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MoOTHER'S DAY LAUNCH

MiLo's MooN MIiIsSSION
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i %backyard trampoline was his launchpad. 'Three, two,
one... blast off!'




gy, (o

/I

opn!

1 Ara W)
He bounced h\éh r and hig
\  ~ W

|
N

|/ \\/// !
her until he reached the
/ Wi I% % q/.ﬂ




He collected moon rocks—they were just peEbIes butto

Milo they were treasures!




anted his sock flag. ' claim this moon for our f@mﬂy?/
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world from here!'
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om waved and said



Milo snuggled into bed. 'Thanks for launching me every c

= night, Mom.' She kissed his forehead. 'That's what moms do.' g
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