Chapter |

let the Fun Begin!

Tris was 11! D-day—Dbetter n as
departure day. The cam n was
packed and within m@ s we’d be on
our way. Mum (@ I0oking at the
house. “Securi ks in place?”
“Check . ered Dad.

“G 1mers set?”

“Ca% > Dad repeated.

“What about fish food for Goldie?”

“Check,” said Dad yet again.

“Has Mad Max been taken care
of?” Dad frowned.

“Not checked...” I replied.
They both swung to face me.



Bad Mad Max

“Will, did you make arrangements
for Mad Max?” Mum asked.

I pretended to be fixing the zipper
on my bag. “Check...” No-one
noticed my cheeks turn red. And
I hadn’t told a lie. Not exactly.
Mum had only asked if I’d m@

arrangements—and [ had! @

When I had asked N@ I could
bring Mad Max—m ea pig—she
hadn’t said “no”\f@’ said “I don’t

think so.” So, Q act that he was in
my pocket t*o take a trip wasn’t

exactl;@%kmg the rules...



Let the Fun Begin!

I peeked up to see Mum and Dad
checking something else. They’d
forgotten about Mad Max already!
No-one suspected a thing!

At last Dad clapped his hands
together. “Alright! Let’s get this trip on
the road! Last one in is a rotte@g!”

This was great! The tri @a
lifetime—right around @ia! How
lucky were we? Dad Q smiling.

wa

Mum was srn1l1 smiling.

My sister, “sca?l carlet, was.
uh-oh...no g
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Bad Mad Max

Scarlet was looking at me with
mean eyes. Great. Twelve whole weeks
of holidays with someone trying to
spoil everyone’s fun...especially mine!

For nine of my ten years of life,
Scarlet had been there dobbing on me.
And T could just tell she was @ing

ready to do it again. @
Well, I wasn’t going her
a reason. No-one kn out Mad

Max, and even @rl suspected,

I’d keep him S% secret that
no-one WO@ out.





