PETER # REYNOLDS



Ramon Loved
to draw.




Anytume

fih
e




Anything.



Anywhere.



One day, Ramon
was drawtng a
_ vase of tlowers.




His brother Leon,
leaned over htis
shoulder




Leon burst out
laughing.
"WHAT ts THAT?"
he asked.




Ramon could not
even answer:




He just crumpled
up the drawtng
and threw tt
across the room.



Leon's Laughter
haunted Ramon.



. . He kept trying to make
Mg his drawings look ‘right,"
. but they never did. .G
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After many months

_and many crumpled
- sheets of paper,

Ramon put hts

pencil down.

"‘I'm done.”




Marisol, his sister

- was watching hum.
"What do you want?'
he snapped.



'l was watching you draw,” she satid.
Ramon sheered.
"I'm NOT drawing! Go away"



Marison ran
away, but not
before picking up
a crumpled sheet
of paper.



"Hey! Come back
here with that!”
Ramon raced after
Marisol, up the hall
and wnto her room.



t to yell but fell silent

e was abou

5!:.:: "
\ . )

when he saw his sister's walls ...



He stared at the crumpled gallery.



"This ts one ot
my favorites,’
Marisol said,
potnting.




"That was supposed
to be a vase of
flowers." Ramon
said, "but it doesn't
Look Like one.”
"Well, it Looks
vase-ISH!" she
exclaumed.




"Vase-ISH?" Ramon
Looked closer.
Then he studied
all the drawings
on Martisol's walls
and began to see
them in a whole
new wav.




"They do
Look ... tsh,’

he satd.




Ramon felt Light and

energized. Thinking

tsh-ly allowed hts
ldeas to flow freely.



He began to draw what
he felt-loose lines.
Quickly springing out.
_ Without worry.



Ramon once
again drew
and drew
the world

around him.



Making an ish
drawtng felt
wonderful.




He filled his journals ...







Ramon
realized he
Y could draw tsh
e 7 feelings too.

excited-ish.



His tsh art inspired tsh writing.



He wasn't sure if he
was writing poems,
but he knew they
were poem-tsh.




One spring morntng,
Ramon had a
wonderful feeling.

It was a feeling that
even ish words and
tsh drawings could
not capture.



He decided NOT
to capture tt.
Instead, he sumply
savored tt ...




And Ramon lived tshiully ever after
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