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“But you didn’t addfs in the last Chﬂp
said What?. “Why are you adding fs now

That was the dull echo you met up ;(' bove.
I like f’s in my echoesffff.”

“But those aren’t echoes!” cned What‘?
“That isn’t how it worksf =
There are rules about echocs "

“Oh, brother,” said What?,
but before he could continue,
Maybe stormed out from the curtain stage left.
Bizzie hurried after, her hand on her hat.




céjanot argue with echoes.
you responsible for this mess?”

“ hor’s voice from somewhere,
heir words, but—”

| aybe. “It won’t work.
ave to follow the friends.
k. They left the Van Gogh,

‘ to a different world
, , ‘Wlth its own quirks,
80 please write that chapter.”

E‘?giared at the silent stage
ACTTON!” and stormed away.
izzie ran after her.




Whatﬂuked ound. f -
The starry night hung, a hfeless canvas_
in shadow at the back of the stage.
What? tried to imagine what it had .e.;.‘.«;,e ike
when that sky was real B

He crept to the right me
peeked over, grrffed, and jumped.

His blue whiz marks watched hlm.]u;
and leaped after him.
They have to. You know that



