The Lost Keys

Story by Jenny Giles  Illustrations by Isabel Lowe




Rachel and Sam walked to theccar
with Mum and Dad.

Dad looked in his pockets

for the keys.

“Please open the car, Dad,”

said Rachel.
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Dad looked in his pockets again:
“Sorry,” he said. “I can’t find the keys)”

“Oh dear,” said Mum.
“We will have to go back

-. and look on the beach.”

“Oh, no!” said Sam and Rachel.






They all went back to the ‘beath,

looking for the keys on the way.

“Where did we sit?” said Mum.






