Liftle Tiger was an honest figer . . . mosk of the fime.
He always tried to fell the fruth, but sometimes he didn't.
“IV's time for bed, Little Tiger," his father said.

“Nol I's still playtime,” groaned Little Tiger.

“You need fo listen,” said his mother.

“There'll be plenty of playtime fomorrow.”



fi disappoinfed Little Tiger crawled info bed
and pulled the covers up under his chin.
“liood night, Little Tiger,” said his father.
“We love you, Little Tiger," said his mother.
find they both gave him a big hug and a kiss.



