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It had been snowing for days in the town of Trull. Snow lay heavy on the trees. Snow lay heavy on the roofs. And, in the back garden of a house on Laburnum Avenue, snow lay heavy on Max Pesker’s head.

“Put some more on, Molly!” said Max.

“I’m going as fast as I can, Max,” said his twin sister Molly, bending down to scoop up more snow. “But accurate snow-piling is a VERY DIFFICULT SKILL.”

Molly had curly red hair and was wearing a blue duffel coat. She climbed onto the chair they had brought out from the dining room and carefully piled more snow on Max’s head.
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The chair was necessary because Max had been born twelve minutes before Molly. According to Max, he had done a lot of growing in those twelve minutes and was therefore taller. He had red hair too, though his was straight, and he was also wearing a duffel coat. His was pink. This was because both coats were presents from their aunt who was violently opposed to gender stereotyping.
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However, Max’s pink coat was not the first thing somebody walking into the garden would notice about him. First, they would notice the enormous pyramid of snow on his head. But so far nobody had noticed because Dad was out and Mum was in the kitchen listening to [image: images] and trying to work out how to clean a red wine stain off a gorilla suit. She and Dad had been to a fancy-dress party the night before and Dad had turned out to be a very clumsy King Kong. But all Mum’s thoughts of red wine and gorillas disappeared when she looked out of the kitchen window.

First she noticed Max.

Next she noticed Molly.

Then she noticed her best dining-room chair!

Max and Molly heard a violent tapping behind them.

“Don’t turn round, Max,” said Molly. “The snow pile is the tallest it’s ever been.”

Max almost nodded but then remembered not to. “What’s that noise?” he asked.

Molly looked back at the house.

“It’s Mum,” she said. “She’s tapping on the kitchen window.”

“She’s probably bored,” said Max sympathetically.

“Now she’s pointing,” commented Molly.

“She’s probably pointing at the pile of snow on my head,” said Max. “It is very impressive.”

“Hmm,” said Molly doubtfully. “Now she’s shaking her fist. At least, I think she’s shaking her fist. But it’s under Dad’s gorilla suit, so I’m not completely sure.”

“She’s probably bored and jealous,” said Max. “Perhaps she tried to put a big pile of snow on her head when she was younger but it kept sliding off.”

“She has got quite a [image: images] head,” said Molly.

 “Not as [image: images] as Grandad’s,” said Max.

“Yes, but remember, Max,” said Molly. “We both agreed Grandad is an alien. So his head doesn’t count.”
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The back door opened. “What do you think you’re doing with my best new chair?” demanded Mum, waving the gorilla suit at them angrily.

Molly shook her head sadly at her mother. It seemed perfectly obvious what she was doing with the chair.

“I’m standing on it.”
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“Why are you standing on it?”

“Because otherwise I couldn’t reach to put the snow on Max’s head,” said Molly patiently.

“You are standing on it in your wellies,” said Mum icily. “And they are covered in dirty snow.”

“You wouldn’t want me to be outside in my bare feet,” said Molly. “I might get [image: images].”

 “You’ll get a lot more than [image: images] if you don’t get off the chair this instant.”

“But, Mum,” protested Max. “Remember that snow is just frozen water.”

“I know perfectly well what snow is,” replied Mum.

“Well, when it melts it will be like we’re washing the chair,” said Max.

“Yes,” said Molly. “Really you should be thanking us.”

“GET. OFF. THE. CHAIR. NOW,” said Mum.

Molly and Max knew that when their mum talked in capitals, things had got SERIOUS. Reluctantly, Molly climbed down.

“It was nearly ready, too,” Molly said.

“What was nearly ready?” demanded Mum.

“The world’s first ski jump for guinea pigs. We’re building it on Max’s head.”

“Guinea pigs?”

“We think hamsters could use it too,” said Max.

“And gerbils,” added Molly.
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“And what would happen,” said Mum, forgetting for a moment that as far as she knew guinea pigs were unable to ski, “when the guinea pig reached the end of the slope? It would fall to the ground and hurt itself very badly!”

“We’ve thought of that,” said Max.

“We’re not cruel,” added Molly. “We invented the world’s first guinea-pig parachute yesterday.”

Mum’s mouth dropped open in surprise.
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Behind her, Dad marched into the garden. He was wearing two woolly hats, a head torch, ski goggles, an ultra-thick red coat [image: images] and walking boots with crampons attached. In one hand he carried a compass and in the other a thermos of hot soup. Most people might think this was unnecessarily cautious for a trip to the end of the road, but Dad believed in always being prepared for any and every possible [image: images]. He was wearing his “I have some very IMPORTANT news” face.
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