






















Asha’s dad was sorting out the rubbish.


“Please could you help me with the recycling?”
he asked Asha and Tess. “These boxes and
bottles need to go in the bins downstairs.”










Asha and Tess shivered in the icy wind outside.


“Look at the poor birds!” cried Tess. “Now it’s
winter, there isn’t much food for them to eat.”










“Could we put some food on that bird table
for them?” said Asha.











