




















There once was a boy called Tristan. He lived 
in a grand home and he wore a silver crown.
Tristan was always smart and very clean.






Punk-Zel lived above a chip shop. She wore 
her best football shirt, a very long scarf and 
stripy leggings.






Tristan loved to sing songs about flowers. 
He would sit in the park on his velvet stool,
looking rather proud.











