
‘Your mum loves 
Hong Kong,’ my dad says. 

‘I was with Uncle,’ says Mum. ‘Uncle used to ask me to place his bets 
for him,’ says Mum.

‘I was with my boss,’ says Dad.  
‘My boss asked me to 
place his bets,’ says Dad.  

‘So we met in the betting queue,’ says Mum.  

‘Love at first sight,’ says Dad.

‘And tomorrow,’ says Dad, ‘we’re going to the races once again!’

Mum rolls her eyes.  

That part of the story was new to me.  

 YIPP
EE!!!

SWEET!


