
  The Break — The Story in Words

  
    In the evenings, our house feels just like a fairground.

    Games echo from every room. Sometimes a lion roars... and sometimes, a dinosaur!

  
  
    I bounce and bounce on the sofa, till my toy basket tumbles down!

    My trumpet goes “Toot! Toot!” and fills the house with sound.

  
  
    My brother gives concerts with a ladle and a pot,

    Our home overflows with laughter – so noisy, lively, and hot!

  
  
    But today something strange, something odd took place.

    It was right there on the living room table...

    Now – there wasn’t a trace!

  
  
    Mom’s warm sweet-smelling coffee cup vanished in the blink of an eye!

  
  
    All that remained was a tiny round ring.

    We wondered, “Where could it possibly be?”

  
  
    And then, something else disappeared!

  
  
    Dad’s fluffy bear slipper was gone!

    Has anyone seen that big furry thing? It had suddenly wandered off on its own!

  
  
    The coffee was finished.

    The cup missing.

    The slipper had quietly left the room!

  
  
    Could there be a secret monster hiding somewhere in our home?

  
  
    A never-full monster, searching for slippers and cups?

  
  
    I quickly put on my detective hat.

    My brother declared, “I’ll solve this mystery – just you watch!”

  
  
    “I think,” he said, “There’s a hidden GULPER in this house!

    It swallows every fun thing, without making a sound!”

  
  
    Dad came hopping from the kitchen on only one foot.

    “My slipper is gone!” he cried, stepping on a sharp toy block!

  
  
    My brother and I burst out laughing.

    But then... we heard
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