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Curious George Goes to the Hospital
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Betsy came running down the ramp, threw her arms around
George, and kissed him. “Don't be sad George,” she said.“The
whole thing was SO funny! I never laughed so much in my life.
I'm so glad you were in the hospital with me.”  (Hfe)
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Sly Fox and Red Hen
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Red hen lived in a little house in a tree.

Sly Fox lived in the wood. And he was hungry. =
The stones fell splash! into the hot water.
“Quch!!!” said Sly Fox.

“I really hate that hen!l!” (Hi#)
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&) The Very Hungry Caterpillar
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The caterpillar ate through one nice green
leaf, and after that he felt much better.

Now he wasn't hungry any more - and he
wasn't a little caterpillar any more. He was a
big, fat caterpillar. (i)
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Me at 12 years old
TEE NYE—FVAISTOREEE DEE

A s

I said myself, “There are a lot of people
creating great art in the world and I want to
create something like I saw, or even a better
one.” (Hi¥)
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Wallaby
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One Hundred Poets,
One Poem Each
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And here is the last one, a poem by Abe no
Nakamaro.
When I look up into the vast sky tonight, is
it the same moon that I saw rising from

behind Mt. Mikasa at Kasuga Shrine all those
years ago? ()
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