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To Gabe and Rosie -
my own Jo-Jo and Poo-face
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Chapler 1
My List

It was Christmas Eve, and Mum and Dad
were fighting again. Mum shouted at
Dad and Dad shouted at Mum. I put the
pillow over my head and tried to shut

out the sound.




I felt bad because I was to blame. It

was my fault. I'd been naughty.

Dad said I was greedy because my
list for Father Christmas was so long.
He said Father Christmas and the
reindeer would be tired out if they had
to carry all that. He said all my extra
presents would mean Father Christmas
might not be able to reach the poor
children in far-off countries. And then

he said Father Christmas didn’t have



very much money to spend on presents
this year because the economy was so
bad and nobody could be sure of their

job any more.







“I don’t care about poor children or
the economuy,” I said. “I want a robot,
and a racing car, and a helicopter that

really flies.”

But now I didn’t care about my list.
All I wanted was for my mum and dad to

stop fighting.




