
 

 
 



Once upon a time there 
was a little world. It 
was perfect, never was 
heard a wrong word. 

 

 

 



In that world there was a girl 
named Ellis. She lived on a 
little street, the street called 
Hollis. Her last name was 
Crumb, as in the cake, and 
she was in a family of four, 
not including Roland, the pet 
snake. 

  



Her father stacked cans at 
the store, and her mother 
was a librarian, so she 
stacked some more. 8 years 
ago they had Ellis, their little 
girl. 2 years after that they 
had one more. 

   
 
 



Ellis had a little brother, who 
loved his blue cheese. His 
name was Eddie and he 
enjoyed climbing in trees. He 
never bothered his sister, never 
an argument or fight. Their life 
together was always just right. 

             



Everyday Ellis walked him to 
school, along with their friend 
Abbie, and they always 
followed the rules. On the way 
to school they never did trip, 
even when the ground was 
slippery, from the water going 
“drip drip”. 

 



At school, they went to the 
library and read books aloud. 
Abbie read about bumblebees, 
Ellis about clouds. No one read 
a word wrong, not a sentence 
too long. 

 
 



The next class on their agenda 
was science, how fun! They 
made a chemical reaction out of 
earwax, hydrogen and 
hamburger buns. Ellis and 
Abbie were partners and they 
understood the problem in a 
blink. No one messed up, 
everyone worked in sync. 

 



Lunch was spaghetti and 
meatballs, delicious! With whole 
grain bread and skim milk, how 
nutritious. The spaghetti strings 
were all the same size, and the 
meatballs were perfectly round, 
according to pi. 

 



Pretty soon at recess, a game 
of baseball had begun. Every 
ball was caught, everyone 
made a home run. Some of the 
kids decided not to play. They 
skipped rope, not a jump gone 
astray. 

 



In math everyone was 
calculating away. Multiplication, 
division, quantum physics, all in 
their brains. The answers were 
written down one by one, 
finding the ratio of flour to sugar 
in cinnamon buns. 

           



The teacher began to write a 
problem on the board. He 
called on Ellis to answer; a 
correct one was insured. But 
when she said 78 divided by 2 
was 80, the wrongness of her 
answer was pretty weighty. 

 



She was sent to the principal’s 
office, because nothing like this 
had happened in a thousand 
years, so of course this set off a 
bunch of people’s fears. “Is she 
sick” said the people. “Nope” 
the nurse replied. They did 
many things, none worked, but 
they still tried and tried. 

 
 



She was sent to the MPO, 
Mistake Prevention 
Organization, to you. There she 
was tested, with everything 
from a crab cake to bamboo. 
She was poked and prodded, 
got shaked and got aches. But 
she still kept on making 
mistakes. 

 



After 3 weeks of tests, they 
finally asked her what she 
thought. She said “It’s O.K. to 
make mistakes, as long as you 
learn a lot. Mistakes let you be 
sire not to do what you did 
again. That’s what makes you 
who you are, not writing 
perfectly with a pen”. 

     



The adults were speechless; 
they didn’t know what to say. 
Until one spoke up and said 
“She’s right, everything is the 
same these days.” They 
realized mistakes make us 
different, and differences are 
good. They change the rule, 
and now making a mistake is a 
could. 

           



A while after, they had a big 
party, everyone was invited, 
including President Artie. The 
big celebration was for the new 
law, “Learn from your mistakes, 
it’s not always a flaw.” 

      



The next day on the way to 
school, Eddie fell out of a tree, 
and into the neighbor’s pool. 
Even though he was soaking 
wet he learned not to sit on a 
trees edge. 

     



In the library, the class read 
about the snowy north. When 
she was called to read aloud, 
Abbie stepped forth. But oh no! 
She said the word “Arctic” 
wrong! She said artic, not the 
arctic she had been saying all 
lifelong. 

   



In science, they attempted a 
little explosion. But instead, the 
teacher’s facial hair 
experienced a little corrosion. 
His moustache was fried, burnt 
to a crisp. All because of too 
much soap in a beaker, it was 
nothing more than a wisp. 

        



One option for lunch was soup 
with onion. Some kids had a 
bowlful, some had none. When 
a child with a hatred for soup 
was accidentally given a sip, he 
didn’t freak out; he just opted 
for chips and bean dip. 

 

http://www.google.com/imgres?q=onion+soup&um=1&safe=active&hl=en&biw=1920&bih=878&tbm=isch&tbnid=NAfzqIqHgg_OJM:&imgrefurl=http://www.cookography.com/2008/the-best-french-onion-soup-ever&docid=22Q8YNiVhZm7CM&imgurl=http://www.cookography.com/wp-content/uploads/2008/03/img-0632.jpg&w=500&h=333&ei=F6XuUfCKF4_49gT5koHQCQ&zoom=1&iact=hc&vpx=305&vpy=581&dur=2792&hovh=183&hovw=275&tx=211&ty=93&page=1&tbnh=137&tbnw=201&start=0&ndsp=50&ved=1t:429,r:32,s:0,i:180


At recess, the choice was yet 
again baseball, and the batter 
didn’t know what to do when 
thrown a curveball. No home 
run, no roaring crowd. She got 
up and said “I’ll try again next 
time” aloud. 

 



At math class, they began a 
new unit, and some didn’t 
understand. The great amount 
of questions wasn’t planned. 
Despite the number of 
questions, like “What in the 
world is the square root of 4?” 
they all learned something, and 
that mattered more. 

      



 

 

 


