When he thought about Pickles, Milo felt funny
in his head and his chest and his little round tummy . . .
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Ovutside the cinema with just one sign left,
Milo looked round for the place that was best.
Here, he thought, sticking it by the side door.

But then he heard a deep voice:
“NOW, WHAT IS THAT SiGN FOR?”

Milo felt panicked and all in a muddle.
The voice was so loud. Was he in trouble?
He turned to say sorry when who did he see? . ..




he ... CRIED! Milo cried
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Milo was shocked. Didn’t know what to do.
This was a movie star! One that he knew!

A fountain of tears
poured from his eyes.
And as Milo cried,
what did Spike-O
then do? . . .

He showed him the poster he’d made about Pickles
but just as he did his eyes started to trickle.
And he tried, he tried. Milo really, redlly tried, but . . .
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