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Snowflakes Are Flying |
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Please walk gently into the forest......
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Snowflakes are dancing. Snowflakes are flying. White is the world. Silence reigns in the
forest and the mountain. Tall trees stand still. Little birds stop singing. Only the cold wind
goes on howling and howling.

Little Squirrel is walking in the forest, carrying his drawing board. He leaves a long trail of
tin¥ footprints on the snow-covered ground.
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“Where are you, Little Rabbit?” Little Squirrel calls out.

“Where...are...you?” an echo vibrates in the hollow.
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hops to the opening of the cave and is surp\sedxto,ﬁhd all tt}e ;;ge
clothed in white capes. T | 4 e
“’ m here.” shouts Little Rabbit. He runs
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Ducks are skating on the ice, gliding to and fro on the lake like somany'§ﬁooting stars.

“Little Squirrel, come skating with us. It’ s great fun, coming and going like a gust of
wind.” a duck says to him.

“Thank you, but | prefer painting games on the ice.” says Little Squirrel, opening his
drawing board.
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“Hey, this snowball is big and round. Let’ s roll it along on the lake.” Little
Rabbit goes over to dislodge the snowball.

“Ouch! It hurts me. The snowball pricks my hands.” cries Little Rabblt,*bloo'(’!; AR
covering his hands.
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. Little Squirrel goes over to have a look, oh, my goodness! It’s not a snowball

‘%ﬂ It’ s Little Hedgahog frozen hard like a snowball!

“H“urry' Let’'s rub his belly with snowballs. Keep rubbing. He will come to
life.” says.j:lttle Duck.
: Little deirffel rubs Little Hedgehog’ s belly with snowballs. He works at it
' so hard that drops of sweat stream down his face.
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Little Monkey comes over and says: “Don’ t worry! Don’ t worry! Let e 'give him

artificial respiration.”

Little Hedgehog comes to life at last. He stretches his legs, turns his head and makes
several sneezes.

“It” s OK now, Little Hedgehog. Please keep running and jumping.” They make a
snowman, fight with snowballs and have a good time.
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