





The forest is dense and green and full of rustlings,
squeaks and chirruping.

Suddenly a hunter comes into the forest, and everyone
hides, pricks up his ears, and is on guard. Alarm spreads from
tree to tree and from branch to branch like the ripples from a
stone thrown into water. Everyone hides behind a bush or a
twig, and not a squeak can be heard.

If you want to see, you must become invisible; if you want
to hear, you must stand stock-still with bated breath.

I know this: that quick eyes are watching me and that tiny
wet noses are catching the puffs of wind coming from my










































