


























Clare liked climbing. She went climbing


everywhere. She climbed on walls.


“I could climb that crane,” Clare said.


“I don’t think so!” Mum said.










Clare climbed trees in the garden.


She climbed boulders on the beach.


“I could climb this cliff,” Clare claimed.


“I don’t think so!” Mum said.










Once a week, Mum and Gran took Clare to the


park. She tackled the climbing frame while Mum


and Gran sat and talked at the picnic table.


“Look, Mum!” Clare called.

























