
Mum and Dad are having a baby croc. 

What instrument is Moris holding?
What does Moris want more than a little brother or sister?
What other baby animals hatch out of eggs?

Moris is annoyed because he must share his room.

Where has Moris’s mum put all of his toys? 
Where do you keep all of your special toys?

Doris wakes Moris up in the middle of the night. 

What else does Doris do that annoys Moris?
What things annoy you? 
What makes you happy?

Doris snaps all the strings on Moris’s guitar. 

How do you think Moris feels?
How would you feel if someone broke your favourite toy?

Mum and Dad have a big surprise for Moris! 

Do you have a pet?
If you could pick a pet, what would you choose?
What other surprise would you most like to have?

My Little Sister, Doris

   Hints and tips for sharing this book with a child
Here are some ideas for ways to make sharing 

this book even more fun! 

Storytime

  “Soon we will be hearing the pitter-patter  
of tiny feet,” says Dad.  

“ we’re getting a ” I cheer.
“ ” Boris snaps

“We’re getting a baby croc.” Then he points to the egg

 

that Mum is holding. 

  
is being quite nice to me today .  
We are playing             in his room
 when Mum and Dad come in.

  
“We have exciting news!” says Mum. 

It's an egg...
get over it.

But I want 
a pet!

But Boris has a
“ ”

and doesn’t want  
            me around.

“
”

 So I go back to  
   my room, but Mum  
has moved all my  
   toys to make room  
for the baby croc.

“ ” I cry.

Busy...

Boris!

Doris is the most
little sister in the whole, wide world.  
    She tries to say my name, but all  
     she can say is “ ”.

        She has a runny nose.
                 She follows me everywhere. 
                            I can’t stand it.

One day, she follows me into my room.
  “  Doris. . . ”
But it’s too late. 
       She snaps all the strings, 
            and I’ve had enough. 
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Mush!

Mush!

Mush!

It s
Moris.
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Every day, someone else comes  
to fuss and coo over Doris.
  “She s adorable!” says Aunty Floris. 
  “So cute!” adds Uncle Noris.
It s driving me mad because they  
don t know what she s really like.

At night Doris wakes  
me up, crying  
and snuffling.

In the morning
she plays with  
my toys.

She scribbles on  
my drawings . . . 

. . . and snaps my pencils.

Doris throws my card  
collection in the air.
                  
     She pulls pages from  
             my favourite books.

“Doris just wants 
to play with you,”  
Mum tells me.

I wish she d play 
with Boris instead.
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Stop that,

Doris!

Then Mum and Dad announce that  
they have more surprise  
for me, in this really big box.

So I show Doris how to play
      And she is actually quite cool – 
           for a little sister.

“We re all going to hear the  
pitter-patter of tiny feet  
again,” they say excitedly.

“ , not another egg!”  
I groan. I open the box  
very carefully . . .
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