
















Asha was in a bad mood. She stomped up to her flat
and flopped down on the sofa.

“What’s up?” asked her dad.

“My bike won’t go very fast,” moaned Asha. “I need
a new one.”






Asha’s dad went outside with her to see what
the problem was.

“Your tyre just needs pumping up,” he told her.
“But I think everyone’s coming in now,” he added,
looking up at the rain clouds.






Sure enough, all Asha’s friends were heading for
the flats. Her dad looked at her unhappy face.

“How about I take you all to the museum?” he said.
“There’s a new exhibition I think you’ll like.”







