


Wendy woke up with a
burst of excitement. The
sound Of the toaster acted
as her alarm Clock, and she

hever wanhted to hit

shooce.

All of the slices of bread inh the

Kitchen waited excitedly for O
breakfast — it was their Q p P
favourite part of the day!
This was because they

wanhted to be chosen for

the toaster.

You see, the bread’s house

could get very cold,

especCially at night.




They had to shuggle up close to each other to
Keep warm.
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Everyone |onged to fee| the heat of the warm,
snug toaster ahd the oozy butter melting into

them...... especCially Wendy.

Wendy had nhever been chosen to g0 to the toaster,
because she did not |00k like the other slices of
bread. Wendy was the end piece of bread in the
loaf. This meant she was Crustier, harder and

thicker thah everyone else.



Some of them would even Call her hames, like

Wendy the end-y’.

Wendy tried her best to stay positive. “Today is
going to be the day that You get chosen for the

toaster!” she told herself.

Che |ooked over at the
Cartoh Of milk sitting on
the counter, who gave
her a Smile of

encouragement.




She saw a hanhd reach into their house. “T'm first in
the pile,” Wendy thought to herself, “so it makes

sense that T'll be chosen today.”

But her delight quiCKIy turnhed to disappointment
when she realised that the hahd wasn’t coming

towards her — it was going past her!

she Cried ih g Shaky Vvoice.

Bennhy the bread let out 3 giggle. “It’s because you
are... well... different thah us” he said. “You don’t

Fit in —that’s why you are hever chosen!”



From that day on, Wendy |ost hope Of ever being
chosen for the toaster.

KKRALKA**k

Wendy woke up with a jump.
“There goes the toaster...

again” she groahed to herself.

Wendy was ohe of the few

that was left in her house, as

everyone else had been
chosen for the toaster. She
sat in the cold, dark house, all alohe... or SO she

thought.

“Hello?” peeped a quiet Voice.

“Who’s there?” IWendy replied shakily.



Wendy could hot believe what she saw: ahother
piece Of Crusty, hard and thiCk bread. He was...

the other end Of the |0af!

“YOU... LOOK JUST LIKE ME!” they both
exClaimed.

“What’s your hame?” Wendy asked him.

“Finn” he replied shyly. “I didn’t think ahybody else

looked like me... T thought hobody wanhted me

because ] was different.”



“1 suppose we both are different,” Wendy replied,

“but at least how we have each other!” she said

with a smile.
Morning had arrived, and Wendy Tweet! !
(
and Finh were eager to finhally Tweet!
experience the heat of the toaster. A
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“Happy birthday to you, L
Happy birthday to you, (/\”\\
Happy birthday dear Molly, L J’
Happy birthday to you!” l ]

“It must be Molly’s birthday — the
little girl who lives here!” Wendy said

t0 Fihn.

“Happy birthday Molly!” said mummy.
“TWJould you like me to make you

some t0ast?” she asked her.



“Mummy, since it’s my birthday, would ] be able to
have something a bit more specCial?” Molly Chirped.

“Of course,” replied mummy, “What should I make

you? Oh, I know! T'Il make you some French toast!”

So, Wendy and Finn did hot
get put into the toaster to
become toast. Instead, they

became something much

more special.
They made [ots Of hew friends... ; @' 5 N ﬁ
s > J
... ahd realised that being different is \,J i

3 good thihg, and that something better had been

waiting for them all along.




The End



