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Chapter 1

			Just another joey.

			Hello, Oliver Possum here. If we haven’t met, I’m sure we will. I’m the one in the brown cap. Yes, I ride a bicycle now, but I didn’t always. Not when I was young, and everyone called me joey. Did they call you joey? That was a long time ago, but I still remember some of it. 

			What’s the first thing you remember? Think back to when you were younger. What do you recall? If I think about it, my earliest memory is of my father’s black bicycle and my brown cap. That is, I remember watching my father push his big black bicycle out of the house, to go wherever it was that he went. I never got to go with him then, but I did watch him go out and come back, always on his bicycle. He seemed to like that, and now that I have a bicycle of my own, I know why he liked that. It’s fun! 

			And that first brown cap? I remember that, too. I still wear one, but not the same one. I’ve outgrown a few brown caps over the years, but it seems as though I’ve always had one. Every time I went for the door, my mother would put a brown cap on my head. “Be sure and wear your cap!” she’d say. Yes, Mother. Wear my cap. And I always did—every time. Now, you might think that I’d take it off when she wasn’t looking, but I never did. I got used to it, and it fit, and I liked it, so I wore it. It got so that I’d make sure I had my brown cap on before she saw me leave. That made her smile. That’s what I remember. 

			I also remember being called joey a lot. That got odd. I thought “Joey” was my name. Hi, I’m Joey! Who are you? But then at home my mom and dad called me Oliver, so maybe I wasn’t Joey? Who was I? For a while there, I wasn’t sure what my name was. It got confusing when I met another young possum, a girl possum, and she said she was joey, too! Were we all named Joey? Was that everyone’s kid’s name? I thought so, but no. I was wrong. Too bad. That would have made it easy to remember everyone’s name!

			She explained that we little possums were all called joeys, like those tall green things were called trees, and those hard things on the ground were called rocks. Joey wasn’t who we were; it was what we were. We were joeys! I nodded my head, and I smiled, and I told her I got it, but I didn’t get it. Not until later. And I never did know her real name. But I knew it wasn’t Joey! Or tree. Or rock.

			Those are the first things I remember and the things I still remember. I can still see them if I close my eyes and think about them, but they are kind of fuzzy now. It was a long time ago. The other thing I can still remember is walking in the woods, even when I was young. I walked in the woods a lot. I still do when I’m not riding my bike. It’s a good thing to do. Remember that!

			We lived in the woods, and I still do, so walking in the woods was all I could do until I got my bicycle. The woods were right there, and I was right there. Where else would I go? Into the woods! Out the door, down the stairs, and three steps later, I was in the woods. Now, at first, I didn’t go far into the woods. Mom would say, “See the house!” And I knew what she meant. She meant not to go so far into the woods that I couldn’t see the house and find my way back. That way, I never got lost in the woods. Well, not at first.

			As I got a little older, I got a little bolder, and sometimes I’d see how far I could go and still see the house, even if I couldn’t see the house. Sure, that’s the house right over there. Isn’t it? Maybe not. Was I ever lost? Not if I could hear them calling my name. “Oliver? Where are you?” Ah, home is that way! I knew that! After a while, “See the house” was changed to “First Star,” and I knew to come home when the stars started to come out. Of course, if you’re in the woods and under the trees, it’s kind of tough to see those stars.

			I remember walking a lot. Mostly I walked close to home, but farther away every time, and always in the woods. Sure, our lane led from the house to the road, and the road went on forever. But why did I need the road? I had the woods! It was softer for walking. Out the door, down the steps, and into the woods! I would walk in big circles all around the house, and each circle was a little farther out than the last and a little farther from home. Sometimes I’d circle around this way, and sometimes I’d circle back around that way. I’d still be close to home, but I was in the woods, and I’d see new things every time. That was the best part—the things, the finds!

			You never know what you’re going to find, no matter where you are. All you have to do is look. I never had to bring a walking stick. I’d find one every time. I’d keep the good ones, and I had quite a pile of walking sticks outside the house. Take an old stick on a new walk? Never! Let’s see what we can find! I’d find sticks and rocks and snail shells and things. I just never knew what. And sometimes I didn’t know what I’d found even after I had found it. But I knew Dad would know, so I brought it home, anyway. Dad knew everything. I found a lot of stuff. One day I found an owl. Or maybe the owl found me.

			“Feebee!”

			The little owl flew right over me from behind as I was walking through the woods. Now I won’t say she scared me on purpose; owls are just quiet flyers. But I did jump on purpose. 

			“Feebee!”

			The owl flew up and away, out of sight through the trees, and I kept on walking, but now I looked up from time to time. Jumping wasn’t as much fun as walking. It had rained overnight, so the woods were wet and smelled just like wet woods should smell, which is good. Owls don’t smell at all and don’t make any noise if they don’t want to. This one made that one noise over and over. 

			“Feebee!”

			Yes, feebee. I got that. I stopped walking, and the owl stopped flying. She landed on a log in front of me, and we both took a closer look at each other. The owl and I were about the same size, but I noticed she had talons—claws—much larger than mine. Now I had to wonder: What do owls eat? I smiled.

			“I’m Phoebe Owl.”

			“I’m Oliver Possum. Pleased to meet you.”

			“Why do you walk so much?”

			I had to think about that. Why did I walk so much?

			“Because I can’t fly.”

			“No one can fly until they try.”

			I put my brand-new walking stick down and held my arms out. I moved them up and down, and the owl smiled. Did you know that owls could smile? I didn’t, either. As I moved my arms as if they were wings, I began to see the problem and put my arms back down. I was not going to fly.

			“No feathers.”

			“Too bad. Flying’s fun.”

			“I guess I’ll just walk.”

			“And I’ll just fly.”

			“Together?”

			“Together!”

			That’s how I met Phoebe Owl in the woods one day, as she flew and I walked. And now that I remember, I guess Phoebe Owl was my first friend. That’s what happens when you go out. You meet friends. It doesn’t matter if they walk or fly, have feathers or fur. Friends are friends, and Phoebe was my friend even if she did like to fly right at me. 

			I don’t remember if I ever told her that she scared me when she flew past me from behind, but it didn’t take long for her to fly right at me, head-on. Was that any better? I still jumped, even if I did see her coming, flying low through the trees. She’d give out one loud “Phoebe!” in time for me to jump and duck and then WHOOSH! Right over my head. Fast. Every time. Even if I was walking softly and carrying a big stick, she was a brave owl. 

			Together, we explored the woods all around my house, as far as I dared to go. We did our best to be home by First Star, but sometimes that first star snuck out early, and we snuck home in the dark. On a good night, the moon would be up early, and that would help light the way. Oh, to be in the woods on a moonlit night! Oh, to be in the woods on a moonlit night with a crazy owl that likes to scare you. 

			But she was my friend, and I’d never forget that.

			

	

Chapter 2

			The view from there.

			No one called me joey anymore. Had I gotten bigger? How could I tell? I’ve always felt the same size that I was. But you know, now that I think back, Dad’s big bicycle did start to look smaller. So maybe I was getting bigger. My walks in the woods were getting longer. Were the trees getting shorter? Not if you climbed them!

			I found I could climb trees—the smaller ones at first, but then bigger and bigger ones. It got to be a lot of fun, but I had to be careful about it. I didn’t want to fall, of course, but more than that, I sure didn’t want my mom to see me up there. Oliver Possum, you get right down from that tree! Oh, I could just hear her if she ever saw me, but she didn’t. Phoebe did. It was fun.

			By then, I knew all of the good climbing trees. I had walked past them all of my life and even tried a few early on. As I got older, the trees got easier, and I could climb almost all of them, some higher than others. The first time I did, Phoebe couldn’t find me.

			She knew I was in the woods; she had seen me walking. But then she couldn’t see me at all. Where did I go? She didn’t know. She flew faster and faster through the woods, looking
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