
ACHO
O!

author
Laura Nadler Scott

artist 
Marguerite Massa

“...incredibly 
         enchanting”

 “...truly a                           
gem”



© 2014 by Laura Nadler Scott
© 2014 illustrations by Marguerite Massa
Printed in the United States of America

All rights reserved. This publication is protected by Copyright,
 and permission should be obtained from the publisher 

prior to any prohibited reproduction, storage in a retrieval system, 
or transmission in any form or by any means, 

electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or likewise.

Published by Eifrig Publishing, LLC
PO Box 66, Lemont, PA 16851, USA

Knobelsdorffstr. 44, 14059 Berlin, Germany.

For information regarding permission, write to:
Rights and Permissions Department,

Eifrig Publishing, LLC
PO Box 66, Lemont, PA 16851, USA.

permissions@eifrigpublishing.com, 888-340-6543

Library of Congress Control Number:  2010922384

Scott, Laura Nadler
Achoo! / 

by Laura Nadler Scott, 
illustrated by Marguerite Massa

p. cm.

Paperback ISBN 978-1-936172-41-2
Hard Cover ISBN 978-1-936172-40-5

Ebook ISBN 978-1-936172-30-6
   

[1. Juvenille Fiction/Animals/Monkeys
  2. Juvenille Fiction/Health]

I. Massa, Marguerite, ill. II. Title: Achoo!

 18 17 16 15 2014
5 4 3 2 1



For 

Bubby
  L.N.S.

For Beverly

     M.M.

Be well little monkeys

in all that you do!

May you learn a few lessons 

from the Island of Blue.



Mayor Munkin kept order 

on the Island of Blue,

where chimps swung 

in blue trees

sipping blue morning 

dew.
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Every day after breakfast

they all marched along

to the top of Blue Hill 

to stay healthy and strong.

All lived well on the island

until out of the blue,

 

 coming out 

from the branches 

they heard 

something 

new . . . 



“Aaaaa..
.

Aaa
aaah

...

Aaaach
ooo

!”
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Confused by the outburst, 

they listened and froze.

Are those 

sneezly sounds 

 from some sad monkey’s 

nose?
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Mayor Munkin 

spoke quickly,

raising his palm. 
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“Friends,

do not worry,

we must all stay calm!

I am the Mayor 

and I know 

what to do.

First we must 

find out

who made 

that achoo!”
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Struggling to locate 

the source of this sound,

he spied little pink Lulu,

snuffling down on the ground.

Lulu stared 

at the Mayor.

The others

did too.

He nervously stammered,

“Um . . . I know just what to do . . .”



Then wise Mubby Monkey

tried to make herself heard.

“If I may . . .” she began, 

“simply have a short word . . .”

The Mayor waved her away,

wanting nothing to do 

with ideas from others.

“Let me think, shoo shoo SHOO!”
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“Dear Lulu,” he said, 

“You go straight to your nest.”

He narrowed his eyes, 

a stern look on his face, 

“You must keep that sneeze

in your own private space!”

He thought for a moment,

I know what is best.



Pleased 

that he knew 

just what to do, 

Mayor Munkin ate

extra blueberries 
that night 

with his 

blueberry stew.
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But the very next morning 

the Mayor stared in despair.

Pink and orange monkeys 

now sneezed 

everywhere!
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Mubby rushed to explain, “If I may be so bold, 

Lulu sneezed on her friends, and she doled out her cold.”

Munkin thought for a moment 

as he paced to and fro.

Mubby tried to pipe in,

 “There’s a good cure I know . . .” 

“Hush!” shushed the Mayor. 

“I’ll fix this - not you!

Let me think here a second -

 shoo shoo SHOO!”
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“Aha,” he exclaimed.

 “Chimps need sleep 

when they’re ill. 

  Send them all 

   to relax

    in the sun on  

    Blue Hill!”

So all the well monkeys 

and the sneezy ones too

slowly made their way upwards

to rest and renew.



Pleased that he knew 

just what to do,

Mayor Munkin ate extra blueberries 
that night with his blueberry stew.
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               But . . . 

the very next morning 

when the Mayor awoke,

     the whole jungle trembled. 

His ears almost broke. 

From left 

and from right, 

from up 

and from down, 

the sneezes flew wildly 

all around town!
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The poor Mayor gulped, 

“Oh, no . . .

What should I do?”
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“If I may,” 

Mubby said.

 “I have an idea 

for you . . .”



“Not now!” snapped the Mayor. 

“Just shoo shoo SHOO!”

He rubbed his sore head.

“But . . . what should I do?!”

Grabbing a vine

he swung off and away

to find a solution

that might save the day.
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Munkin pondered his options

still feeling unsure.

He sighed.

“All those

poor monkeys

awaiting

a cure!”
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That night at dinner, 

the Mayor felt blue

He did NOT eat one bite

of his 

blueberry stew. 
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At dawn the next morning 

when the Mayor arose,

he felt a tickle,

a prickle,

    

     like a bug 

         in his nose.

 The Mayor 

 felt frantic, 

as he hopped 

all around,

but there was 

no chance of stopping 

that unwelcome sound . . . 
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“Aaaahh
!”

“Aaa
ahhh

hh!”

“Aaa
ahc

ho
oo

!”
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Though his ideas were good,

they just weren’t enough.

“I’m sorry,” he snuffled.

“This cold is too tough.” 

Then . . . suddenly,

the Mayor lifted his nose.

He pleasantly smiled

when a sweet smell arose.

More monkeys perked up

as the scent reached the group.

A scrumptious aroma,

Mubby’s good 

blue leaf soup!
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Lulu led the way up

to her spot in the trees,

where Mubby stirred soup 

made from frilly blue leaves.

Monkeys slurped . . .

and they sneezed . . .

munching

every last curl.
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Then they dozed off together 

in a big snuggly swirl.



28

That nourishing soup

did its work overnight,

and the Mayor woke up

finally feeling all right.

The Mayor peeked ‘round.

Was there any more wheezing?

He heard snuffling and snoring -

but no monkey sneezing.
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Soon Mubby stirred, 

then Lulu,

then others.

Monkeys chattered 

and cheered with their 

sisters and brothers.

“Look!” Lulu shouted, “I’m no longer ill!

Now that we’re healthy, let’s all climb Blue Hill.”



He stood next to Mubby as the others rushed past.

“Thanks,” Munkin said winking, “for fixing us fast.”

“I thought sleep, sun, and quiet 

was all the chimps needed, 

but fresh blue leaf soup 

was what really succeeded!” 
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With the help of wise Mubby

he knew just what to do. 

The Mayor ate extra blueberries 
that night 

with his blueberry stew.
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The End

“Where is love?” Leni Lovebird desperately wants to learn 
from her fellow forest dwellers so she can create a 
love song of her very own.  But Leni just can’t seem to 
find love where others do. 

Should she take the advice of a busy mole, an old owl, 
a lolling turtle, or a plump bee?  Fly alongside Leni as she 
journeys far from Mother Bird in search of love, only to 
discover she has traveled a delicate circle home.

Also by Laura: Where is Love?

 So all you dear chimps, 

both the young and the old,

take care of yourselves 

when you come down with a cold!




