
When I’m doing my 
lessons with Bethany

Tilly lies under 
the table.

I rest my bare feet 
in her fur.

This makes the 
maths that Bethany 
gives me a little 
easier.  

At night she sleeps in 
her big basket on Mr 
and Mrs P’s back porch.

When Carol and Lewis get home from school, we 
take Tilly for a run down at the beach.

‘Do what
 your 

mum tell
s you,’ 

says Dad
.

‘Stay out of trouble, sweetie,’ says Mum, ‘be ready to go when Dad comes to pick you up this evening.’

The day of Mum’s 
Private View 
arrives.  

It’s one of Mum’s Harassed, Harried, and Hurried Days.

Cozy!


