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As the moon goes to bed, the sun comes up

And here we meet a sleepy pup,

Who was walking through G-ville one bright sunny day,
Then saw The Villager and decided to stay.

On a pile of soft, cozy picnic blankets the floppy-eared
puppy snoozed, very nearly to the point of snoring, in a
slumber soothed by the calm breeze blowing through the
nearby trees. The patches of grass newly filled with budding
bulbs circled in their wavy lines around and around him,
but he didn’t notice the patterned lands at all as he napped
in complete relaxation on the colorful carpet. Doodle Dog
contentedly curled and flexed his paws in drowsy oblivion,
unaware of the goings-on near him but still safe, secure
and blissful all the same.

As he dozed, a dream took over his subconscious,
directing his imagination in a fantastical dance while he
slept. Nearly perfectly still in reality, Doodle Dog’s mind
was anything but as it zipped and zoomed from one scene
to the next almost as quickly as an inner tube soaring over
the top of the lake or a go-kart going round and round the
meadow. At a particular moment when it finally calmed,
the sleeping Doodle Dog found himselfin quite the strange
world his thoughts had created.

While in reality the sky above Doodle Dog was a soft
blue, misty in parts from a smattering of cottony clouds
here and there, in his dream the natural ceiling swished
and swirled with the melted rainbow from the racetrack,
dashingacrossacloudless canvas. The brilliant hues twisted
and tangled over the treetops, reds and purples mixing with
greens and blues. A radiant round sun shone through the
shining shades, making the yellows even brighter. Within
moments, a cluster of fluffy white wisps drifted onto the
scene, the clouds poufy like a bunny’s puffy tail. One by
one they floated through the curtain of color, dipping out
to the other side and leaving a translucent trail. One by one
each white puff entered the celestial crayon box, and then,
unexpectedly, when they emerged each one was tinted a
different color! Soon not only was the sky itself glittering
with streaks of its own colors, but the beautiful backdrop
was speckled with spots of painted clouds continuing to
glide along, lazily wafting above the landscape below.

And it was to that landscape below that Doodle Dog’s
imagination turned next without any particular reason or
intent. His dream melted from one scene to the next almost
as seamlessly as the clouds changing colors above him
and soon he found himself watching the ribbons of the
rainbow reach down to the ground, each separate shade
aimed directly for the center of each earthly pothole that
the floppy-eared puppy had helped dig not that long ago.
While in reality the potholes were covered with their soft,
cozy sod blankets, in his dream the little curious puppy saw
the flowers sprout up from their beds, pushing through the
earth and silently saying “good morning” to the spring. As
he crept closer to the tiny baby buds, Doodle Dog did not
see flower petals, silky and delicate, unfolding to feel the
sun’s warmth. Instead, when the sun spotlighted on each
previously-slumbering specimen, a shiny sparkle glinted
from it! Carefully creeping even closer still, the floppy-
eared puppy could now see that what had sprouted in front
of him was not a tulip or a rose or a daisy or a snapdragon.
Where a lavender-colored tulip should have been was a
sparkling violet amethyst! And where a radiant red rose
should have been was instead a ruby. Now every color of
the ribbons from the rainbow connecting the earth to the
sky were not only represented in the dipped clouds but
were now being reflected, quite literally, in the colors of
the gemstones growing up from the ground!

Asthe floppy-eared puppy continued down the winding
rows of precious jewels, enjoying the view of emeralds the
shade of evergreens and sapphires the deep blue of the
ocean’s waves, he wondered ifthere had ever before been a
bouquet of such bedazzling buds! The string of gemstones
almost seemed as though Mother Nature was getting dressed
up for a special occasion and the flowers-turned-sparkling
rocks of a different sort served as just the perfect accessory.
On and on they went, curving their colors up the hillside,
the amethysts, rubies, emeralds and sapphires intertwining
with unusual garnets and aquamarines as they too awoke
newly sprouted. Then Doodle Dog, wanting to give each
the attention it deserved, came upon the very last gem in
the pattern. It had no color at all! Though it seemed at first
glance to be an imperfection in the line of treasure, the
perfectly clear, colorless crystal sparkled up at Doodle Dog,
more unique and special than all the rest. He didn’t have a
chance to find out its secret in his dream, however, as the
warm sun in reality persuaded the floppy-eared puppy to
wake up from his nap.

As he reluctantly coaxed his eyes open, the tree next
to him caught Doodle Dog’s
gaze. And there, nestled
among its branches, was
something that wasn’t wood
or leaf or furry creature. As
the sunlight glistened down
on the earth, warming the
sleeping buds in their earthy
beds, italso shone on a speck
that was rather familiar.
Dangling from anearby twig,
asparkling crystal-like object
caught the light just so, and
one by one the sun’srays went
inthrough the clear container
and slipped out to the other
side leaving a translucent
trail. One by one each entered
the colorless crystal, and
then, unexpectedly, when
they emerged each beam
was a different color! The
tiny crystal seemed to hold
all the colors of the rainbow
in one beautiful bundle. The
floppy-eared puppy HAD
found a gemstone bouquet
in a very unique and special
little package!



