He stepped ashore on the beach, wondering where he was. The sandy beach reminded Harold of 4
picnics. And the thought of picnics made him hungry. So he laid out a nice simple picnic lunch.

There was nothing but pie. But there were all nine kinds of pie that Harold liked best. When Harold

finished his picnic there was quite a lot left. He hated to see so much delicious pie go to waste. So

Harold left a very hungry moose and a deserving porcupine to finish it up. And, off he went, looking

for a hill to climb, to see where he was.
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