Prologue
“We want a story, we want a story!” the children chanted as they gathered around the fellow’s hut. It was Friday, and every Friday the old keeper of tales came out to read a story of the old times.

“Alright, alright,” the storyteller said, with his hands up to show surrender. “Just come on in” He held open the flap as the little kids marched under his arms.

Once everyone had settled in and the teller of tales was in has armchair, a little boy with blonde hair piped up, “What story are you going to read us today, mister?”

The fellow chuckled. Leaning forwards, he whispered, “Today I shall be reading you a story long from ago, before I was even alive. I shall be reading the story of colour.”

Immediately, everyone else stopped talking, and the only sound to be heard was the crackling of the fire. Selecting an old, dusty book from a shelf beside him, he put on his old glasses and flipped through the pages.

“Ahhh, here we are,” the storyteller said simply, stopping at a page and blowing the dust off. Then he started to read...


The Story of Colour
“Why not try that on a smaller scale?” Scotty wondered. So, he did exactly that.

Using a soft piece of moon rock, he drew circles in an arrangement of a path, thus creating craters on the moon. While drawing the circles, he realized how much he enjoyed it and decided that his hobby would be drawing and that one day he would be a very good artist.

After drawing out a clear path, Scotty hopped with both feet together from circle to circle all the way to the end. Scotty enjoyed this game so much that he decided to play it every day. He also decided to call it Hop-Scotty, since his name is Scotty, and, in the game, he hops. After centuries of change and mispronunciations, the game is now more commonly known as hopscotch, and now squares are used rather than circles.


Scotty continued on playing this game that he invented every day, however, one day, he made a major miscalculation. It was his birthday. He was turning twelve and Scotty was very excited.

“You don’t turn twelve everyday!” Scotty thought cheerfully.

To release all his excitement, Scotty drew himself a gigantic maze of circles that was even bigger than the moon itself! Scotty tried to hop through it, and it only took him three minutes and seven seconds to hop through the whole maze four times over. On the last square before completing the circuit for the fourth entire time, Scotty got so excited that he jumped a bit to high and went flying all the way to Earth!

When Scotty landed, he found himself safely on a cloud in the atmosphere. Luckily, the cloud was very soft and puffy and managed to break his fall, as well as support his weight. This is how Scotty first landed on Earth.

Scotty stayed afloat the cloud for the next few years of his life, in which, like on the moon, became very boring. There were seas upon seas of clouds and sky, though neither was interesting. The only thing that stood out in the empty, colourless sky was the bright sun, which hurt Scotty’s eyes when he looked at it; however, even that became boring after a while.



One seemingly boring day, Scotty gave up trying to count all the water beads in his cloud. Exhausted, he threw himself backward onto its soft cushioning. Unfortunately, the sun was shining extra bright that day, and it would not let Scotty fall asleep. Being very annoyed, he yanked the nearest flat cloud and pulled it over his head, blocking most of the sunlight, though some sunlight still leaked through.

Darn the sun,” Scotty cursed under his breath. He grabbed a big chunk of sky from up above and squished the piece into the gap. Much to Scotty’s surprise, not only did the chunk let through light, but it also separated the colours into seven different colours! Hence, colour was invented!



When Scotty was making the blue colour, however, he was clumsy and spilt a lot of colour all over the sky! Unable to remove the paint as he called it, Scotty cut off some of his hair, creating the first brush, and evenly spread out the colours across the sky. That is why even until today the sky is blue.

When they had landed, many of the colours were scattered all around the place. Nursing a big bump on the back of his head, he looked around his surroundings. He was amazed at how colourless everything was, just plain white.

He could barely notice the difference in an object and its surroundings had there not been shadows. Scotty walked blindly around for several minutes, constantly bumping into objects. By the time he had found that area of which his paints were, Scotty was all worn out and did not want to bump into any more objects. Then a bright idea popped into his head.

“Why not try to paint all the trees and rocks a certain colour so you can see them properly?” Scotty wondered. But Scotty was too tired that day and could not resist some sleep...

Ħ
The next day, when Scotty awoke, he discovered that he had accidentally spilt much of his green paint. The paint had somehow spread all over the face of the Earth and had already stained the grass. This reminded Scotty of the task at hand and he went right to it.

First, he painted all the trees green on the top so they would match the grass if you were to look at them from above. Then, since the green had quickly ran out, Scotty was forced to use a combination of colours he thought he might not need to create a varying brown for the trunks.

Next, he wanted to paint the water. Seeing as the seas strongly reminded Scotty of his home up in the light blue sky, Scotty decided to also paint it blue, so that he would feel home. Since there was so much sea in comparison to so little sky, Scotty had to fill-up a giant bucket that was so tall that it almost broke the sky, and so heavy that it left a giant hole from which the Niagara River flows into. Slowly, he tilted the entire content into the sea, making the sea blue.

Scotty travelled all around the world colouring and colouring. He coloured the clay canyons a tan yellow, and coloured the mountains and valleys a deep grey or brown. He even took enough time to individually paint each and every apple and banana a bright, rich yellow or a flaming red! Scotty even took the time to colour each individual speck of sand! Then, just to make the scenery picturesque, he stood onto the giant bucket and painted all the clouds a striking, bright white.



Very satisfied with his work, Scotty sat down in Canada to take a rest. Soon after, he quickly fell asleep. Then, the Great Winds came.

Ħ
The Great Winds howled across the face of the Earth, causing disaster, noticeably in Canada. The trees of Alberta to Manitoba were torn of their roots and all resettled in what is now British Columbia. The giant bucket was blown over the land and settled as the Hudson Bay. Even the Winds were strong enough to pierce a long river from the St. Lawrence Gulf to the Great Lakes.

Once calm had been restored, Scotty, who had managed to survive the whole incident, surveyed the area. Much to his disappointment, many of the colours had intermixed but dried after the Winds passed. He noticed that some of the paints of the grass and trees had splattered into the oceans, and now the oceans became turquoise! In addition, some wet white paint from the clouds had dripped down to the tips of the Rocky Mountains, covering them with white snow that was originally grey. However, the most shocking change was that what remained of the first paints Scotty made that he left upon his cloud had spilled over! The seven original colours that Scotty first invented had spilt in the order of red, orange, yellow, green, blue indigo, and violet!



“What shall I do?” cried Scotty in dismay. “There is no way I can remove the colours without smudging them!” Then an idea struck.

Standing on the tallest tree he could find, he cut off some long tail hairs of a chestnut horse and combined them to make a gigantic brush. Dabbing the brush in his small supply of clear water, Scotty reached up and smudged the paints. Since the sky was so high, Scotty could hardly reach and could not control the brush well. Consequently, the brush smudged the colours in a downward direction, causing the colours to spread in the shape of an arc. Scotty decided to keep this figure to remind him of what he had accomplished and decided to call it a “rainbow”, since it was full of rain water and in the shape of a bow. Scotty had created the first rainbow!



Epilogue
Once the man closed the book, immediately hands rose into the air. Chuckling, he pointed to a brown haired girl on the left. “Yes Karolyn?” he said.

“Umm, what happened to Scotty after that?” the girl stuttered.

“Well,” the storyteller said, pausing to think, ”I believe that he continued his journey around the world and visited many other countries, making many more colourful scenes and landscapes. In fact, Scotland, the birthplace of our ancestors, was named after Scotty, or that’s what my father told me.”

A few eyes widened in fascination; however, the girl did not seem satisfied. “But what happened to him after the travelling?”

Smiling, the teller of tales took off his chipped glasses and put them on the shelf beside his collection of tales. Turning to the starring children, he said, “That is a story for another day.”
 long, long time ago, long before dinosaurs came to be, and even before the sky was blue, there lived a boy named Scotty, though he did not live on the Earth. In fact, he was born on the boring, grey moon and had lived there for the first few years of his life. Scotty was very lonely as he was the first and only person living on the moon, and he became very bored.


One day, while Scotty was watching the stars and planets fly past each other and collide, as usual, he noticed that one particular comet bounced on four separate planets that were aligned with each other, before it continued on its route. This gave him a great idea.
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Picture of comet bouncing on 4 planets and Scotty watching





Picture of Scotty holding a piece of rock and jumping from one crater to the next





Picture of Scotty jumping off the moon





























Picture of Scotty finding himself on a cloud





Picture of Scotty pulling cloud over head but light leaks through while the sun is shining





Ever since his new invention, Scotty became very interested in colours. Soon after that day, Scotty tried shining the different coloured light on puddles of water that formed whenever his cloud unfortunately happened to stray underneath a stormy and angry cloud. Much to his delight, the colours stayed in the water, and soon Scotty had seven colours of water: red, orange, yellow, green, blue, indigo, then violet.








Picture of Scotty using lens to shine the colours onto a puddle on his cloud while the sun is overhead





After the hard and difficult task of painting the entire sky from horizon to horizon, Scotty was too tired and slumped right down. Unluckily, the poor small cloud could no longer hold the grown boy as well as the paints. The cloud broke apart, causing Scotty and he paints to tumble down all the way to the Earth below.





Picture of Scotty falling from the sky





Picture of painting trees green and brown








Picture of pouring blue paint into water
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Picture of Canada and bucket and flying trees and dripping clouds and crack through Quebec
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Picture of Scotty on left dragging brush to make a rainbow





Picture of Scotty walking away with brush in hand and a paint trail following
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