Raj,
thhe Radiacor Who
Rambles




Thisis a

It didn’t matter how hot it
was just as well he was a radia

“Bring me damp towels!” he called from
wet washing and socks!”

Anything that was cold.. or damp... orjué plain soa
Raj. And there was always room for one more on top.

Timmy — his friend - had been hanging out on the line and had got
frozen. “l think........ | think...I’'m getting AH...AH... ATISHOO...

..... A cold.” He sneezed.
“Come and sit on my head while | find you some honey for your
cold,” said Raj kindly. And with Timmy on his head, they went into

the garden.

‘I need some honey,” he called. And Big Fat
Bee came and landed beside him.

“Follow me,” said Big Fat Bee and
led Raj towards the rhododendron
bush.

(ROW-DOW-DEN-DRUN is how you say it.)




who were soon zig-zagging over the garden. It didn’t take them long
to find the missing egg.




But there was a problem. Sitting next to the egg was Ratty and
the only thing on his mind was BREAKFAST and a lovely big blue
egg would do nicely!!

Oh no you don’t!” shouted Raj. And - with a bit of quick thinking - he
grabbed Timmy, twirled him around and...around..

FLICKI!!

“Ouch!” squealed Rat.
“Ouch!” squealed Timmy.

“That really hurt!” they both squealed together.

But it did the trick. Ratty forgot all about BREAKFAST and
decided the best thing he could do was to run for it!

Tenderly, Pink Fedora nuzzled her egg, “It’s still warm,” she
sighed with relief.

“But it needs to be warmer,” added Raj, “Timmy, can you help me?”

Timmy was only too happy to help. He wrapped himself gently
around the egg as Raj sat them both on his warm flat head.










