
A NEWSONG

They covered ground quickly. Sunset was approaching. Gradually

they were climbing in height. A new mountain was ahead. Surprisingly,

though the path was getting steeper, Aaron hardly felt the difference

except for a few really tough places.

A lot of birds were around them singing away. This puzzled Aaron.

These birds should be nesting for the night, but~t they were acting

as if it were morning time. And such sounds and melodies going back

and forth! Beautiful new songs and delightful sounds he'd never heard

before. Some sounds reminded him of his visit to a big city zoo.

Then there were other sounds. Different ones. Mostly pleasant, yet

others were awkward or funny. Aaron wondered and finally asked his

friend.

"These are songs from a few of the animals who live around and on

this mountain. For they too have sounds to share with others. Some

tell stories. Others are a way of talking with the rest of the beasts

"and creatures. And mostly it's a form of pleasure for them whether

alone or along with the others."

He continued by pointing out to Aaron each distinct song, each creature,

and what it meant. Amazed, Aaron listened intently. The higher they

climbed the sweeter and purer the sounds and the more of them. The wind

sang through the trees. The streams sang down the mountainside.

Even the stars above seemed to twinkle their notes down. The whole

mountain world became a place of joyful sounds.

Then, suddenly every voice was hushed. Aaron stood still looking

at his friend and then all around-silence! Silence except for a very

faint single flute that started a beautiful, gentle melody. With

each footstep in the final climb to the upper meadow of this mountain,

the flute grew louder and more beautiful. When they came to this place

not far from. the summit, a huge open area filled with what looked

like trees dancing about by the light of a bonfire, the source of

the flute playing came hopping from behind a rock. He was a peculiar
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