
Idaho sat on the banks of
the river and thought hard,
staring at the deep water.
On their map it had said

there were stepping stones
to cross, but there were

none to be seen (and he had
looked really hard!)

Idaho looked at Flint and Flint
looked at Idaho …
“What do you mean?” asked Flint.
“Well,” replied Raven, “all of
the water from melting snow
on the high mountain collects
in this river. I found that out
the last time I was here.”


