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N
ow

 everything looked like this.

Little Yellow
 Star thought for another m

inute, then 
w

ished for the road to turn back to brow
n.

Little Yellow
 Star thought for a m

inute, then 
w

ished for the sky to turn back to a lovely blue.

“I w
ish the grass w

ould change back to green,” cried Little 
Yellow

 Star. A
nd that is just w

hat  happened.
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