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And my 

husband Lars

My daughter, 

Brittany, and my 

grandbaby, 

Arrow

Dedicated to





 there lived a 

purple Blort 

known as Nindio

In a place called 

Blort World

Far away from Earth



One day, Nindio woke up from his nap feeling so woozy 

and wobbly he turned blue. 



He called out to some friends on the beach. “Can 

anyone call a doctor?”

The Droppie 

sang out. 

"I’m too busy 

standing on 

my head.”



The Slurpant 

chirped. "I’m 

too busy 

making a big 

splash.”

The Grunt 

snorted. "I’m 

too busy yelling 

at the sky.”



“Be that way,” 

said Nindio. 

“I’ll call the 

doctor myself.”

When Dr. Blort arrived, he looked at Nindio. “You are 

mighty ill. Meet me at my office right away.”



After Dr. Blort left, Nindio asked the Droppie, the 

Slurpant, and the Grunt, “Can any of you help me get to 

the doctor?”

The Droppie sang 

out. “Not now.  

I’m bouncing on 

one leg.”



The 

Slurpant 

chirped. 

“Not 

now. I’m 

swimming 

with my 

eyes 

closed.”

The Grunt 

snorted. 

“Not 

now. I’m 

practicing  

stomping.”



“Be that way,” said Nindio. “I’ll walk to the doctor.” 

Dr. Blort gave Nindio a shot of yellow medicine. “One 

now and one for the morning.”



Nindio walked home. On the way he turned green. He 

felt faint and slept all night.

In the morning he asked the Droppie, the Slurpant, and 

the Grunt, “Can any of you give me my shot?”



 

The Droppie 

sang out. “Not 

a chance. 

Shots scare 

me.”

The 

Slurpant 

chirped. 

“Not a 

chance. 

Shots 

make me 

shiver.”



The Grunt 

snorted. 

"Not a 

chance. 

Shots are 

for sissies.”

"Be that way,” 

said Nindio. 

“I’ll give it to 

myself.” And he 

gave himself his 

shot.



The medicine made Nindio break out in purple spots. His 

hair fell off his head. An hour later he stood up and got 

so dizzy he had to lie down.



Nindio felt so sick he asked the Droppie, the Slurpant, 

and the Grunt, “Can anyone call an ambulance?

The Droppie 

sang out. 

"No can do. 

I’m jumping 

off this 

tree.”



The Slurpant 

chirped. 

“No can do. 

I’m diving 

headfirst in 

the waves.”

The Grunt 

Snorted. 

"No can 

do. I’m 

stomping 

on 

flowers.”



“Be that way,” 

said Nindio. “I’ll 

call myself.” 

The ambulance hurried Nindio to the hospital. 







“Just in 

time,” 

said Dr. 

Blort. “This 

new blue 

and red 

medicine 

should 

make you 

purple 

again.”

Nindio walked home and fell asleep. 



He slept and slept and slept. 



When he woke up, he was purple again with wavy 

purple hair sprouting down his back. 

He shook out his hair and ran outside to dance.



He skipped up to the Droppie, the Slurpant, and the 

Grunt. “Who wants to celebrate my purpleness with me?”

The Droppie 

sang out.  

“I do. Let’s 

jump for joy.”



The Slurpant 

chirped. "I 

do. Let’s wear 

party hats.”

 

The 

Grunt 

Snorted. 

“I do. 

Let’s 

blast 

music.”



“Not so fast,” said Nindio. 

“You did not help me when I was sick and blue. I will 

throw my own party.”



In the middle of his party, the Droppie, the Slurpant, and 

the Grunt dropped by. They looked wobbly and woozy 

and blue.

“Can you help us,” they asked. 



Nindio shook his head. “I’m busy, not now, not a chance, 

no can do.”

But then he called Dr. Blort to give them shots. 



From that day on, they were all purple.





Behind Blort World
Blort World arose in the 

mind of an innocent and 

hopeful child, a girl who 

treasured her own mind. 

Although she is now 

an adult, her child self 

remains in full bloom.

“Visit my world,” Diana 

invites you, “a world 

full of whimsy, mystery, 

innocence, wisdom, hope, 

and danger.” 

Diana lives with her husband, cats, donkeys, and a 

pot-bellied pig. They keep her entertained as she 

develops Blort World full time.

And now, Diana is gifting folks with instructions to make 

your own Blort. Get them on blortworld.com. And don't 

forget to follow Blorts when you get there.

http://blortworld.com

