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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.



[image: images]



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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My mum is busy peeling potatoes for the dinner tomorrow. It’s Christmas Eve and Grandad Eric has just walked into the kitchen with four supermarket bags full of clothes and presents plus a couple of wheelie suitcases. He’s wearing one of his famous Christmas jumpers. It has a huge Rudolph on the front, and when you squeeze the red nose it plays ‘Rudolph the Red-Nosed Reindeer’.



Last year, my little brother Louie found Grandad’s jumper so funny. He kept squeezing the nose and running away. By the end of the day we’d heard that tune over fifty times. When I went to bed, the song was even in my dream!



Grandad Eric is only staying at our house until the day after Boxing Day, but looking at the stuff he’s brought, it looks like he’s planning on staying for three months.



‘Is the kettle on, Angela love? I’m gasping for a brew.’



My mum gives him an angry look before picking up another potato from the counter.


Grandad Eric looks at me and grins. He knows he’s being cheeky. ‘On second thoughts, I’ll make it myself!’






He pours three cups of tea – one for Mum, one for him, and one for me with a little bit of sugar.
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We all sit at the kitchen table, and Grandad Eric pulls out a tin of biscuits from one of his bags. He opens the lid and chooses a custard cream, Mum chooses a Bourbon and I choose a shortbread. Delicious with a capital D!



‘So when is the next spectacular performance from the Amazing Edie Eckhart?’ Grandad Eric asks me.



I laugh and shrug. ‘I don’t know, Grandad. Hopefully soon. I really enjoyed playing Scrooge.’



‘Oh love, you were marvellous too,’ Mum says. She grins. ‘You’d better invite me to all the ceremonies when you become a famous actor!’


I smile, but suddenly I feel a bit worried. What if I was only good at playing one character? I don’t know if I’m good enough to play lots of different characters, like proper actors do.


‘Me too!’ Grandad Eric agrees. ‘I quite fancy that Judi Dench. I’d like to meet her and give her a smooch!’


‘Dad!’ Mum groans, slapping Grandad Eric playfully on the arm. ‘That is too much information!’



Grandad Eric laughs and winks at me. ‘You made me proud up there, kid. You were brilliant.’



I smile and I give him a huge hug. I hope I can make him proud again.






[image: images]





‘MUMMY, I LOVE IT! I LOVE IT, I LOVE IT, I LOVE IT!’ Louie screams at the top of his voice.



Because he is the youngest, Louie opens his present first. Mum and Dad have got him a bright red bike, with stabilisers, and a matching red helmet.



‘Woah, fella, maybe don’t ride it in the house!’ Dad leaps over to Louie, who is already trying to climb on to the bike. ‘Maybe we should go outside with it, yeah?’



Louie nods enthusiastically and Dad pushes the new bike out of the living room. Louie squeals with excitement and hugs me on his way out. ‘Didi, this might be the best Christmas EVER!’



Louie calls me ‘Didi’ because when he was little he found it difficult to say ‘Edie’. I like it though. It’s a nice nickname.


‘And this is for you, mushroom.’ Mum hands me a square present, wrapped in red shiny paper and tied with a gold ribbon.



I carefully open it. I hate ripping wrapping paper, so I try to be as neat as possible.


It’s a notebook! But, like, the fanciest notebook I’ve ever seen. It’s bright purple, and in the bottom right-hand corner it has my name, Edie Eckhart, embossed in gold. It’s beautiful.



‘Oh Mum, I love it!’
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‘Maybe you could write stories or poems in it. You haven’t written anything like that in ages!’



Mum’s right. In primary school I used to write loads of poems and stories and stuff, but since starting secondary school I haven’t done it as much. My first term of Year 7 was busy though, and I was distracted by the play, and making friends, and meeting Flora . . .
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‘I will.’ I nod, flicking through the bright white pages. ‘Thanks, Mum. I love you.’



‘Love you too, mushroom. Merry Christmas!’ Mum hugs me.



‘WATCH THE WALL!’ we hear Dad yell from outside. Me and Mum run to the front door to see what’s happening.



Louie is on the floor and has just fallen off his bike. But instead of crying or being upset, he is laughing. ‘I love my bike so much!’ Louie yells to us, picking the bike up and climbing right back on it.



Me and Mum laugh. ‘Well I don’t know where he gets it from,’ my mum says, ‘but that brother of yours is an absolute daredevil!’
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I’m FaceTiming Oscar while lying on my bed, propped up with my pillows. Every time I move, it hurts.



‘I’m dying, Oscar. Please will you do a speech for me at my funeral?’



Oscar laughs and props his phone up on his desk and spins round on his swivel chair. ‘You’re not dying, mate, you’ve just eaten too much. How many chocolates have you had from the Eckhart snowman tin?’



I count them up in my head. All the strawberry ones, all the caramel ones and a few of the toffee ones that get stuck in your teeth.



‘Maybe fifteen? No, wait, I forgot to count the nut ones. I think I had eighteen!’



‘And how many sprouts?!’



‘I made it to twenty again. I wanted to beat my record, but Grandad Eric kept passing me his honey-roasted carrots because he doesn’t like them but didn’t want Mum to know! I have a belly full to the brim with veggies!’



‘Ha, ha, classic Eric. The man, the legend! At least you had a roast dinner. My mum thought it would be fun to have Christmas dinner pie! She literally put everything from the roast into a pie. Including the pigs in blankets! I half expected to find a bit of Christmas pudding under the pastry.’



I burst out laughing. Oscar is hilarious.



‘What’s your favourite present?’ I ask him.


Without saying anything, Oscar jumps up from his chair and picks something up from his bed. It’s a big box and I can’t really see what it is.



‘What’s that then, Osc?’ I ask.



‘It’s a milk frother.’ Oscar answers excitedly.



‘Nope. Still don’t know what that is. Why would you want to froth milk?’



‘It’s a fancy hot chocolate maker! It makes such smooth, chocolatey hot chocolate – look!’



He holds a big mug of hot chocolate up to the camera and takes a gigantic, noisy slurp. When he takes the mug away from his mouth, he has a big brown frothy hot chocolate mark on his top lip. It looks like a moustache.
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‘Hello! I’m a man with a moustache!’ Oscar bellows in a deep voice. I fall apart laughing.



Oscar wipes away the moustache with the sleeve of his jumper. ‘What did you get for Christmas?’



I hold up my notebook proudly.



‘Of course! Another writing book for Edie the writer!’ Oscar says. ‘Do you promise to still be my best friend even when you’re a super-famous author?’



‘Osc, don’t be silly! We’ll always be friends!’



‘Promise?’



‘I promise!’



Just then, I see Charlie, Oscar’s older (and often moody) sister, walk into his room.



‘Charlie! Why do you never knock?’



Charlie ignores him.



‘Happy Christmas, Edie,’ she mumbles. ‘Come downstairs, Oscar. Mum and Dad want to play Monopoly.’



Charlie is super bossy. I’m glad she’s not my sister. I never boss Louie around like that.



Oscar turns to me on FaceTime. I can tell he has no choice but to go with Charlie. She has her arms crossed and clearly isn’t budging from the doorway.



‘If I don’t chat to you tonight, I’ll see you tomorrow at yours. Merry Christmas!’



‘Yes, see you tomorrow! Merry Christmas back at you!’



Once I’ve ended the call, I pick up my new notebook.



I suppose if I want to be the ‘super-famous author’ Oscar thinks I’ll be when I grow up, I do actually need to start writing things.



I decide I’ll start writing tomorrow. It’s Christmas Day after all. I can hear Grandad Eric’s jumper from upstairs. Time for one last chocolate . . .
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‘Grandad Eric?’ Louie turns to him with wide eyes. ‘Why is Boxing Day called Boxing Day?’



‘Because it is the day when grandparents get into a boxing ring and punch other grandparents!’ Grandad Eric gets up out of his chair at the kitchen table and punches the air. Louie’s eyes widen even further.



‘Not really, Lou,’ I reassure him, pinching his cheek. ‘Grandad Eric is being a silly billy!’



Louie giggles and eats a sausage roll from his plate. ‘Silly billy!’
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The doorbell goes and Dad gets up.



Sausage rolls. Scotch Eggs. Crisps. Quiche. Pineapple on sticks. We always have a ‘beige buffet’ on Boxing Day. Otherwise known as the dinner of heroes. I couldn’t be happier.



‘We have an Oscar-shaped visitor,’ Dad announces as he walks back into the kitchen, with Oscar trailing after him in a hat, scarf, gloves and what looks like three jumpers. I can’t even see his eyes under the hat.



Maybe I could be happier, especially now my best friend is here! ‘Hi, Osc,’ I say, standing up and offering him a pineapple stick. He takes it and shivers.



‘Is it chilly out, Oscar?’ Grandad Eric asks.



His cheeks are red from the cold. Oscar nods, and eats.



‘Why don’t you go into the living room and get cosy. You could choose a film, and I’ll bring you some more food?’ my mum asks.



What a brilliant plan. I love my mum for suggesting it!



‘Thanks, Mrs E!’ Oscar grins. ‘Did you have a nice Christmas Day?’



‘I did, Oscar love. I was very spoilt! Edie did all of the washing up.’



‘Really?’ Oscar raises an eyebrow. ‘So most of the water ended up on the floor then?’



My mum laughs. ‘Not all of the water, but the kitchen floor did get a bit of a wash too!’



‘If you don’t want me to help, I won’t next year,’ I say, holding up my hands.


My mum plants a kiss on my cheek. ‘Darling, I love you, and your wobbly hands. Now go in the living room and choose what film to watch.’



We decide to watch Fantastic Four – one of our joint faves. We sit on the sofa under a blanket with the beige buffet now perfectly located on the coffee table in front of us.
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