
"Enough of this," said Sidney. 
"Let's search the room and find What?." 

P So they did. 
As the painted painter painted, 

the author wrote that 
soft light streamed over the tapestry, 

and they looked everywhere. 
They tried to have good manners there 
because it was someone else's room, 

but they looked behind the curtain in the gloom, 
and behind the tapestry, and up in the rafters, 

and in the cup, and under the bug, after, 
and under the foot, and out the window, 
and inside the grilled cheese sandwich, 

and under the dust, and inside the drawer. 
They looked everywhere you could look. 



Sidney zapped back and forth across the book 
like a ping-pong snail. 

Dickinson rose to the ceiling. 
He can't help that. 

What? wasn't there. 

"I have an idea," said Poodle. 

Everyone turned and looked at him. 
Good. They needed an idea. 

The painted Vermeer painter turned 
and looked over his shoulder. 
Clio looked over her shoulder. 

Vermeer, who was older, 
looked down from somewhere. 
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"Maybe," said Poodle, "we should go back. 
Maybe we're off the track. 

Instead of straining to the next painting, 
which is probably Velasquez's Las Meninas, 

let's jump back to the Van Gogh. 
Something tells me that What? 
might still be in the Van Gogh." 

The friends looked at Poodle. 
Well, they thought, 

you have to trust your intuition. 

After this long day, 
they were willing to try anything, even a hunch. 

They gathered in a bunch, dreamed of lunch, 
grabbed their wits, and UP they jumped, 

rocketing right through 
the ceiling of Vermeer's room. 
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