Rocco: What's that noise?

Carla: It's the rubbish
lorry. It's coming!

Rocco: Quick, run!

Carla: Where's Big Al?
Receo: | don't know. Are you calling him?
Carla: Yes, | am. But he isn't answering. I'm worried.

Rocco: Look, there he is! In the lomy!

Carla: |5 he sleeping?
Rocco: Yes, he is. I'm scared, Carla. Where are they going?
Carla: |don't know. But I've got an idea ...
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® Carla: Al are you OK?
, Big Al:

- Where am 17 Am | dreaming?
Rocco: 'What are yo i Carla:
Carla: I'm qukmg%r Big Al's phane. Look, here it is! Big Al:

Rocco: Thmdrwwrﬁlurﬂ'l Street. Come on!  Rocco: Tireqd



