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The Leaf With No Name
COLOR THE P ICTURE

I t was still dark, and every star was still out. The air was
so cold it made Mr. Monkey’s nose tingle, and the grass
in Sunny Square was stiff and white with frost.

Mr. Monkey stood at the door of the big maple, hopping
from foot to foot. “Mr. Moose!” he whispered. “Wake up!
The sun is coming!”

From inside came a long, slow snore. Hrrrrmmm. Pfffff.
Mr. Monkey went inside. Mr. Moose was curled up in his

bed of leaves with his long legs folded and his nose tucked
under his tail.

“Mr. Moose,” said Mr. Monkey. “Wake up.”
Hrrrrmmm.
Mr. Monkey hung upside down in front of Mr. Moose’s

face. “Wake up, wake up, wake up!”
Mr. Moose smiled in his sleep. “Five more minutes,

Daddy,” he mumbled.
Mr. Monkey thought. Then he went outside, scooped up

a pawful of icy dew from the grass, came back in, and let
one cold drop fall right on the end of Mr. Moose’s nose.
Plip.

Mr. Moose’s eyes popped open. He jumped straight up,
legs everywhere. “The BROOK! I fell in the brook!” He
looked around wildly. “Twenty-four!”

Then he saw Mr. Monkey, holding his dripping paw.
“Hee hee hee!” went Mr. Monkey. “You didn’t fall in! It

was one drop!”

Mr. Moose looked at the drop on his nose, cross-eyed.
“Ha-ha-ha,” he laughed sleepily. “Twenty-three and a
half.”

They ran across the frosty square to Learning Land and
climbed all the way up to the lookout on Fort Friendship,
where you could see over the trees to the hills. A few
friends were already there. Hazel was stamping her
hooves to stay warm. Dottie was wrapped in a pile of
leaves. And Bruno had come up the night before so he
wouldn’t miss it, and he was curled up in the corner of the
lookout, snoring.

“Is the sun up yet?” asked Mr. Monkey.
It wasn’t. Over the hills, the sky was pale gray. And right

across the place where the sun should come up lay a long,
thick cloud.

“It’s covered,” said Hazel. “The cloud is in the way.”
Mr. Monkey stood on the railing and cupped his hands

around his mouth. “SUN!” he shouted. “COME UP!”
Nothing happened.
“SUN! IT’S MORNING! YOU’RE LATE!”
Nothing.
Dottie stood up out of her leaf pile, pointed her nose at

the sky, and howled. “AWOOOOOO!”
“Dottie,” said Mr. Moose, “that’s for the moon.”
Dottie stopped. “Oh,” she said. She thought about it.

Then she pointed her nose at the sky again. “Arf,” she said
politely. “Good morning.”
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“Hee hee hee… SNORT!” went Hazel.
Hazel couldn’t stand still any longer. “I’ll go get it!” she

said. She galloped down the vines and across the meadow
toward the hills, as fast as she could, as if she could catch
the sun and bring it back. She got smaller and smaller,
until she was just a little dot, and then she came galloping
back, out of breath. “It’s farther than it looks,” she panted.

So they waited. Mr. Monkey wanted to make it happen.
He wanted to push the cloud out of the way with both
hands. But you can’t push a cloud. You can’t call the sun.
All they could do was wait and watch.

And then, without anybody doing anything at all, the
cloud split open, right in the middle.

A line of gold came pouring through. It spread across
the hills. It spilled down into the woods. It lit up the frost
on every branch until the whole of Wanderful Woods
sparkled like it was made of sugar. It turned the river pink.
It touched the lookout, and Mr. Monkey felt it warm on his
face.

Nobody said anything. Even Hazel was still.
In the corner, Bruno stopped snoring, opened one eye,

said “Mmm, warm,” and went back to sleep with the
sunshine on his tummy.

Mr. Monkey felt the warm, big feeling come up in his
chest again, the same one he felt for Mama Monkey and for
Ricky’s knot. But this time there was nobody to give it to.

“Mr. Moose,” he said. “I want to make a leaf for the
sunrise.”

“Who would you give it to?” asked Mr. Moose.
Mr. Monkey didn’t know. Nobody had made the sunrise.

Nobody had pushed the cloud. It just came.
They went back to Sunny Square, where the friends

were making leaves for all the good things nobody had
arranged. Hazel painted a leaf for the wind that she raced
across the meadow. Shiloh painted one for the rain that
made the clover grow. Benji painted the tiny oak in its ring
of stones. Mr. Moose painted the golden river from the day
of the treasure hunt.

Mr. Monkey painted his sunrise. On the back, he painted
the long gray cloud, split open in the middle, and the gold
pouring out, and frost on the trees like sugar, and a little
monkey on a lookout with his face all warm.

Then he turned it over to paint the front. The front was
where you put who it was for.

He held his painting finger over the leaf. He didn’t paint
anything.

“What goes on the front?” he asked.
Ricky came over and looked at the empty front. He

looked at his list. “Rule four,” he said slowly. “Nobody gets
left out.” He scratched his head. “But who IS it?”

Nobody knew. So Mr. Monkey left the front empty. It
was the only leaf in all of Wanderful Woods with no name.

“Where should it go?” asked Mr. Monkey. “Every leaf
goes next to its somebody. This one doesn’t have a
somebody.”

Mr. Monkey didn’t want it to be left out. It was the
biggest thank-you he had ever felt.

Mr. Moose looked up at the Wishing Tree, all the way to
the top, where the branches got thin and pointed at the
sky. “Maybe,” he said slowly, “it goes as high as it can go.
The closest place to where the sunrise comes from.”

“The very top!” said Mr. Monkey.
But the very top was too high and too thin for anyone to

climb. Even Mr. Monkey. When he got close, the branch
bent and wobbled and dipped.

So Mr. Moose made a plan. Mr. Monkey climbed as high
as he safely could and tied one end of a long vine to the
leaf. Then he threw the other end up and over the very top
branch, and down the other side. Mr. Moose caught it in his
teeth, way down at the bottom, and walked slowly
backward across the grass.

The vine pulled. The leaf rose up, up, up, past the
wishes, past Mama Monkey’s leaf, past Benji’s honey-
bunny, past Hazel’s SWAMP, all the way to the very top of
the tree, where it hung against the blue sky with its empty
front facing out.

Mr. Monkey tied off the vine with Ricky’s knot. Then he
climbed down and stood next to Mr. Moose, looking up.

That evening, Orion woke up and looked down from
Pilgrim Point at the Wishing Tree. “Hoo,” he said. “There’s
a leaf at the very top with no name on it.”

“It’s for the sunrise,” said Mr. Monkey. “Whoever makes
it.”

Orion blinked his golden eyes. “And at the Thankful
Feast,” he said, “who will take it down?”

Mr. Monkey opened his mouth. Then he closed it. He
didn’t know.

Mr. Monkey looked at the tree. There were wishes all
over it. But there were leaves now too, lots of them, so
many that he could hardly find his big banana wish.

On the way home, Mr. Moose was quiet. “Mr. Monkey,”
he said. “Daddy stood in the cold brook twenty-two times.
I wonder if the water was cold for him, too.”

“I bet it was,” said Mr. Monkey.
“I never asked,” said Mr. Moose.
“What a day!” said Mr. Monkey. “I woke you up with one

drop, and you thought you fell in the brook. I yelled at the
sun, and Dottie barked good morning. The cloud opened
all by itself. And we made a leaf with no name and pulled
it all the way to the top of the Wishing Tree.”

Mr. Monkey whistled, and Mr. Moose hummed, and
together they sang:

We are better together,
Moose and Monkey forever.

And at the very top of the Wishing Tree, the leaf with no
name swayed in the evening wind, catching the last pink
light of the day.
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Let’s Talk
1 Mr. Monkey didn’t know whose name to put on the sunrise leaf. Who would

you thank for the sunrise?
2 What is something you love that no person made?

Your Turn
Plan a leaf for something no person made: the sun, the rain, snow… Front: what
it is. Back: draw why you’re glad for it.

F R O N T:  W H AT  I T  I S B AC K :  T H E  T H A N K-YO U

Make a real one: with a grown-up, hold plain paper over this page against a sunny window and trace
both leaves. Cut them out, glue them back to back, and save it for your family’s Thanks Giving Tree.

Crack Sammy’s code! Find each picture in the key and write its letter on the line.

To get !

K E Y
B E G H I R T

S A M M Y ’ S  J O K E

Why did the sun go to school?
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Connect the Dots
Connect the dots to make the leaf with no name. Start at 1 (the circled dot) and
count up to 26. Then join the last dot back to 1, and color it!
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Read With Me

Up, Sun, Up!
 is up.  is not up.

“Up, up!” said .
Up on top,  and  sit.
“Up, sun, up!” said .
Is the sun up? It is not.
Sit… sit… sit…
Pop! The sun is up!

P I C T U R E  WO R D S Mr. Monkey Mr. Moose
Color a star each time you read it.

D R AW  T H E  S TO R Y
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Mystery Picture
Color each space by its number to find the hidden picture.
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W E E K  D O N E !

Turn back to this
week’s map.
Color any stones you
missed.

Ladybugs I found in this week’s
storybook pictures:

My Thank-You
Trace the dotted words. Write their name on the line, or draw a tiny face. Read it to them!
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