W oy Eia
‘iMhat’s in the bag, Tom? Got any treats?”

the cousins want to know.

o "Nothing special,” I reply fast, to stop them
" |y being NOSY. Then I SPOT what they've

)

already been eating "z and it LOOKS a bit

£y

WORRYING.

Sea slugs ﬂ

in sauce.

Then they STAB a

Pt
_IJ}l 3| piece of sea slug each

with their forks and hold it right near
my mouth. 1_{2‘&@& back, away from the slugs.




r
l manage to JQG the table just as

Mum's pouring water, which misses

A the glass and 5|:|[I5 _ !
EVLPYWFER[

A small trickle of water makes its way towards me
and DRIPS on to my lap before I can move.

"Tom, what are you doing?” Mum says.

"Sorry, I can't eat the SEA SLVUGS in sauce.”
Everyone STOPS and LG@KS at me.

A wmter steps in and hands me a napkin.
AP

on my trousers now. (&)

P “Looks [|ke Jou ‘ve had an accident!” the waiter says.
The cousins Lﬁ‘U@H and think it's PH RREIOUS.

'@ ;ncle Kewn is not L],& J&HIN‘G‘
Nl “They're NOT sea slugs, Tom. It's a
selection of WILD hand-picked mushrooms in

a delicious tarragon sauce,” he tells me, but I f

still think they leck suspicious.
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