


The enormous wings didn’t frighten Andrew. He 
gently reached out his hand. Pegasus stepped toward 
the boy and bowed. Andrew gave the magical 
creature three gentle pats.



“What are you doing here?”  
a voice snapped.

Andrew jumped back.

An older woman marched  
toward him. “I am Queen  
Cassiopeia, and it is much too late  
for visitors. Run along and find  
somewhere else to go.”

Andromeda began to protest, but Andrew did 
not want to upset the queen. He sailed away 
from the family of constellations. There were 
others to see.




