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Anna had learned how to paint from her
grandpa, a talented, sweet old man.
Grandpa always helped Anna with her
art, and told her, “ Anna, with your imagination you can do anything.” Little did
she know, that was very true.

there once was a little girl. just an
ordinary girl on the outside, red
scraggily hair, brown eyes covered
with thick framed glasses, light
freckles scattered on her cheeks,
and a sweet smile. she was a creative little girl, she loved to dance,
and play pretend, and paint. She
was very good at painting, and
always had her paint set with her.
her name was Anna.

Anna lived with her grandfather next to a giant forest, so large you couldn’t see the other end. Anna had
been told many stories about the forest. It was said to
be full of magical animals, and many secrets.

One day Anna was outside dancing, when a lovely orange butterfly
fluttered by her, did a little twirl,
and headed towards the forest.
Anna, a curious little girl, wanted
to follow the butterfly, and joyfully
skipped under the trees, led by her
new flying friend

Anna had gone into the forest with
her grandfather many times, and
knew she had to stay on the path.
The butterfly kept flying, and flying,
and flying, deeper and deeper, and
deeper into the forest. Anna kept
following, and the thick old trees
made it pretty dark. Oddly enough,
the little butterfly seemed to glow,
giving Anna enough light to see.

The two new friends stopped in a clearing, full of tall
grass. Something in the corner of Annas eye caught
her attention. Two fluffy ears popped out of the grass,
then two more, and another set after that. Then she
saw eyes, paws, and white fluffy tails. It was a pack
of rabbits!
“Look!” yelled one rabbit. “ A little girl with carrots
for hair!”

The rabbit was most definitely mistaken. Anna did NOT
have carrots for hair, although the color was very close.
“NO!” She screamed. She did not want the rabbits to
eat her pretty red hair.
“But we want carrots!! We are hungry!”
Anna had to think quickly. She wanted to help these
furry little creatures, but how?

Then it came to her. The words her grandfather
said. “Anna, with your imagination, you can do
anything.” Quick like lightening, Anna whipped
out her paint, and painted a plump group of
tasty looking carrots.
“Yes!! Just like that!” said the starving rabbit.
“Then watch this!” said Anna, and with that,
she reached into her freshly painted canvas,
snatched up the carrots, and pulled them right
out.

Every rabbit’s eyes opened
wide with amazement. The
lined up in a row in front of
Anna, taking turns to each receive their lunch.
Anna told her new rabbit
friends she had to go follow
the butterfly. They thanked the
red headed girl and wished
her good luck. on her adventures.

After a few more minutes of skipping down the
forest path, Anna was met with the sounds of a
sad little sheep, bleating.
“Bahhhhhhhhhhh!” He cried.
“Whats wrong, little sheep?” asked the concerned Anna.
“I have lost the rest of my flock in the forest!”
He replied.
“What is your name? asked Anna.
“Pecaro, and I miss my mommy!”
Anna knew how it felt to be lost. But how could
she help little Pecaro?
Grandpa’s words came once again to Anna’s
mind. With her imagination, she could do anything.

With that, she whipped out the paint set, and set to
work.
One sheep, two sheep, a pink sheep, a blue sheep.
Pecaro loved the colors, and added, “ Make my mommy a purple sheep! Its her favorite color.”
Anna happily agreed, and with that, she was done.

“Wake up! Wake up!” sang Anna. The drawing
shook to life, and the sheep hooves popped out
of the painting. Anna and Pecaro helped them
out, and were surrounded with a rainbow of
sheep.
“Yay!” cheered Pecaro. “Mama! I missed you!”
Mrs. Sheep was delighted to see her lost baby
sheep, and gave him a big kiss.

“Thank you, dear Anna, for reuniting out
family once again. Thank you for our
lovely new colors!”
Anna gave them all big hugs, and was
off, once again, to follow the butterfly.

Out of the water, the rock popped up, but, to her
suprise, it was no rock at all! It was a turtle. A snapping turtle, and he looked far from happy.
“Uh oh!” said Anna. She was quite scared, and ran
back a little on the path.

Anna and the butterfly danced along the trail
together, as Anna hummed a little tune she
made up.
“Hmmm hmmm hmmm...” when all of a sudden
they came to a wide, but not so deep, river.
Anna was a good swimmer, and she saw some
rocks she could hop across to get to the other
side.
Anna went to step on one, when the butterfly
flew around her head, as if to warn her.

This time, Anna had to think very quick, because the angry turtles
were slowly coming to look for who woke them up.
The little orange butterfly landed right on Annas blank canvas.
That was it! Anna knew what she needed.
Wings.

Anna drew a pair or wings, just her size, and little straps to hold them on her arms.
She reached into the painting, and out came a pair of sparkling wings. She put them
right on.
Anna knew she could paint these magical objects, but when it came to her using
them, she was a little unsure.
“Anna, with your imagination, you can do anything...” was all Anna could hear in
her head.

With that, she took a running start on the path, and took off into the air.
being new to flying, Anna had a little trouble, but the more confident she was, the higher she went, far above the
angry snapping turtles, and even above the trees.
The little orange butterfly happily flew in front of Anna, leading the way through the sky. Anna could see the
whole forest, the river, the rabbit field, the rainbow sheep all in a row. But up ahead was a something amazing,
something Anna had only dreamed about.

Anna and the butterfly got closer and closer,
lower and lower to the ground, when they finally touched down. Anna was amazed at
what she saw. It was a flutter of butterflies!
There were thousands of them surrounding her,
all flying around, sitting on flowers and trees,
and dancing in the breeze. Anna had never
seen something so beautiful.
Anna stayed with the butterflies for a while,
dancing, and humming songs for them the fly
around to, and flying around the trees with her
new wings. Anna knew she had to be home
soon, but there was one more thing she had
to do before she went back to her grandpa-paint him a picture of the butterflies.

When Anna completed her painting, she
thanked the beautiful butterflies, and began to flap her wings. With her fresh
painting in her hand, Anna lifted into the
sky, and flew back over the forest, back to
her home at the edge of the forest.

Outside of her house was Grandpa, ready for her to come inside.
“Well hello Anna! Did you have a nice adventure today?” Asked Grandpa.
After a giant hug, Anna replied, “ Yes Grandpa! it was wonderful!” Anna excitedly handed
Grandpa the painting of all of the butterflies.
Grandpa smiled sweetly, and thanked the young girl for the beautiful painting. The two
walked inside their little house, and grandpa placed the masterpiece right on the mantle, for
everyone to see.
“See Anna,” Grandpa said, “ you really can do anything with your imagination.”
Every day after Anna’s adventure, when Anna walked by the painting over the mantle, the
lovely butterflies would wave hello, and welcome Anna to come visit once again.

