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This book is dedicated to you. Yes, you! The first book was dedicated to you too, so now you have TWO books dedicated to you. You truly are a fancy pants.
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MERRY CHRISTMAS EVE EVE! AKA the day before Christmas Eve, so I call it Christmas Eve Eve. Technically my birthday, which is the 12th December, is Christmas Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve Eve (yep, that’s thirteen Eves!) but that would take TOO long to say, especially because I speak slowly anyway!



I speak slowly because I have a disability called cerebral palsy, which just means that my muscles don’t work as quickly as other people’s muscles. It also means that I wobble when I walk, and I sometimes fall over . . . my knees are always covered in bruises!



I love Christmas. I love presents, I love putting on my pyjamas, getting cosy by the fire and watching Christmas movies, I love eating roast potatoes, I love eating my entire bodyweight in chocolate and Brussels sprouts.
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My best friend Oscar says I’m weird for liking sprouts because they smell like farts! But my Dad, who is the best home cook in the entire world, makes great ones. They’re crispy, and nutty, and last Christmas I ate twenty! To be fair to Osc, I did fart a lot that evening.
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‘What are you thinking about, Edie?’ Flora asks me. She’s in the seat to my right, her hand resting under her chin as she smiles. ‘You look like you’re on Planet Edie.’



I dunk a chip in the gravy in front of me. ‘I’m thinking about Brussels sprouts!’



Everybody at the dining table laughs, because it’s ‘so Edie’ to be thinking about food, while we’re at dinner, eating food. But it’s true, I blooming love food. All kinds of food. Apart from anchovies. They’re Gross with a capital G!



I jump in my rocket and leave Planet Edie, and join everybody at the table on Planet Earth. Oscar (my best friend in the whole wide world) and Flora (my second amazing friend, who I met earlier this year when I started secondary school) have come to my house for tea. We’re having fish and chips from the chip shop. It’s a tradition on Christmas Eve Eve. Yum, yum, yum, get in my tum!



Along with my fish and chips I have been drinking so much lemonade, and suddenly I really need to go to the loo. This is part of my disability too; I often go from not needing a wee at all to suddenly being SUPER DUPER DESPERATE. I wiggle a bit in my chair.


‘Do you need a wee?’ Oscar asks. He’s seen my wee dance a million times before. ‘Do you need help to get to the toilet?’



‘She’s all right,’ Flora answers, before I can. ‘If she needs help, she’ll ask for it.’
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Oscar nods, and nobody knows this but me, but I think Oscar is a little bit annoyed at Flora. They don’t know each other super well, and sometimes I think they are very different from each other. Oscar, like me, talks to everybody and anybody, and Flora is a little quieter and it takes her a while to open up to people. And Oscar wants to help me all of the time, but Flora likes me to do things for myself. I guess, in a way, they’re both right.




‘Thanks, Osc, but I think I can make it to the loo on my own.’


 I smile at both of them and I jiggle to the toilet as quick as I can.
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After dinner, me and Mum drop Oscar and Flora back at their houses. I sit next to Flora in the car and Oscar sits up front next to my mum, chatting away. I usually sit next to my mum but I really want to sit next to Flora today. I rest my head on her shoulder.
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The radio is on and it’s playing Christmas hits. We all sing along at the top of our lungs. Outside it’s grey and miserable, but Mum has the heat blasted up high and we have blankets. We’re tucking into a box of Quality Street chocolates, and I am eating all of the strawberry ones. They’re my favourite. Flora is making a collage with the shiny rainbow wrappers on our laps. Flora is brilliant and super artsy – last term she decorated the stage for the school play A Christmas Carol. I played Scrooge, the main character, who is normally a man, but last minute I decided to play Scrooge as a grumpy WOMAN, and everybody said it was brilliant. I loved being on stage, and I loved acting. I’ve always wanted to be a writer when I grow up but who knows . . . now I think I might want to be an actor!


 I smile to myself. I feel so happy and so lucky to be in the car with some of my favourite people. I think if I could choose to stay in this moment or fast forward to Christmas Eve, I might choose this! It might be even better than the twenty-one Brussels sprouts I’m aiming to eat!


I’m quite sad that the night is over. I love being with Flora and Oscar. I really want them to get on so we can all hang out, and maybe even live together one day. How cool would that be?


As soon as I have that thought, we turn the corner and we can see Oscar’s drive. Mum pulls up and Oscar jumps out of the car.


‘Merry Christmas, Edie! I’ll call you tomorrow!’ Oscar yells, walking up the driveway. He turns back and waves, wrapping his big scarf around his neck, before the front door opens.


We drive off. Flora holds my hand and it feels like there’s a little elf bouncing up and down in my tummy. For some reason I feel a little bit nervous.


When we get to Flora’s house, she kisses me on my cheek and says she’ll text me soon, then closes the car door. I smile and watch her walk away. It’s weird. I don’t know how, but I already miss her.

My mum looks at me in the rear-view mirror.

‘I really like Flora, love!’ she says.

‘Me too.’

‘Remember, you can always talk to me about anything, mushroom.’

‘I know, Mum. Thanks.’ I unwrap one final chocolate. I don’t know why, maybe it’s the sugar, but I feel very, very, very happy.
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