
















It was a dull afternoon in London. The Queen 
was having a party, outside in her garden.






Mr Andrews and his daughter, Sophie, joined
the line waiting for the gates to open.

“I should have fetched my umbrella!” said
Mr Andrews, looking at the cloudy sky.






Everyone could hear music coming from
the garden. The brass band played cheery tunes
to entertain the crowd. They wore gold and
scarlet uniforms.







