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But far above, What? was stilifalling. 
Falling toward the stage-page, 
he aimed his four feet down 

to stick the landing, 
and with apool!, 

he bounced onto the stage. 
Boomp! 

"What-what-what!" he thought, 
and he looked around. 

The stage was silent 
except for those lights y -

complaining in the ceiling. 
You can't please them. 



t 
A huge canvas hung at the back 

of the stage, a painted sky, now in shadow, 
and the starry night was still. 

What? hoped that some of his friends 
might still be there. 
"Hello?" he called. 

"Helloffff?" came an echo. 

What? looked around, 
but he could not see the echo. 



ho's there?" cried What?. 

"Thereffff," the echo repeated. 

"Stop that!" called What?. 

hatfff!" came the echo. 

what-what!" What? barked. - , 

"What are you doing?" asked What?. 
"Why are you addingfs to the echo?" 

"I'm an artistffff," said the echo. 
n. "It's my styleffff." 


