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    Thank you to everyone that has come to our house at Christmas for their cookies, thank you for all the lovely comments we hope you all have a fantastic Christmas.

      

    


A Christmas Cookie 

A charming house nestled at the bottom of a windy road became the highlight of Christmas throughout a small town in East Sussex in England.

Hundreds of people flocked night after night to see the magical lights and pretty decorations that adorned the house.

The decorations were skillfully handmade, carved out of wood, then painted pure white just like the snow. There were three reindeer amongst some carved out tree's, they were all lit up with golden lights.

At the top of the house there was a carved out Santa with his sleigh. The reindeer flying high over the doorway, the reindeer were all wearing a big red bow. They too were surrounded by lights but they were bright white. It was like magic, they looked like they  were moving in the twinkling of the lights. The grass was painted white, it looked like a frosty winter morning, everything was sparkling.

The one thing that secretly brought all the people here was the Christmas cookies that were placed in a box just outside for passers-by to collect.

It was a tall red box, painted red with shimmering lights. A large carved sign that sat across the front garden that spelled out COOKIES with an arrow pointing towards the box.

Inside the box there were perfect miniature masterpieces that were  all baked with care along with one very special Christmas ingredient.

They were all wrapped individually in a Christmas bag then sealed closed by a colourful ribbon with a sticker that read ‘merry Christmas.’

What people didn't know was that with every bite of the tasty treat something magical happened.

If you had a cookie and made a silent wish, it would indeed come true!

A shy boy called Justin heard about the cookies from his friends at school, he later begged his Dad to take him. His Dad thought he was just making up stories but agreed that they could go and look when they took their dog Poppy for a walk.

As they approached the street Justin was right, there were lots of people standing outside a house at the bottom of the road. They were all taking turns to open the magic box. Every couple of minutes there was a noise, upon looking round Justin saw the white snow falling from the bedroom window, the other children that were there were laughing and dancing underneath the fake snow that was fluttering to the ground.

Holding his cookie tight in his hand Justin looked up to his Dad, he was smiling and taking so many pictures.

Grabbing his Dad's hand Justin loved the atmosphere here, it felt so magical and very Christmassy.

There was gentle music being played from a speaker at the front door, it reminded him that he had to sing in his Christmas play at school, he was so nervous.

Arriving back at home he took off his hat and coat, went running into the living room to show his Mum the cookies
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