
Grab a pen, pick a story, and come up with what happens next. Write 

a little or a lot. Make it silly, scary, poetic, action-packed, magical—
go wherever your imagination takes you.

STEP ONE

Pass the pen. It’s someone else’s turn to write.

STEP TWO

Repeat! Keep taking turns. Giggle, make mistakes, help each other. When 

you finish, you’ll have a unique story that only you and your friends could 

have created. Tip: It helps to use different colors for each storyteller, 

e.g. red for Maria, green for Harry, blue for 
Jason.

STEP THREE

These stories come with a Creative Commons CC BY-NC-SA 4.0 license, which means you can 
share, remix, and reprint them however you like, as long as you’re not trying to make a buck.
Full details at onceuponapancake.com.

FOR YOUNG STORYTELLERS

FREE STORY KIT
AGES 9–12 (OR SO)



Zoe is nocturnal. She sleeps all day and is awake all night.

When she was younger, she tried every combination of alarm clocks, 

hot and cold baths, and warm glasses of milk, but no, she’s different and that’s 

just fine. She loves the night. She loves the quiet, even if it’s lonely sometimes. 

Tonight, Zoe says good night to her parents and tucks them in, goes to 

her room and opens the window for some fresh air, and sees a boy. He is sitting 

wide awake at his desk, drawing by lamplight, in an apartment across the 

street. 
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   THE BOY?
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DOES ZOE TALK
 TO THE BOY?
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Every second Sunday, Natalie’s grandpa came over to play games. Chess, 

video games, water fights—whatever Natalie liked. 

One Sunday, Grandpa arrived and joined Natalie at the kitchen table. 

She was waiting with his usual cup of extra strong tea in his favorite mug, the 

one the size of a fish bowl that said

          on the side. 

Grandpa sat and sipped. “That might be the best cup of tea I’ve ever had!” 

he said, as usual. Then he pulled a deck of cards from his inside jacket pocket, 

and said, “Now, how about I choose the game today?”

Natalie tried not to look disappointed. 

“Don’t be disappointed,” he said. “These are very special cards—magical, 

actually. Ready?”

He shuffled the deck, faster and faster until his hands were a blur and 

the cards started to glow orange and gold. The kitchen lights flickered. The 

dogs next-door howled. 

Grandpa stopped and squeezed the deck straight. The lights went back to  

normal. The dogs settled down. The cards still glowed. 

He put the deck on the table.

“Your turn,” he said, grinning. “Flip a card.”

Natalie looked at him, then the deck, then him, then the deck. She reached 

out and gently touched the top card—it glowed deeper orange and brighter 

gold, and felt hot and tingly. She looked at Grandpa. She gulped. She flipped.
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WHAT HAPPENED 
NEXT?

DRAW WHAT WAS 

ON THE CARD!
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HOW DID THE 
GAME END?



Rohan fell asleep, 

faceplanted on his desk, 

and dropped his pen on 

the floor. Again. Everyone 

laughed. Again. 

It wasn’t his fault 

that he kept falling asleep 

in class. He had to fight 

crime at night. And lately, 

there had been a whole 

lot of crime. 

He bent down to pick up his pen and 
noticed something on the underside of 
his desk.

FILL IN THE COMIC!
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WHO IS “B.G.”?
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A BIG BOX FOR A BIG FINISH!
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