.
 And a very strange thing happened. 
 Everyone who laid eyes on Queen Bea’s garbage glam still 
thought it was beautifully fashionable! 
 Go figure . . .

20

         



I  
must 
have 
one!

The 
Queen’s 

gone 
green!

Oh!  
So retro!

21

         



22

 Queen Bea finally gave credit to Dalia. She told all the 
fashion magazines in Fab that Dalia was the REAL TALENT 
behind the attire.
 Of course, Dalia became the most popular fashion 
designer in all of Fab. Her trash bin dresses were all the rage. 
 People couldn’t get enough of them.
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 Once upon a time . . .
 There lived an ant named Sir Rennity. He was as neat as a 
pin and very QUIET. 
 Ren, as folks called him, lived in a tiny one-bedroom 
condominium. (That’s a fancy word for an apartment.) 
 Ren’s life was very PEACEFUL. He read a book every 
day. He watched birds in the Whispering Woods. He painted at 
the nearby lake. 
 But the thing that brought Ren the most SERENITY was 
his violin collection. And whenever he got a little nervous or 
jittery, he would play a soothing sonata to calm his nerves.

THE ANT
AND THE

EXCEEDINGLY
NOISY CRICKETS

ILLUSTRATED BY LARRY GOODE
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 One morning, Ren was about to play his favorite violin when 
“BAM!” A huge thud exploded above him. A loud CHIRP followed, 
and then a CRASH! Finally, STOMPING, SMASHING, and more 
CHIRPING shook Ren’s music stand! 
 Ren had never heard such a racket. It was coming from the 
condo above his.
 Ren STOMPED up the stairs. Without even knocking, he 
FLUNG open the door. Inside, there were four crickets playing 
cricket!
 “Cheerio, mate! I’m Crick, yer new neighbor from England. 
You must be Ren. These are me mates—Rowdy, Raspy, and Big 
Boom,” said Cricket. “Care to tonk a googley?”
 “Tonk a what?” asked the furious Ren.
 “That’s cricket for ‘bat the ball’,” called out Big Boom.
 Ren was boiling! He was familiar with the game of cricket, 
but he’d never heard it played indoors!
 Ren did his best to speak calmly. “I don’t mean to offend, 
because you obviously are crickets. But did you know that the game 
of cricket is generally played outdoors?”
  “Well I’ll be gobsmacked,” said the surprised Crick. “It 
certainly makes sense. This is the fifth condo we’ve destroyed since 
we took up the game.”
 And Crick and his mates headed outdoors to play in the park. 
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 For the rest of the day, all was calm at the condo complex. 
Ren practiced his violin, drank some tea, and read a book. But 
that night, as Ren was about to settle into bed, another BLAST 
came from upstairs!
 The crickets were playing MUSIC! LOUD, ROCK MUSIC! 
Ren STOMPED back up the stairs. Again, he FLUNG open the 
door. And once again, he couldn’t believe his eyes!
 The crickets had formed a band. Crick WAILED on 
guitar. Rowdy SLAPPED the bass. Raspy SANG. And Big Boom 
POUNDED the drums!
 “QUIET!” shouted Ren, as loud as he could. “I’M 
TRYING TO SLEEP!”
 The band went silent.
 “Err, sorry, Ren, mate,” said Raspy. “It’s just that we’ve 
got this band, see. We’re called the—”
 “Let me guess,” said Ren. “THE CRICKETS?”
 “Actually, no,” replied Big Boom. “We’re The Beetles. We 
just thought we’d get in some practice.”
 Ren stared at them for a long time. 
 “Listen,” he finally said to his NOISY neighbors. “You 
four are crickets. Crickets are musical by nature. I accept that. 
But you need to play something else. Wait here!” 
 Ren ran downstairs and returned with four violins. 
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 From that day forward, Ren and his new neighbors 
practiced every day. It took a lot of patience and gentle 
instruction, but the crickets became pretty decent violinists.
 They formed a new band, The Cricket Quintet. The 
crickets loved the SWEET STRING SOUND of violins. They 
agreed that it was a lot more, well, cricket-like.
 And Ren’s days were PEACEFUL and filled with 
SERENE SONATAS.
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Once upon a time . . . You remember all those tired 
fairy tales you heard when you were little? Well, 
forget them! We’ll tell you what really happened 
behind the scenes in . . . Fractured Tales.
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