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For my cubs,

Hank, Louisa, and Kit

—Y.M.

For Marley

—K.B.
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Baby Polar saw dark clouds crossing over the blue sky.
~ Soon, flakes of snow began to fall. .
Baby Polar wished he could go outside and play.
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Mama Polar laughed and kissed the top of his head.
“Why, yes. You are my Baby Polar, aren’t you?

But what are you doing standing out in the storm?
Come back inside and keep warm.”
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He came to a white hill.
The hill was made of snow.
He dug into the snow.

He dug and dug, the white snow flying behind him.
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Baby Polar stood between his mother's legs.
He imagined she was a cave. Only the cave
wasn’t made of stone or rock, but of her thick
fur and warm body. Baby Polar liked it there.
He didn't feel the icy wind there. And he could
hear the beating of his mother’s heart.
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Baby Polar shook his fur coat so that the snow fell off
and Mama Polar could see him.
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Baby Polar shook his fur coat so that the snow fell off
and Mama Polar could see him.
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Now that he was with Mama Polar, the storm was
beautiful to watch. He stood between his mother’s
legs and imagined she was a cave. Only the cave
wasn't made of stone or rock, but of her thick fur
and warm body. He didn't feel the icy wind there,
And he could hear the beating of his mother’s

strong Polar heart.
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So Baby Polar lay down in the snow,

with his round belly facing the sky.

He moved his furry legs up and down.

Swish, swish. He was making wings.
@

X

<





OPS/images/cover.jpg





OPS/images/BabyPolar-merge0005.png





OPS/images/BabyPolar-page0013.png





OPS/images/BabyPolar-merge0027.png





OPS/back.xml






OPS/images/BabyPolar-page0016.png
“Not now,” Mama Polar said. “The storm is
coming closer. It's time to come back.”
“But I want to keep playing,” Baby Polar
said as he skated across the ice.
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He stood up and saw the shape
- he had made in the snow.

" “Look at the Snow Goose I made,”
\'mlled Baby Polar to Mama Polar.
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Mama Polar laughed and kissed the top of his head.
“Why, yes. You are my Baby Polar, aren’t you?

But what are you doing standing out in the storm?
Come back inside and keep warm.”






