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Kitty Hawkin It's a busy day on the ground and in the sky!
Can you spy 10 differences between these pictures?
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Answer on page 35.
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Keep an eve ouf for (g are going to roll  _§

through this magg.i with you!



Art by Brita Granstrom
Max a n d Kate Story by Mick Manning

Max, Kate, and Charlie are pilots! They fly
around Max and Charlie’s lawn.



“Would you pilots like to make airplanes?” asks
Max’s mommy. She brings them cardboard boxes
with the bottom flaps cut out.
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“The flaps on top look like wings,” says Kate.



Max and Kate help Charlie decorate the planes

with numbers, letters, and stripes.
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Max’s daddy clears the path for them.
“Your runway is ready!” he calls.



“Hold on tight! It’s time for takeoff!” shouts Kate.
The pilots zoom down the runway!



Can you
do this?

¥ Let's Pretenad sins:
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Hop like a bunny Twirl like the wind
Through the tall grass. When it blows past.
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Open like a flower Pretend you’re a river

Blooming in the sun. And run, run, run!



When ])ragon Shrank

by Maggie Murphy € Art by Martha Aviles

Pragon and Red Squirrel were good friends.
They visited each other often.

Dragon enjoyed gazing through the windows of
Squirrel’s tree house at rooms far too little for him.
He would say, “Squirrel, how I wish I could relax
in your squooshy armchair.”

Squirrel delighted in scampering
through Dragon’s cave, exploring
rooms far too big for him. He
would say, “Dragon, how I
wish I could reach the table
when I sit in your carved
Viking chair.”



One morning, Dragon had an idea. Away he
flapped to the wizard’s cottage. “Sir Wizard, may
I please ask a favor? I long to lounge in Squirrel’s
amazing armchair. Will you shrink me for an hour?”

“Well, just this once,” said the wizard.

Waving his wand, he chanted, “Dragon, Dragon,
change your size. See the world through tiny eyes.”

Green spirals of magic light whirled from his wand.
They wound around Dragon, and spun him three times.
Zoop, he was small, with a high voice. “T'hank you,” he

chirped. “Won’t Squirrel be surprised!”




Meanwhile, Squirrel had an
1dea, too. He scurried off to
the enchantress’s castle. “Lady
Enchantress, may I please ask a
favor? I long to reach the table
when I sit in Dragon’s fantastic
Viking chair. Will you make me
big for an hour?”

“Well, just this once,” said
the enchantress.

Waving her wand, she sang,
“Red Squirrel, Red Squirrel,
change your size. See the world
through giant eyes.”

Blue spirals of magic light
swirled from her wand. They
curled around Squirrel, and
twirled him three times. Bloop,
he was big, with a low voice.
“Thank you,” he boomed.
“Won’t Dragon be surprised!”

Grinning, Dragon zipped
toward Squirrel’s tree house.

Laughing, Squirrel clomped
toward Dragon’s cave.




Their paths crossed.
“Dragon, you’re teeny-tiny!”
“Squirrel, you’re enormous!”
Explaining everything took
time. Suddenly, Dragon said,
“Oops. Our enchantments

end soon.”
“Quick! To the chairs!”

cried Squirrel.
First they rushed to
the tree house.

Sinking into the armchair,
Dragon sighed. “This chair is
soft as pudding,” he whispered,
resting his light feet on a
padded footstool. “I'm the most
relaxed dragon in the world.”




Off they hurried to the cave.

With his back straight,
Squirrel sat tall in the Viking
chair. “This chair comes from
a Viking hall,” he bellowed,
planting his heavy feet on the
rocky floor. “I'm the boldest
squirrel in the world.”

A clock chimed. Bloop. Dragon
sprouted tall.

Tick-tick-tick. Zoop. Squirrel
shrank small.

“Ill always remember being
big enough for your Viking
chair,” said Squirrel.

“Ill always remember being
little enough for your armchair,”
said Dragon. “But chairs or no
chairs, I'm glad we’re friends.
Want to go on a picnic?” '

“That sounds like fun!”

So Dragon and Squirrel
picnicked at the lake. A log
made a wonderful seat for

sitting side by side. =~



by Ken Lamug

The Green Team

./ Moss and I are :
| the green team! /

Lots of

We make sure plants get
plenty of sunshine!

And sprinkles
of love.

When night comes, we always h ¥
make sure to . . . 51
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...read a
good story!
Sleep tight,
friends.

text and art © 2021 by Ken Lamug



&ﬁﬂv' Albert’s Floﬁers

Art by Mike Wohnoutka
Albert the dragon is watering the garden.
\v\ Can you find three pairs
A o of matching plants?
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by Megan Wagner Lloyd © Art by Tatjana Mai-Wyss
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We go strawberry picking every June, just
Mom and Emmy and me.

“Bye-bye!” Emmy waves as we leave the city
behind.

I watch out my window for the blue- green

VI

mountains. “We’re almost there"‘* 4




text © 2021 by Megan Wagner Lloyd, art © 2021 by Tatjana Mai-Wyss

At the strawberry patch, we each get our own box
to fill. “Only pick the ripe red ones,” Mom reminds
us. “Not the white ones or the pink ones.”

Emmy grabs my hand. “Look!” she shouts. “Berry!”

Water droplets shine on bright berries. Bees buzz
on the white blossoms. I tug my first strawberry
free— snap!

It takes a long time to fill our boxes. ’'m carrying

mine to the table when— oof/ Emmy stumbles and
her box tumbles. Strawberries fly EVERY WHERE!

I help Emmy up and wipe away her tears. We
clean up her strawberries, together.




When our boxes are full again, a woman weighs
our berries and bags them up. We find a spot in the
shade to take a break. I choose my best-looking berry
and take a big bite.

Mmm-mmm. It tastes like sweet strawberry
sunshine.

Emmy chews with her mouth open and sings a
song about strawberries. I eat and watch the other
strawberry pickers. Baseball caps and big sun hats
crowd together. Saris shine like bright flowers in all
the green. A baby peeks out of a sling, fussing. A little
boy runs down a row, laughing.
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And all the noise floats up into the clouds.
Nothing feels too loud, the way it gets sometimes
when I'm stuck 1nside.

“This week,” Mom says, “we’ll make strawberry
shortcake and strawberry jam and strawberry ice cream.”

I can’t wait.

Emmy falls asleep right away in her car seat, pink
juice smeared on her cheeks and chin, looking just
about as sweet as a strawberry herself. Mom and I
sneak smiles at each other, both of us knowing to
stay quiet. And as we drive away from the busy
field and the blue-green mountains, I eat one more

strawberry, one perfect bite at a time. =&




Song for the Weorld

by Mary Catherine Johnson “* Art by Alyssa De Asis
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art © 2021 by Alyssa De Asis
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Ogaird. Aan by Susan Eaddy
Mama Swan is Captain,

Commanding her fleet , o
Of seven fluffy babies

Paddling tin feet
e \\ s

\ Xso big and de—
¢

ypu-t are ust a baby swan
I s much more fun to r;he

/| N
So “all aboard!” on Mama’s back. . 1
" Be sure to hold on tight v'.—""""; . _; x

As you go sailing round the laké
On feathers soft and whlte/
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by Kris MacLeod
; ‘1* po Art by Daniel Powers ".".""- :

Jacob sat on the grass outside Nana’s house. He
held a piece of paper. He folded the paper this way
and made a point, then he folded it that way and
this way and made wings. Jacob threw his paper
airplane high into the air. It twisted. It turned. It fell
to the ground.

Nana looked up from her gardening as Jacob
folded another piece of paper. He threw the new
plane into the air. It went up ... then it came down
and bounced off the ground, its point bent like a
hook.

text © 2021 by Kris MacLeod, art © 2021 by Daniel Powers
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“You know,” said Nana, “there’s a secret airport

just through those trees. Want to see?”

“An airport!” Jacob jumped up. “Near your
house?” Jacob took Nana’s hand, and they followed
a path through the trees. They stopped when they
reached a wide river.

Tik-tik-tik, tik-tik-tik, noises filled the air.

“The airport sounds busy today,” said Nana. She
pointed through the trees. “Watch carefully.”

Jacob looked across the river. He only saw trees,
no airplanes. He looked into the sky. He only saw
clouds and sunshine.

Raaaawnk!



A large gray-blue bird with wide wings and long
legs and a bright yellow beak swooped down. It landed
in a tree, on a jumble of sticks and branches. A nest!

Raaawnk, the bird called again.

Jacob peered at the other trees. There were nests
all around! Another large bird swooped out from the
trees, just as a new arrival flew in and landed.

“It IS an airport,” said Jacob. “A bird airport!”
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“Those are great blue herons,” said Nana. “See the
baby chicks?”

Jacob saw three scruffy chicks poke their heads
out of a nest. They stretched out their necks to
receive food from their parent.

25



“They might be having fish for
lunch,” said Nana. The nestlings
chirped, t1k-t1k-tik, as they
;, ) ﬂscrabbled about.

" After the meal, the heron
M ||/ spread its wings and leaped
1 " into the air. It soared slightly
‘ downward at first, then flew
away with large, slow beats of
~1tS wings.
“Those are huge wings,”
marvelled Jacob.
“They help the heron travel
a long way to find food,” said

Nana.

Jacob watched a heron fly
in, with long legs stretched
toward a nest and wings open
wide, acting as brakes for a
gentle touchdown.

“They’re good for landing,
too,” said Jacob thoughtfully.
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Back at home, Jacob asked Nana for help

finding paper plane designs on the computer.
He had something special in mind.

Together, Jacob and Nana tried a new design.
They folded the paper this way and that way,
carefully lining up the edges and making sharp
creases. Then they made wide wings like a heron’s
and bent them slightly upward. Soon they headed
outside with two new planes set for takeoff.
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“Ready?”

Jacob held up his plane.

“One. Two....” He aimed carefully. “THREE!”

They threw their planes into the air. The planes
soared and arched and landed gently on the grass.

Jacob had a wide smile. “Look, Nana,” he said
as he ran to the planes. “Now we have our own
secret airport!” ~e
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- Art by Sam Rennocks —
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These travelers just got off an airplane. Now they are at the

baggage carousel waiting for their luggage. Can you match each

traveler to his or her suitcase?



F I -~ by Kurt Metzler
y I n 9 Art by Laura Nyman Montenegro

At night in my bed 1 ) ,»::&
s s

I drop my head Gy

And soon I dream
>

I’m flying.

I hit the hay
I’'m up away
Above the bay
I’m flying.

So good night, Moon
I’ll see you soon
I’m 1n the mood
For flying.






can you fell us why,

* we ever need to buy

If bugs can ride seeds on the breeze, plane tickets?

ladybugs, caterpillars, crickefs,

Lpdybod

I think trees would like to
walk around like us to see
er parts of the world!
o When trees are little
seeds, many can fly.

°
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_..esettiiiiiie No, its frue! Remember the
' helicopter spinner-wing things
from maple trees? Those are
seeds. In a good breeze—like
this—they can fly a long way!

~ Ohhhh!-*
Ol

32 by John Sandford



Seeds are often described
by how they look or move

\ in the air.
\ int

i

Muddle siixfs the Ladybug sits on an elm seed.

a air on a fluttering It’s a glider as it floats in the air.

seed from a green
ash tree.

Wbeee!

%, )i+ Jammy loves riding
Q the fluffy, cottony

seeds from a cattail.

Iggy hangs from a seed from

a dandelion. It’s called a Maple seeds spin around and
para(':hute seed bec:ause of around like helicopters and
how it catches the air. make Thud feel very dizzy.

Scoot wants to ride a tumbleweed. It doesn’t fly, but
tumbles in the wind, scattering seeds as it goes.

Wait for me!

What seeds can
you find in your
neighborhood?
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Fantastic Fliers .. sonion

Would you like to have your own airport? You can
start by making your very own fliers. When you
throw them into the air, you can imagine they are
airplanes . .. or herons. .. or dragons!

What You’ll Need: g¢
paper H _

What to Do: "Jﬁ%

1. With a grownup, fold the paper in half the long
way. Crease the paper down the middle and then
open it again.

2. Fold the top corners down to the crease in the
center, making an arrow shape.

3. Fold the top of the arrow down.
4. Fold the top corners down to the center again.

This time, don’t make a perfect arrow shape.
A little bit of the top should look flat, not
pointed, after you fold the paper.

5. You will see a little triangle in the middle of
your flier. Fold it up.

6. Turn the flier over.

7. Lift up the right half of the flier, and fold it
over the left half.

8. Fold down the sides to make wings.

Now i1t’s time
to fly!

. art © 2021 by Sarah Lowe



Answer to puzzle on page 2. Did you
find all 10 differences?

Check out our online Teacher Guides at
cricketmedia.com/teacher-resources.

To subscribe, call Customer Service at
1-800-821-0115 or visit shop.cricketmedia.com.

cartwaitonear |- Share your curiosity and

what Layla thinks

about this articleljj your favorite magazines \ from érandpa
AN
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CricketTogether

Family & Friends

with someone you love!

Ask a grownup to visit cricketmedia.com/family to learn more.

Grand-rha
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New message

Aunt

Who will you share with? - N
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Fantastic Flier Pilots (Page 34)

Do you need a pilot for the flier you made on page 34? Cut
out Ladybug, Muddle, or Thud, fold in half, and insert in your
paper plane. You can secure your pilot with a piece of tape or
a small dab of glue.
(Make sure you wait to
cut out these pilots

until you have finished
making your mobile.)
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What You'll Need:

”iﬂh Fliers

Ar by Mark Saxon

"L

SCissors

string

What to Do;

1. With a grownup, cut out all the pieces of the mobile on the gray dotted lines.

2. Fold the cloud in half on the blue dotted line.

3. Punch a hole in each black dot. (You might place the pieces on a towel and poke
them with a sharp pencil.) The holes in the cloud should go through both sides.

4. To balance the mobile, cut strings of the same length for the two planes. Use a
longer string for the red-and-white blimp, and hang nyp
it in the middle. Thread the strings through the holes in the s r"
aircraft and tie them.

5. Now thread the other ends of the strings through the holes

in the cloud and tie them. Thread another string through the
hole in the top of the cloud and hang up your new mobile!
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Hey, Em! | [ Hold still, Em. |
| have This will be a

a wonderful redl experiment.

for

gcience,

h‘—'h—

| think

it wor'k ; "

Tell us again,

Emmett . . .
about how
you weht

Cover art by Susan Swan
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