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“Hmmm..” said the doctor
“I think... a little...here...
...and a little...
...there. That’s it!” “Shall I start drilling?”
asked the nurse.

Ollie was a little
relieved.

Not a lot - just a little.

If he was going to have
to wear this stupid
saucepan every day, at
least he would be able
to see out, once they
cut out some holes

for his eyes.

“I just hope
they’re good
with that drill!”

7 he thought.
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