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The tiny town of Egansville is tucked away in the hills, right near the majestic Mount Boonie. Once, 
rosy-cheeked children and happy parents danced down the streets. Yards teemed with color, and 
farmland boasted patchwork quilts of vegetables, fruits, and flowers. Water pipes and power lines 
stretched from other cities, bringing life and energy to Egansville. Wide roads bustled with deliveries, 
repairmen, well-worn busses, bikes and sleek cars. Life was simple, and folks felt cozy and alive.

But one day, from high on the mountain, the townspeople heard a grumble, 
like a giant’s empty stomach. The grumble turned to a groan and though 
they could see it, hear it, and FEEL IT COMING. . .  
there was nothing they could do. They watched the top of Mount Boonie 
come sliding down the land like a sack of flour cut open.



The Great Landslide caused an endless pile of dirt and  
rocks. Water pipes burst under the weight. Power lines 
snapped like rubber bands. Roads disappeared. The  
townspeople looked on, flabbergasted, as  
The Great Landslide changed everything. 

Then, as you can see, the town was a shadow of what it once was. Farmlands looked like faded 
postage stamps. Repairs were forever postponed. Years passed with the hope of clearing the 
landslide, but shovels were small and food was short. Temporary fixes turned permanent. Folks 
were trim and gaunt. And, over time, the bustling town of Egansville turned flat, dull, and quiet.



However, (as there always is in a good story),   
there was a group of friends. 

CHAPTER 1  

Buggs
who (obviously)  

loved insects.

CHAPTER 2  

Enna
who had so many  

siblings she lost count
sometimes.

CHAPTER 3  

Choplin
who loved exploring, 

and clean shoes.

The town of  
Egansville  
needed help.  
And who better  
to save the day  
than a bunch  
of kids?

CHAPTER 4 

Freddy
who could fix anything.

CHAPTER 5 

Gaucho
who loved animals.



C H A P T E R   1

Buggs 



She was the kind of kid who would see a spider in her house, 
trap it carefully, and set it loose outside- but not before she 
checked to make sure there weren’t any natural predators 
nearby. She kept a book of the bugs she found called
The Insectopedia and updated it every day.

Buggs loved bugs. 
She loved the creepy-crawlies, the fliers and the 
flappers, the teeny-tinies and the hairies, the leggy 
and the winged… she loved them all.

Buggs never got a fancy insect collecting kit for her birthday. She couldn’t go 
down to a corner store and grab the right vials and tubes. But- (as kids like her 

tend to be) Buggs was resourceful. She saw potential. So, when she needed a 
bug collecting apparatus, you can bet she’d find a way to make one. Her desk 

was covered in jars, bottles and baggies. She saw the possibilities in these  
everyday objects and made them work for what she needed.

 

 



As she left her house that day, Buggs looked longingly at her collection of containers, wishing she 
could wash them better. But the tiny trickle of water that dripped from the faucet in their kitchen 
let Buggs know that her equipment would have to remain cloudy and dusty. And (just in case there 
was any question) her mother’s voice sprang through the air: 

“Don’t use too much water!”
 
A tiny, perfect moth (with wings like a  
whisper) fluttered out from behind her  
front door as Buggs walked out.  

In the soft morning sun, she saw a grassy cliff overlooking the town. 
“What a great place to have an adventure,” she thought.

As she followed it  
into the sky, 
something  
caught her eye.



Gaucho was already waiting for her for their daily
adventure at the road near the cliff.  

“Let’s go all the way up to that cliff,” 
Buggs suggested, her voice bright with excitement. 
“I bet there are some excellent creatures there.”

The cliff was covered in a soft, wet fog that sat gingerly 

on the bushes and logs that had fallen.  

“My jacket is soaking wet!” Gaucho exclaimed. 

“My shirt is, too,” murmured Buggs.  

“This fog is drenching us!”

A beetle, strangely shiny, walked into Buggs’ view. 

She slowly slid her magnifying glass out from her 

belt and leaned in to get a better look. The beetle 

wasn’t shiny naturally- there was a thin layer of 

water trapped on its back. She watched, eyes wide 

with wonder, as the beetle tipped its (extra long) 

back legs up and the water slid into its mouth.

They settled into their familiar routine: Gaucho 

jetted about, looking for a fox he loved to follow, 

and Buggs scribbled notes in her Insectopedia 

as critters skittered by.



Time seemed to slow down, and you could almost hear 
the gears in Buggs’ head turning. She suddenly gasped 
out loud, and Gaucho popped up from behind a bush.
 
“Are you okay?” he asked quietly (always careful not to 
scare away shy creatures).

“Gaucho! This beetle… he… his legs! 
It’s WATER! He has WATER! 
The cliff… Freddy! 
We have to- it’s WATER!!” 
 
Buggs could barely get the words out as she clamored 
to put her supplies away and pull Gaucho down the 

road alongside her. 

Now, you haven’t met Freddy yet, but when you do, 
you’ll understand why his name was on the tip of Buggs’ 
tongue.  He can fix anything- make anything-  

SOLVE anything.  
 

Buggs showed him the beetle, and her wet shirt, 
and they stood under the cliff and peered up,  
furiously sketching, scheming, and mapping.



It didn’t take them long to come up with an idea. Freddy 
made the contraption, Enna helped sew the water-catcher, 
and together, they hatched their grand plan.

 

The third one, 
however, worked 
like a charm.

Once the weather dried up, they strapped their gear to their backs like camels and hiked 
up the side of the hill. They spent days setting it up. But it wasn’t a quick fix- the first
version collapsed when the fog gathered. The second version wouldn’t tip.

  



The fog gathered on the cliff.

The water catcher caught the water. 

From down below, the lever was pulled, and the catcher tipped. 

And, like magic, the water came rushing down into the cistern. 

Townsfolk gasped with excitement. 

Buggs and Freddy smiled.

Water. 
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Enna 





GROWL



Sigh...
  WEEDSWEEDS

Goodnight

YAWN GRO
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Choplin 



You might know a kid like Choplin.  

He has a prized possession: his shoes. He loved to keep them spotless. He loved to keep 
everything clean, actually. Sparklingly clean. Here, you see Choplin cleaning his precious 
Chuck Taylors, like he did every morning. He watched, with dismay, as another wheelbarrow 
full of nasty, stinky trash came down his road to be flung into the dump.

Enna and Buggs were taking a mid-morning stroll with 
a couple of Enna’s siblings (and her pet iguana, Harold). 
“Hey, Choplin! Want to look for fireflies with us tonight?” 

Buggs’ eyes gleamed with excitement.
“Maybe, it does sound like fun. Is it muddy out there?” 

Choplin looked down at his (now perfectly clean) shoes.
“It sure is- you better wear your exploring boots!”



That evening, right at dusk (when the yellows turned to pinks and the blues 
turned to purples), the whole gang searched for fireflies at the edge of the 
forest. In the falling darkness, Choplin was amazed to see, in the distance 
a bright light coming from a strange window.

“Who has enough power  
to shine a light so bright?”
Choplin wondered out loud. 

“I’d like to know,” Freddy said flatly. Freddy was always trying out new 
batteries and trying to charge old ones, constantly frustrated with  
not-enough-power for his projects (and for his noise-cancelling  
headphones that helped him stay calm).

The light was too far away to seek that late in the night, but  
Choplin had made up his mind. He’d find that house.



The next morning, he and Freddy set out (clean shoes and noise-cancelling headphones 
and all) to find it. It wasn’t until the sun was high in the sky that they made it to the house, but 
boy, was it a sight for sore eyes. The garden was lush with greenery. The house was clean. 
There was fruit on the trees. Happy doo-wop lilted from a radio. A slender gentleman in 
overalls was leaning over a box of dirt when he noticed the two boys agape on his lawn.  
 
“Howdy, boys. It must have taken you all day to get up here.”  

“It did. How come your house is so clean? What 
are those panels on the roof? Where’d you get 
that water? How did you get power? What’s that 
box? What’s that radio?” Freddy, excited and 
nervous, began spouting questions like a broken 
fire hydrant. Choplin, also excited, looked at the 
man like he was from outer space. 
 
“What is this place?”

“So many questions, boys! First of all, my name is Allan. Now, let’s start with 
your question,” he said, nodding at Choplin. “This place is my home. I don’t 
feel as comfortable in town, so I stay up here on the hill. 

It’s easier to keep things my  way here.”



“What’s that box?” 
 
Freddy, fixated on the box the man had beneath him, 
had begun fiddling with his headphones, something 
he did when he was truly focused. 

“I like to do everything myself. This is my compost 
bin. I use what I have- the waste from my home, and 
me, and I make the dirt a happier place for things I 
grow.” Though the man said this with perfect confi-
dence and calm, he may as well have overturned the 
box to reveal singing frogs beneath. “There isn’t any 
real waste here. All waste is food for something else. 
If you think about it, nature doesn’t have a dump.”

Choplin sat quietly for a moment. 
“So, your waste doesn’t go to the dump?”
“No, nothing gets dumped down there.

I find a way to use  
everything.”
“Can you show us how?” 
Allan smiled. 

“You got it.”

It took a few hours, but the man walked Freddy and 
Choplin through the steps of making a compost bin.  

He showed them the special tricks he used. They took  
notes and listened carefully and before they knew it,  

the sun began to creep near the hills. 



Since it was getting late, they walked home with purpose, excited and empowered to 
start their new project. It took a while, and a few salvaging trips to the dump to get the 
right supplies, but they finally got it right. They made sure to visit Allan on the hill to tell 
him all about it, and he was so proud!

… and guess who wanted one? Yep, Enna. Then Buggs (all those worms!). Gaucho didn’t 
want to be left out, so he wanted one… and then the neighbors.

In a few months, they spent all their free time finding wood  
and supplies to make compost bins for everyone. They started  
a small business, and folks came from all over Egansville to  
get a custom bin from the boys. 

In time, Choplin saw fewer and fewer  
wheelbarrows coming down the road to  
the dump. 

The dump didn’t get any smaller, but it 
didn’t get much bigger, either. He even 
saw folks removing usable items from the 
dump now and again. He felt like, one day, 
maybe the dump would shut down  
altogether. And, of course, sometimes 
he’d look out to the hillside and wave to 
the light in the distance. 
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Freddy 



Freddy loved to fix things,  
and he loved to play with tools. 
You could find him in his shed, before and after school. 
Lots of people made Freddy nervous; he didn’t love the crowds
It wouldn’t be so bad except that crowds could be so loud.

See, Freddy liked the quiet, and liked to be “in the zone.” 
His friends understood this, and they let him be alone.
He often wore some headphones, to keep away the noise
And made the daily life of Fred something he could enjoy!



In school, the teachers got it! They found ways to help out Fred. 
They built him a cardboard castle (the closest thing to a shed). 

He stayed behind his paper walls and focused oh-so-well. 
Then, when recess came, Freddy could come out of his shell. 



Whenever something broke (a shoe, radio or chair)
EVERYONE knew just who to call- for this, Fred had a flair. 
He took his time evaluating (to avoid any mistakes)
And with the tools inside his shed, he would fix that nasty break.



Besides the things he’d fix for friends, Freddy had projects of his own. 
He fiddled around with batteries, and microwaves and phones.
But power was scarce, and boy-oh-boy, did this get Freddy’s goat. 
He’d love to run his power drill or his TV’s old remote.

But batteries were hard to find, and real power was a joke. 
So Freddy labored by candlelight whenever something broke. 
Some kids dream of fame and fortune, or riding wild horses;
But Freddy dreamt of batteries and unlimited power sources.
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Gaucho



Gaucho leaned 
back in his  
rocking chair, 
waiting for the gaggle of tiny humans to 
get settled on the carpet for storytime. 
Once they were still (as still as little 
ones can be), he started in. 

“When I was little, like you, I used to go into the forest a lot. And the cliffs.  
And the desert. Your grandmother and I-”
“She was little too?!” 
“Yes, she was little, too. She loved to look for- wait, who can guess what  
Gramma Buggs liked to find?”
“BUGS!” The children called out in an excited chorus.
“Nailed it. She loved bugs, and I loved animals, so we spent the afternoons looking 
for creatures. But one creature in particular had my heart… The Lavender Fox.



The fox was beautiful- had fur like a soft lavender sprig. He was shy and sly, and I could 
only catch a glimpse of him here and there. Behind a tree, I’d see his tail flip. Under a 
rock he’d shimmy out of my sight. The craziest part about this fox was that he was  

out all the time.  

He was out in the winter, 
when the other animals 
were hibernating.

He was prancing around in the hot 
sun when the only other animals out 
were lizards relaxing on sun rocks.

He seemed to be 
comfortable- and 
happy- in any 
weather.



I tried to follow him home almost every time I saw him- and one day, 
I got lucky. I was stuck to him like gum on a shoe, and I followed him 
back to his strange little fox burrow. 

You know what was so strange about it? 
It was decorated. 

Tiny, colored stones lined the edges of the opening to his home. 
This was in the winter, and those stones were crystal blue and shiny. 
There were hundreds of them- sitting out in the biting, cold air.

 
 
I followed him another time and saw where he got the stones- a sparkling quarry near 
the base of the hill.The quarry was full of rocks- red and blue and yellow. He never 

brought back the yellow ones, but always the blue in the winter and red in the summer. 
 
What a curious little fox, I thought.

 



Then, one hot summer day, Grandma Buggs and I were out 
exploring. I thought we were alone, but we heard a scurrying in 
the bushes. By the time we got there, the sneaky fox was already 
gone- but he had left behind a few shiny blue stones. 

Can you guess how they felt?”

“That’s right, they were COLD. Those stones had been nestled in the fox’s fur, 
keeping him cool in the hot summer sun. It dawned on me- the blue stones left 
out in the chilling cold in the winter- were STORING THE COLD. And the red 
ones, in the summer, were STORING HEAT.

 

COCOLLD!D! They were COCOLLD!D!



Grandma Buggs and I ran to get the rest of the gang and we ran down to the quarry like you 
kids run to the ice cream truck. We held the stones in our hands- the red ones were warm, and 
the blue ones were cold, and then there was a mysterious yellow stone, too. We collected as 
many of the red and blue as we could in our pockets (they looked like a chipmunk’s cheeks 
full of nuts). Freddy collected the yellow ones for fun, too. 

Who can show me how we use those  
red and blue stones now?



That’s right. We use the stones to help ourselves stay cool and warm when we 

need to- that’s why we don’t have to heat our houses or offices very much. 

We focus on what the people need- 
not what the building needs. 



But what Freddy found- now, that was really something. Uncle Freddy put those 
yellow stones on his table, and something amazing happened. He had a little  
exposed circuit he was working on- something to help repair a radio he had  
found- and one of the stones dropped onto the circuit. For a brief moment, the 
 radio turned on. Freddy thought it was a mistake- it had to be! But when he  
placed the stone on the circuit, just like a battery, there was power. Real power. 
STORED POWER. 

“Did Freddy make batteries?”

“You bet he did. He made batteries of all shapes 
and sizes. He helped figure out ways to mine the 
stones from the quarry. He found ways to generate 
energy and get it into the batteries. He made all the 
broken things in his shed work… and then started 
working on the rest of the town.”

FREDDY  FREDDY  
SAVEDSAVED    
THE DAY!THE DAY!



Freddy’s stones changed the way things worked in Egansville. Not only the way the radios, and 
electric toothbrushes, and lights worked; the stones changed so much more than that. Folks 
were thinking differently. They were looking beyond their own bad habits. They were looking 
to nature. They were open to new ideas, like trapping fog, and growing food, and composting. 

The townspeople transformed. And when they did, they discovered that the world  
had so much more to offer them.… and since the people changed, the town changed, too.  

Like a muddied wall into a garden,  
or a foggy hill into a watery oasis; the confused,  
dull town of Egansville came to life again. 
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The tiny town of Egansville is tucked away in the hills. When the Great Landslide hits, their power and water 

resources are almost completely destroyed! The townspeople do their best, but Egansville became a shadow of 

what it once was. Luckily, a resourceful and spunky group of kids come to the rescue, and with a little help from 

Mother Nature, Egansville is transformed! 


