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“Tust think of it,” said Preston.

We're all going on a summer
“Sunshine, sea, sand . . .”

holiday . . . sang Preston’s e

. And sausages!
Mister Wolf.

mum and dad as they said

headed off for a week
at the seaside.
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{ NOW, thatf'

Preston slipped on his swimsuit, A B \ Vg e
slapped on his sunhat, %',, @ L e
slopped on his sunscreen N
and set off across the sand. | r' » > e ¥ .
SUddQHlY! “Why don’t you look where
Oops! . | o~ you're going?” said the little girl.

“Sorry,” said Preston.

. Dink!

“I suppose so,” said the little

girl. “How about you?”

“My nose hurts,” said Preston.




“What's your name?”
asked the little girl.
“Preston,” @
said Preston.

‘e “What's yours?” /. 7

“Maxine,” said Maxine.
“But everyone calls me
Max. You're fat.” e
“Thank you,” said Preston.
“You're rather plump yourself.
, I like your swimsuit.”
“Thank you,” said Max,

and she gave

a little twirl.

“How’s your nose?” said Max.
“It hurts,” said Preston.

“I'll kiss it better!” said Max.
And she did.
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“You're blushing!” said Max.
“Must be sunburn,” said Preston.

“You're funny,” said Max.
“Let’s play,” said Preston.



Preston was up bright
and early to meet Max.
“Let’s make sandcastles,” said Max.
And they did. All day. :
¥
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“How's your nose today?” said Max.
“Sore!” said Preston.

“Kiss it better?” said Max.
“Thank you, nurse!” said Preston.




slippery seaweed,” said Max.
“Yes,” giggled Preston.
“If I slipped I might hurt
: my nose again . . .”
. “...and I might have to kiss it










Who needs ‘expp? |
‘ :..:6\1“{( ':'-“

~ “Goodbye, Max. Pr.f,:‘;g;l)
I'll write




And this is what he wrote . . .




