






















Alfie Johnston woke with a yawn.


His bedroom looked a bit messy. It was hard to


play Starship Races on your own without knocking


things over.










Then Alfie sat up. The sun was shining through


the window, and his eyes went wide.


Today was the day.


Mum and Dad were bringing home a monster.


NO!










This was an emergency. His room might be a mess,


but he loved it.


His starships were fragile, and monsters were clumsy.


“The Monster will break all my toys!” groaned Alfie.



















