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Chapter One
Food Fights and BIG  ANNOUNCEMENTS
“OW! MUM!” Maisie Mae cried. It was teatime, and Maisie was sat at the kitchen table with her BEASTLY twin brothers Harry and Oliver. Her baby brother, Arthur Stanley, sat next to her, laughing as he smeared his face with mashed potato. Her mum was pacing up and down while she chatted on the phone. 
PING!
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Harry and Oliver flicked another pea at Maisie.
“Mum!” Maisie yelled again.
Mum waved her hand at Maisie to be quiet. 
“Did she? She didn’t! Well, it doesn’t surprise﻿ me . . .” Mum nattered, wandering the length of the kitchen and back again. 
She must have walked for MILES, Maisie thought. Mum was concentrating 






	  		

on the phone call, not paying attention to anything going on around her.
“Adjust elevation! Increase power for maximum devastation!” Harry said in a sergeant major voice.
“Yessir! Right away, sir!” replied Ollie, propping up his spoon on a salt cellar and re-loading it with a pea. “Ready, aim, FIRE!”
The pea sailed through the air and missed Maisie Mae by a few centimetres. 







	  		

“Ha! Your aim’s getting worse!” she said, sticking her tongue out at them.
“Be quiet and sit still, squirt, or we’ll start using the mashed potato!” said Harry, waving his own spoon at her in a threatening way.
“Mum! They’re bullying me with vegetables!” cried Maisie, but Mum ignored her and kept talking on the phone.
“Tell-tale!” said Ollie, picking up a big slice of carrot. He pulled his arm back and FLUNG it like a Frisbee at Maisie, who ducked just in time.
“Ha ha! Missed again!” she cheered, but went immediately quiet when she saw Harry and Ollie’s faces drop into an uh-oh expression. She turned to see Dad in the doorway behind her. He had 
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a sports kit bag under each arm, and the piece of carrot stuck to his forehead. 
“BOYS!” he yelled. “How many times? Dinner is for eating, not target practice!”
“Sorry, Dad!” the twins chorused. Josh and Jack, Maisie’s eldest brothers, came in behind Dad and unloaded their bags of PE kit and musical instruments.
“My guitar lesson was AMAZING!” said Josh, taking off his jacket and chucking it over his guitar case. “My teacher thinks I’m nearly ready to play a full song!”



5






	  		

“I did HUNDREDS of laps of the field at football training!” said Jack, who was covered in streaks of mud. “I think I was only meant to do twenty, but I lost count.”
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“Right, sit up at the table. I’ll get dinner sorted.” said Dad as he tried to catch Mum’s attention. “What are they having, Jo?” 
“She won’t answer you,” said Maisie Mae. “She’s been talking on the phone for HOURS!”
“Who to?” Dad asked. Just then, Mum let out an extra-loud shrieking laugh that made all the boys cover their ears. Dad looked at Maisie Mae.
“Auntie Flo!” they said together. 
Mum’s sister, Flo, was heaps of fun, and whenever Mum spoke to her she got all girly and giggly and excited. Maisie Mae wished she had a sister she could do giggly, girly things with. Instead, she had to put up with her five smelly, hairy, muddy, sweaty BROTHERS. 
Josh was the eldest, and lived in one of 
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the attic rooms with Jack. He thought he was super-cool, and carried his earphones and a guitar everywhere he went. Jack was sporty and was always late for dinner, as he had a different after-school club every day. He never stood still and when he got too excited he would jump on the nearest person, yelling “JACK ATTACK!”. 
Next were the twins. Harry and Ollie were supreme masters in the art of YUCK! They could make an empty room messy and get muddy in a soap factory, which Maisie knew from when she used to share a room with them. She had been sooooo happy when she had finally got a room to herself, where the mess was all  her own! 
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Finally there was Arthur Stanley, the baby of the family. He was all right, but if he ever filled his nappy, he could stink out a room in three seconds flat! 
Maisie sighed and chomped into a fish finger as she watched Mum giggle to Auntie Flo on the phone. I might not have a sister, she thought. But at least I have Bethany-next-door! 
Bethany was the same age as Maisie, the same height, and in the same class at school. They liked all the same things: glitter, Sylvanian 
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Families, the colour PINK, and making fun of boys. Bethany-next-door was Maisie’s official best-friend-who-was-almost-as-good-as-a-sister, and she was the only person she could turn to when her awful brothers were annoying her.
“OhmygoodnessIcan’tbelieveit!  That’s amazing!” squealed Mum down the phone as she served up two dinners for Josh and Jack, dolloping mash and tipping out the remaining fish fingers without even looking at the plates. Dad took the plates over to the table where Josh and Jack covered their food in tomato ketchup.
“What’s going on?” whispered Dad to Maisie 
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Mae. Maisie just shrugged, and pointed to Mum, who had finally got off the phone. She looked up with a smile.
“Pay attention everyone, I’ve got a BIG ANNOUNCEMENT!”
“Maisie’s been sold to a zoo?” guessed Jack.
“Jack won a hippo look-a-like contest?” said Maisie.
“Let your mother speak!” said Dad. “What is it?”
“Wait!” shouted Josh. “Drum roll!” He started to bang on the table with his 






	  		

knife and fork, until Dad wrestled them off him.
“AUNTIE FLO IS GETTING MARRIED!” yelled Mum. She was so excited she didn’t even notice Arthur Stanley spraying food out of his mouth like a mushy pea fountain.
“Flo? Our Flo?” said Dad in disbelief. “Finally settling down? Crikey. Who did she manage to trick into marrying her?”
“Don’t be horrible!” said Mum. “Her French boyfriend, Jean-Paul, popped the question last night!” The boys started rolling their eyes and making being-sick noises, but Mum ignored them, a dreamy look on her face.
“Oh, it’s so romantic!” said Maisie Mae. “I can’t wait to see her so she can tell us all about it!”
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“Me too!” said Mum, grinning. “I said we would help her out as much as we could with the wedding. Now, here comes the really brilliant news!”
This got everyone’s attention. Dad looked up, with his I’m-not-sure-about-this face. The last time Maisie had seen it was when she’d been trying to get him to let her cut Bethany-next-door’s hair.
“Flo will need me around lots and lots – so I told her we’d have the wedding HERE!”
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