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The Birthday Girl

I jumped up out of bed and leapt onto the landing. 

“Mum, Dad. It's my birthday.” 

I clambered onto their bed, having banged the door open loud enough to wake them. Dad opened an 

eye and fixed it on me. 

“It's my birthday,” I repeated, bringing my face close to to his. He blinked and then pushed me 

away, towards Mum. 

“Wake up, wake up,” I shook her. “It's my birthday.”

“Okay, okay,” Mum mumbled, “Happy birthday darling.” She rolled over and gave me a kiss on the 

nose. 

“Can I have my presents now?” I jiggled on the bed, enjoying the springiness of their king size 

mattress.

Dad laughed, awake now. “Not until you're dressed and have clean teeth.”

I pounced onto the floor and ran through to the bathroom. I couldn't wait to open my present from 

Mum and Dad. I had been begging them for a Baby Annabell  for weeks. She was a doll that 

actually cried and needed her nappies changing. I could be a real mummy. They couldn't have 

possibly bought me anything else. I had pestered them relentlessly. I never wavered in my desire for 

any other present. 

“You want some help with your outfit?” Mum asked, poking her head into the bathroom to watch 

me brush my teeth furiously.

I nodded. Toothpaste ran down my chin. Mum smiled and wiped it away with the towel. 

“Come on, let's get you dressed, birthday girl.”
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Mum helped me into my pink tights and attached my wings for me. As it was my special day I had 

been promised that I could wear whatever I liked. So today, for the whole day, I was a fairy. 

“I'm gonna be Annabell's fairy godmother,” I said as I pulled on my sparkly pumps.

Mum ran the brush through my hair, tugging at a lug. “Maybe,” she answered. 

The second she reached the end of her brush stroke I skipped away and ran down the stairs. I could 

hear Dad in the kitchen. 

“Presents,” I yelled, jumping on the sofa.

Mum followed me in, grasping a box wrapped in pink Barbie paper. It was just the right size for 

Annabell. I fidgeted with excitement. 

I watched as Mum placed the box on the coffee table. I skidded onto the floor next to it. I picked it 

up and shook it. The present rattled. It had to be her. 

“Can I open it, can I?” 

“Wait for Dad,” Mum said. 

“Are you coming Dad? It's my birthday.”

Dad came into the room laughing, “I'm here, I'm here,” he chuckled, hovering in the door way. 

“Yay!” I ripped off the paper. It was doubled wrapped and I giggled and threw the shreds up in the 

air so that they fluttered down around me. It was like being in a a fairy snow storm. 

The box that I had revealed was plain brown. My eyes widened. Mum and Dad must have triple 

wrapped Annabell. I looked up at them, Mum grinning down at me and Dad in the door, looking 

over his shoulder. 
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I dived into the box. It was empty. I pouted. “There's nothing in here,” I said. I felt a twinge of 

disappointment. Where was Annabell?

“There isn't?” Mum asked, taking a step forward, glancing up at Dad. 

“Oh no, she must have escaped!” Mum gasped. 

“Escaped?” I was even more confused now. Annabell was a baby doll, how could she have escaped? 

Suddenly I was underneath a ball of fur that was drooling on me, tiny little paws padded over my 

chest and there was a little 'yap' of joy. 

“A puppy?” I exclaimed. “A puppy!”

Even as it clambered over me, wagging it's yellow tail and stretching it's tongue to meet my face I 

hardly believed it. A puppy. My very own baby doggie. 

“We thought you could call her Annabell,” Dad suggested. 

I lay on the floor with Annabell the puppy sniffing and licking me as she climbed  onto me and then 

rolled off me. This was way better than a stupid doll. This was the best birthday present ever.
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