


Mr and Mrs Monster checked to make 
sure their son was comfy inside his 
soap bubble.
“When you find a wardrobe 
to live in, pop the bubble.”



Mrs Monster was gnawing absent-mindedly 
on a shoelace.
“Do you think he’ll find a good  
wardrobe?” she asked, teary-eyed.
“Of course, dear,” answered her husband. 
“He’s a clever little monster.”



The bubble stopped at a wardrobe 
with six doors.
“This one’s taken!” cried a monster as he 
chewed on some buttons.
The monster blew and the bubble 
floated away.


