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This excerpt was taken from page 121-124 of The Phantom Tollbooth by Norton Juster.

A Colorful Symphony

“Naturally,” answered Alec; “and they also play morning, noon, and night, when, of course, it’s morning noon, or night.  Why, there wouldn’t be any color in the world unless they played it.  Each instrument plays a different one,” he explained, “and depending, of course, on what season it is and how the weather’s to be, the conductor chooses his score and directs the day.  But watch:  the sun is almost set, and in a moment you can ask Chroma himself.”

The last  FORMDROPDOWN 
 slowly faded from the  FORMDROPDOWN 
 sky, and, as they did, one by one the  FORMDROPDOWN 
 stopped until only the bass fiddles, in their  FORMDROPDOWN 
 slow movement, were left to play the  FORMDROPDOWN 
 and a single set of  FORMDROPDOWN 
 bells  FORMDROPDOWN 
 the constellations.  The conductor let his arms fall  FORMDROPDOWN 
 at his sides and stood quite still as  FORMDROPDOWN 
 claimed the forest.
