
The tuppers 
 
I don’t like my food. At work I prefer to eat my workmates’ tuppers. I know this is bad 
but I can’t stop, even though my mates are angry. 
 
One day, Alex saw me eating Alice Summer’s tupper, but he didn’t care. Maybe he 
knew nobody would believe him. 
 
Today the new patient, Alice Summer, needs a heart. But it has disappeared again.  


