


 My name’s          and I just love telling                . 

But everyone says my stories are without rhyme or reason.

Stan
, can

you 
hear 

me?

.

.

.

.

I think a mosquitojust stung me onthe tail! 

.
.

Once 
Stan 

starts
But he's nevertold an interesting
tale his
whole life.

.

.

tellin
g his 

tales
, 

the 
word

s just 
pour

right
 out 

of 
him.



Today, as usual, Stan set out to find a

.

.

Can I tell

you a story?

You 
dope, 

who

wants to tell tales

to a crocodile?

. 

. 

Get out of

here before I

.

.

Go 

.

.

.

 Why does he 

bother everyone?  

serves him right. 

.

 

gobble you up!
get him!

.



He went up to the       , who was stretching out in the        . 

But before Stan could say     , he already had to         .           

Why are you

so mad

.

.

That guy 

can really 
..

I don't 

your silly stories!

want to hear 

.

.

Get out of 

here, Stan. What . . 

Worms are

just as dopey

.

at me?

roar!

are you 

waiting for? 

as elephants.



That afternoon, as Stan lay moping on a pile of leaves, the tiny

little             finally reached his          .

I've 
been

 calli
ng

you all day, 

darling.

.

.

What can

you do? 

.

.

It's love.



“I told you a thousand times, but you                                         !” 

moaned Ant. “Can I tell you        now?” asked Stan, delighted.

Where are

we going?

.

.

A know a greatplace where you
can tell your

stories.

.

.

But how will 

those two crazies

ever make it 

.

.

over there? 



Stan, you

are just the

best!

.

.

loves to tell tales, but nobody ever wants to listen to him. Until...
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