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Majol“

Majot is = little, Frowhnish-yellow spattow. He weal's
wellies, so he ¢can’t fly all that well. Majot Joves 1o
sihg. He likes all songs that are pleasant, funhy or
cheerful. The only thing is, his deep voice frightens
al]l the othets.

They cty out: “You sound like a grump!”, “That’s
supposed to be a song?”, “It's not quite right!” And
besides, the rest of the flock thinks, it’s about time
he finally gels some sense ahd staris helping out at
wotk.

Major is disappointed ahd hops athg alohe 1h the
woods...




Melody

Melody, a strongly-buil, female bear ¢cub with a
Voice as bright as a bell, was, ohce again, too afraid
to ke of any help fOY‘agihg fotr food. The othet's shout:
“One peep of your squeaky voice ahd eVel'yohe Rhows:
you’ﬂ heve?Y ke 2 migh’cy bear.” MeIOdy 1s offenhded.

Huri, she tramps through the woods...




Rustle ih the Leaves

The branches crackle. Melody fl"igh’(f\llly looks akbout.
Thet'e! There 11 is again — a rustle in the leaves,
so close. Melody feels queasy. The othel's are right;
she’ll hevel' be a great big beal. Suddenly, a deep
voice grumbles from kehind her in an attempt to
sing: “Hel'e, het'e! Het'e I am!”

Tertrifled thet'e must ke a giaht (ahimal) behind het,
she turns around to find... a sparrow with wellies.
He’s petched oh =a kranch kobkihg just above the
ground, and he’s smiling. A little thing like that cant
ke C[ahgel‘ous at alll




An Encounter

“Who at'e you? And why ate you wearing wellies?”,
Melody asks. “I'm Majot, and these wellies wete a
gift from my grandfather. He was a greatl singer”,
Majot says and theh tells of his misfortune. Melody
asks him to sing a song — but she stops him just
as sooh as he staris: “It has no melody, and — you
souhd like & grumpy bear.”

Major is perplexXed; Melody really IS a keal, but
he sounds nothing like het at all. Just the opposite:
the beal’ has a gentle voice, as faint as a drop of
mot'hihg dew oh a petal.

Melody tells Majot why she’s alohe. The sparrow
Iesponds, “sorry to say, but, you teally can’t ke all
that brave, what with a voice like thatl... but singing,
yeah, that might suit you well...”. Melody heflily
throws the idea aside with ohe of her thick paws.
“No, ho I wouldn't date tr'y to sing.”




Hikihg & Bohdihg

They hike for' a time ih the woods. Well, Melody hikes;
the spartrow sits on het head (ahd ehjoys the ride). All
of & sudden, Major asks, “‘don’t you think we should
stick together?” “Yes! If you'te togethel, you't'e hever
alone”, Melody ahswet's. Both eagetly hod ahd Major
hearly falls from atop Melody’s head.
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