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Once upon a time, in a delightful  little town where houses were painted in
vibrant colors,  and gardens bloomed with flowers of every hue, lived a grumpy
old gnome named Cross Patch.

Cross Patch, named so for his ever furrowed brow, lived alone in a charming little
cobalt blue cottage, tucked away from the rest of the town. He was a skilled
weaver  who  spent  his  days  and  nights  by  his  fireside,  spinning  the  finest  and
softest threads from the fluffiest clouds, caught at dawn each day.

One gloomy winter's day, Cross Patch drew the latch of his cottage door, keeping
out  the  biting  cold.  He  sat  by  the  warm,  crackling  fire,  the  spinning  wheel
humming a lullaby.  The clouds he'd collected earlier  spun into threads that
shimmered in the firelight, as soft as a whisper and as light as a fairy's sigh.

Beside him, on a tiny table, sat a golden cup
filled with sweet nectar he had received as a gift
from  the  honeybees,  for  weaving  them  new
honeycomb nets. The nectar was as golden as
the  summer  sun  and  warmed  him  from  the
inside out.

Cross Patch took the cup, relishing the sweet warmth it brought. He drank it up
until  not a single drop was left.  As he savored the nectar's taste, he felt  a
peculiar warmth spreading within him. It wasn't just the heat from the nectar; it
was a warmth that tickled his heart.

For  the  first  time  in  what  seemed  like  ages,  Cross  Patch  felt  a  spark  of
something... something like joy, something like companionship. So, on a whim
that surprised even himself, he decided to do something unheard of. He decided
to invite his neighbors in.

With a newfound twinkle in his eyes, Cross Patch walked to his door, threw open
the latch, and ventured into the snowy evening. He knocked on each door in the
town,  inviting  each  of  his  neighbors  over  to  his  cottage  for  a  cozy  fireside
gathering. The townsfolk, surprised but touched by the gesture, agreed heartily.

Soon,  Cross  Patch's  quiet  cottage  was  filled  with  laughter,  the  air  warmed  by
camaraderie. There were the hummingbird sisters sharing stories of their travels,



Mr. Fox entertaining the children with his shadow puppets, and the deer family
serving up their famous berry pies.

That night, Cross Patch found himself laughing and sharing his own tales, the
fire's glow no longer the only warmth in his home. His heart felt lighter, his smile
was wider, and his eyes sparkled more brightly.

From that day forth, the town saw a change in Cross Patch. His frown had
softened,  and he no longer  spent  his  days and nights  alone.  Cross  Patch's
cottage became a hub for the townsfolk—a place to share stories, laughter, and
companionship.

Cross Patch learned the value of friendship and community, his life enriched by
the love and warmth of his neighbors. And although he still loved his solitary
mornings with his clouds and spinning wheel, he now knew that the evenings
were for sharing cups of nectar, stories, and lots of laughter by the fire. He was
not just Cross Patch the gnome anymore. He was Cross Patch, the heart of their
vibrant little town.

Stories help us explore cultures, learn moral lessons, connect with nature — or simply have fun. That's why
ririro.com offers 3,000+ free stories — fairy tales, fables, bedtime stories, myths and more — for every age,
in 13 languages, with free printable PDFs and often audio. Reading should be a right, not a privilege. Share

ririro.com and spread the joy of reading.
Instagram: @ririro_reading · Pinterest: pinterest.com/ririrocom


