“On the Blue Mountain,
the wind whispered wh,
and a brisk wisp
whipped off the page
and whisked the author’s nose.

The wind thinks
it 1s so funny.
frlte me out of here,” Poodle said.
me__ there, in that forest




Done thought the author,
and he began.to write the forest
for Po_odle to land 1n.

The forest would need words:
branches, and trunks, and shadows and skunks,
and eyes in the shadows that rose—who knows—
" and blue river rolling slow,
and a squlrrel somewhere
in mid-j Jjump.

The a'utl'lb;i"_used forest words.-
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The author wrote more,
and the forest grew deep
and wild; it wasn’t like us.
Something moved a branch.

What? I don’t know.

Hoooo, cried something.
There are always somethings in a forest.
You can hear them.

‘Some things in the forest go hoooo.
Some go eeeeep eeep!
Some go urp or rivvet.
Some go SSSSSSSSS. “f. :
7 Rowp, maybe? ‘W"‘.:: ~
Al _ One goes screeeee! =~ .«
,"'.: Little birdies go sweet sweet sweet.. - .-
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