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Rosie put on her boofs.

“It has stopped raining, Fred,”

she said.

“We can play outside now.”




Fred ran down the steps

and onto the wet grass.

He ran around




“Look out, Fred!” shouted Rosie.

“Here I come!”

Rosie ran down the steps.

But Rosie ran too fast

and she fell over

on the wet grass.
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Rosie looked at her hands.

“My hands are muddy,”

she said.
“And look at my knees!

They are muddy too.

I will have to ‘get ‘a towel.”






