f——

.._'-\: i

r
,._..,

STORIES




Riley went into the garden.

Riley and his family

were moving to a new house

in the morning.







Riley climbed up into the big free.

“I'm going to miss you, tree,”
said Riley.

“I love sitting up in your branches.
If I sit very still up here

I can see lots of birds.”






Riley sat on his swing.

“I'm going to miss you, swing,”
he said.

“I can go up and down on you.”





