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In the meadow, early one morning, Petunia, the silly goose,
went strolling. She ate a bug here, clipped off a clover leaf
there, and she picked at the dewdrops on the goldenrod leaves.



Then, suddenly, she saw something
she had never seen before in the
meadow. What was it?



Petunia stole closer and closer
and sniffed at it from all sides.

“By Goosey Gander,” she said, “it does not
smell like food for a goose. But I believe I
have seen such a thing before. . . .




“Yes, I have seen one under Bill's
arm when he came out of school. It's
a Book. That's it. A BOOK!

“Come to think of it, just the other day I heard Mr. Pumpkin

telling Bill that Books are very precious. ‘He who owns Books

and loves them is wise.’ That is what he said.



“He who owns Books and loves them is wise,” repeated
Petunia to herself. And she thought as hard and as long as she
could. “Well, then,” she said at last, “if I take this Book with me,
and love it, I will be wise too. And no one will call me a silly

goose ever again.”

So Petunia picked up the Book, and off she went with it.



she swam withit,

She slept withit . . .

And, knowing that she was so wise, Petunia also became proud,

and prouder

that her neck stretched out several notches.



It was King, the rooster, who first noticed the change in

Petunia. He said, “Maybe Petunia is not so silly after all. She has
a Book. And she looks so wise that she must be so0.”

And the other animals began to believe in Petunia’s wisdom
too. They asked her for adviece and opinions, and Petunia was
glad to help—even when she was not asked.



Petunia grew still prouder
and her neck stretched out
another notch.































































