
Praise for A COLLECTION OF TINY STORIES, 
Diminutive Tales from the Tip of My Imagination

CK Sobey’s new book A Collection of Tiny Stories, Diminutive Tales from 
the Tip of My Imagination is an excellent work that can help writers of all 
abilities who want to further develop their individual styles and improve 
their creative abilities. To help develop her own imagination, CK focuses 
on a momentary thought and expands it in a similar fashion that a 
songwriter would in writing a song. It begins with a key word or phrase 
that develops into a short glimpse of the subject’s “world.” Composers call 
that “the hook.” I trust that you will find inspiration in A Collection of Tiny 
Stories. Diminutive Tales from the Tip of My Imagination by CK Sobey and 
give yourself permission to let the tiny tales forming in your mind find the 
light of day on a printed page. All of the tiny stories Kas has set into this 
book have the potential to become books of their own.

Michael R. Hathaway, DCH—hypnotist, author, musician 
White Mountain Reflection Center 

Madison, New Hampshire

Reading CK Sobey’s A Collection of Tiny Stories, Diminutive Tales from 
the Tip of My Imagination is like having an open-ended ticket to visit 
multiple worlds. Each “tiny story” is a postcard from an unseen world. 
These stories roll back the fog that so often obscures our dreams and our 
waking imaginations. The art that compliments each story is beautiful 
and evocative and adds to the experience of the stories. Sobeys tales hold 
hints of the supernatural, ephemeral visions and colorful fragments that 
embody the whole of an experience, a relationship, a place. I was unable 
to put this book down until I finished it! 

Judith Prest, Poet, Artist, Teacher, and Creativity Coach 
Author of Elemental Connections, After and Geography of Loss.  

judith@spiritwindstudio.net 
www. spiritwindstudio.net

CK Sobey brings tiny stories that open big doors of imagination and 
send us sparks to ignite our own creative fires. These stories cover a 
gamut of life experiences, including wonder, curiosity, illness and death, 
tenderheartedness, and laughter. The weaving in of images provides visual 
inspiration that makes this collection even more delightful.

Gail Warner, MA, MFT, author of Weaving Myself Awake:  
Voicing the Sacred through Poetry, therapist, and 

Founder of Pine Manor Retreat Center.



“The magic is coming back” says the typewriter. Kassia reminds us that 
it has never left the crevices between moments and invites us to look. 
These stories are like wild strawberries found while we are walking in the 
woods on a hot day. You will savor, you will giggle, you will wonder, and 
sometimes you might shed a tear. The beautifully curated images are 
poems in themselves. Lose yourself in them and use them as portals to 
your own imagination. 

Mariabruna Sirabella, MS, LMFT, SCF&T 
www.mariabruna.com 

Founder of the School Of The Origins SoulCollage® Lead Trainer;  
Trainings and Translations Coordinator

This treasure of tiny tales offers tender vignettes carefully crafted with 
vivid and engaging detail. Entering these imaginary realms, you will 
find a magical gathering of stories infused with texture, symbolism, and 
meaning. Surprises around every corner, rich with whimsy, mystery, and 
longing, brought alive by a masterful storyteller. 

Christina MacLeod, MAEd, MPH, 
Creative Healing Alternatives and Holistic Medicine  

Nature-inspired Ceremonial Celebrant  
www.christinamacleod.com

CK Sobey has taken the written wanderings of her imagination and 
gathered them into this delightful, Collection of Tiny Stories with big 
impact. From the sweet to the sorrowful, these magical moments may be 
real or imagined. Kas seems to ask, if imagined, are they any less real?

These stories and exquisite original images will spark the reader’s own 
imagination as they follow Kas’s adventures of the mind. 

Patty Kline-Capaldo 
Co-founder, Creative Light Factory 

www.creativelightfactory.org



A Collection of Tiny Stories is a whimsical and philosophical collection. 
With a celebratory tribute to creative spirit, imagination, and 
daydreaming, there is something for everyone to find and cherish in this 
gorgeous little book. Relax, read one story at a time, and savor it. The 
stories and art create a sense of peace and hope that every day can bring 
moments and memories both pure and poignant. 

Michelle Miller  
Executive Director, International 
Women’s Writing Guild 
IWWG.org

A Collection of Tiny Stories, Diminutive Tales from the Tip of My 
Imagination presents prose and art that represent an inspirational 
celebration of the spirit, gathering “tiny” works “born out of moments of 
whimsy, mystery, and longing.” Add “and magic” to that list, because CK 
Sobey’s works employ a magical element that gathers tales both fantastic 
and reflective into three sections: Inspiring Odysseys, From the Heart, and 
Fanciful.

These short works don’t require linear reading. Readers can skip through 
the sections and will find them succinct, standalone pieces that delight no 
matter their arrangement or the wellsprings of their wonder.

Take “The Bookstore” for one example. Here, Sobey reflects that “I 
always love going to the bookstore. I go when I’m drained, or my inner 
animal needs its fur stroked.” The piece goes on to explore the magic of a 
particular used book that calls his name with intrigue to provide passages 
that fuel his days: “I knew we would eventually meet. It was handwritten 
in a beautiful, fluid script. Intrigue and enchantment came over me. I 
touched those written words with my fingers, stroking the words.”

The conclusion is a thought-provoking book image presented in full color 
that lingers in the mind, reinforcing the magic of books.

“The Art Class” is another blend of autobiography and reflection that 
muses on Sobeys participation in a portrait class, and the memories of the 
past that are reflected in this present-day endeavor: “I have come to love 
that younger me more through the years, realizing I had just received a 
gift from this memory.”



While many of these short pieces hold the look of poetry one-liners, 
in fact, these vignettes are presented using a minimum of words and 
an attention to making every one count. The color illustrations that 
accompany them are simply gorgeous in their own right, accenting the 
story and creating visual embellishments of their own artistic high quality.

Think Proust, but without the prolific descriptions of scenes that thwarted 
some of his readers. In effect, A Collection of Tiny Stories is an exploration 
of in-the-moment experiences that, like Proust, connect past and present 
with a simple touch, taste, observation, or experience.

Readers who want the feel of a journey through life via its smallest 
moments that hold the time-traveling power to connect past and present 
will find A Collection of Tiny Stories more accessible than most short 
collections. It makes the most of the short form to demonstrate the power 
of the moment and the art in capturing and preserving it and will prove 
an especially useful selection for literature libraries and teachers looking 
for contemporary examples of rich prose reflections.

D. Donovan, Sr., Reviewer,
Midwest Book Review
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This book is for everyone who feels a sense 
of the creative spirit rambling around. 

She is waiting to share some delight with you.

I also dedicate this book to Beth Moulton.  
I had just started to know you.  

I will think of you often. 



Foreword

“In the Universe, there are things that are known, and 
things that are unknown, and in-between them, there are 
doors.”

William Blake

The creative spirit is unique in what she offers us. It begins with receiving. It 
never ceases to amaze me how differently this gift expresses itself in people. This 
spirit is always waiting to be realized. There are no boundaries. Creativity can be 
spontaneous. The ideas, the call of inventiveness. It is all (and awe), inspiring, and 
if I open my arms to accept this imaginative muse, it becomes a lovely, frolicsome, 
and maddening relationship. Not without effort, but fulfilling.  
It may inspire to create something of a culinary nature. A recipe that pops into my 
head or exploring something artful. Maybe dance and the movement teases me 
with an idea.  
Strumming a guitar, make some music, tap a rhythm, compose a song! 
What can you envision with that patch of dirt in front of where you live? Take a trip 
to visit a garden center with an idea as your partner and plan what you plant in 
that patch of dirt. 
Volunteer to be of service. Be silly! Have some fun! If we are lucky, we’ll catch the 
joy and begin a ritual. Maybe give birth to a bunch of little idea babies. 
The creative process moves in limitless ways. It may stick around for only moments 
as a mischievous sprite, tempting us to take part, or hang out longer. 
Accept it. It is a gift that is being given. 
A few muses hang around me most days. Sometimes it feels like a rabbit that hops 
along, inviting me to follow down that proverbial rabbit hole. It is a process that I 
trust, at least to begin. If I am in the flow, the zone, it leads to the next step. 



The well-known author Elizabeth Gilbert says this of an idea, “Ideas are driven 
by a single impulse: to be made manifest. And the only way an idea can be made 
manifest in our world is through collaboration with a human partner. It is only 
through a human’s efforts that an idea can be escorted out of the ether and into 
the realm of the actual.”  
Ideas are the stuff exquisite greatness is made up of. A waking dream is an idea. 
Regardless of how large, small, or insignificant, it leads to another stage of an idea. 
I honor daydreaming.   
This collection of Tiny Stories is an assortment of tiny, brief stories that were born 
out of moments of whimsy, mystery, and longing. Everyday people I heard about or 
read about sparked something within me. Many of the stories are from my own life 
and exploits. 

I believe in the indefatigable powers of imagination. I do my best to widen my 
imaginative lens of what I can create in any genre, recipe, or solution to a problem. 
The list goes on and on. It is what gets me out of bed in the morning. What will the 
day bring?  
Not every day is an explosive revelation, with my muses rambling around, 
whispering to me of some plan. I do my best to find peace and calm, even in 
moments. When I find these moments, they are the sweetness between the flow of 
found ideas. The quiet space is what I need to receive. I honor this time to allow the 
ideas to take shape, to grow.  
I love pictures as well. They have their own story to tell. As prompts I become 
turned on to a story, musing, or something new coming all together. I hope you 
enjoy my visual stories as well. They were created for these stories. 
 
I arranged the book into three sections: 
Inspiring Odysseys. These lean more toward the fantastic, sci-fi, and almost 
believable.  
From the Heart is just that. I hope they touch yours. 
Fanciful entries are whimsical, lighter, and captivating.

Read this book in any order, day or night.   
Find a quiet space and let yourself journey with me to the tip of my imagination. 
Let your dreams take flight!  

CK Sobey 
Valley Forge, Pennsylvania 
Winter 2022
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“The next morning when the sun was in the sky, 
the river discovered something beautiful.  
She saw the blue sky for the first time.  

She had never noticed it before.”

Thich Nhat Hanh
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My Typewriter
Years ago I bought a typewriter on the internet. The ribbons also 
came with the typewriter, with directions on how to maintain it. It had 
a rhythm to it. I loved striking the keys, the sound of the bell when 
I was at the end of a page, moving the arm over so the typewriter 
would move down to the next line to type on. I loved the ink on my 
fingers when I fixed the ribbon or the keys when they stuck. 
As time moved forward and technology created newer and better 
toys, my typewriter became obsolete.
The word processor was next. I could feel the rhythm, the sounds, the 
inner movement. Even so, it was nothing like the dings and clip-clop 
patter of my typewriter.  
Currently I have my laptop. I still can’t find what I had with my 
typewriter, so I have an app that mimics the sounds of a typewriter. 
The magic is coming back.
Visual prompts are huge for me. They encourage and stir my creative 
mind.  
I dig deeper to find what’s on the tip of my imagination. What opens 
the door to wild abandonment?  
When providence visits, I feel the magic moving down through my 
fingertips. 
The sound of my typewriter comes alive.
I am in the zone.
And the rhythm begins, again!



Inspiring Odysseys
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A Moment Held
Yesterday I remembered something that happened to me when I was 
much younger. It forever changed my life.
One night I was looking at the moon and stars.
The night sky was crystal clear. I felt I was in the center of the 
universe, moonbeams and starlight all around me.  
I heard a hum. Not sure where it had come from, I looked around and 
found a small object. It was a rough stone that glittered. 
I brought it home with me. 
I wrapped it with care in a scarf and hid the bundled stone behind 
some books on a shelf.  
Then I forgot about it.
Years passed, and life came and went in its multi-complex ways.  
Relationships began and ended. I became employed at different jobs, 
some odd and interesting. I started a few businesses. 
Life moved along. 
I worked on mastering the art of cooking. I did and became a part 
owner in a small restaurant.  
One day I was searching for a certain book and found that old scarf I 
had hidden years earlier.
The old scarf was covered with dust.  
I opened it that night when the moon was full. I was excited and also 
anxious about what it might reveal after all this time. 
Evening arrived, the moon’s precious magic once again shining all her 
light.  

I ate dinner thinking about the stone wrapped in my scarf after all 
these years. I rinsed my plate and took my folded scarf out to the 
meadow behind my house.  
With hurried hands I untied the small bundle. 
I sat for quite a long time under the moonlight, gazing at the once-
rough clump of stone. It was smooth.  
The same lights still shimmered from somewhere within. I held it in 
my hand, this magical gift I had found long ago. I sat in the meadow. 
Just me, the rock, and the Universe.  
I felt I was part of something huge and grand. Comfort bathed me into 
a deep, relaxed place. 



CK SOBEY

4
L

I have never been the same since then and will remember that night 
my whole life. 

I left the stone in the meadow to be found by someone else one day.
Now as my eyes close for sleep, I hold the scarf that once held my 
stone and remember again the enchantment of it all.


