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Preface

Have you ever wondered if Santa Claus is real? Derek did too! This story was written for all the curious kids who dream of seeing Santa for themselves. 

Sometimes, it takes a little courage and a lot of imagination to discover the world’s magic. As you read about Derek’s unforgettable adventure, remember: Christmas isn’t just about gifts—it’s about sharing, helping others, and believing in the impossible. 

Snuggle up, turn the page, and get ready for a magical ride. Who knows? Maybe this Christmas, you’ll find some magic of your own!
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Chapter 1: The Puzzle
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Derek had always loved stories. He liked hearing about dragons, knights, and kingdoms from his parents. But there was one story that always puzzled him. Every year, as winter came and snow covered the ground, people talked about Santa Claus.

The story was the same every year. Santa was supposed to fly in a sleigh pulled by reindeer. He would travel all over the world in one night. He would land quietly on rooftops and slip down chimneys to leave presents for good children.

Derek had heard these stories at home, at school, and even at the grocery store. The pictures were everywhere—on mugs, on the neighbor’s front yard, on TV commercials, and in the mall. Santa was always shown as a jolly man in red, with a snowy white beard and a big sack of toys.

Still, Derek felt unsure. Something about the story just didn’t seem possible. He would listen to grown-ups talk about how Santa visits every child in one night. That idea made his head spin. How could one person fly all around the world without anyone seeing him?

He thought about his own house. They didn’t even have a real chimney—just a metal pipe that let smoke out from the fireplace. He wondered how Santa would get inside. He wondered if Santa would even bother stopping at a small house like his.

When Derek talked to his friends at school, the answers were always different. Some kids believed in Santa completely. They would talk about seeing Santa’s sleigh in the sky, or hearing bells late at night. Others whispered that Santa was just their parents in disguise.

Sometimes Derek’s best friend, Leo, said his dad stayed up late and never saw anyone at all. “Santa isn’t real,” Leo said once, “It’s just a story.” But then, on Christmas morning, Leo would still wake up to presents marked “From Santa.”

Derek’s sister, Molly, was too little to care. She loved the idea of Santa and would leave out cookies and milk every year. She drew pictures for Santa and put them under the tree. Derek never wanted to ruin her fun, so he kept his questions to himself.

The more he thought about Santa, the more questions Derek had. How did Santa know what every child wanted? How did he read all those letters? Did the elves really make every toy by hand? And what about kids who didn’t celebrate Christmas—did Santa just skip their houses?

He remembered the year his family got a puppy for Christmas. The puppy was wrapped in a big red bow and had a card from Santa. But Derek had seen his parents buying dog food a week before. Was that Santa’s doing, or just Mom and Dad’s?

At night, Derek would lie in bed, staring at the shadows on the ceiling. He wondered if Santa could really fit down a chimney. What if he got stuck? What if he made too much noise and woke everyone up? And how did he make it all the way to Australia and back in just a few hours?

On TV, Santa was everywhere. He was in cartoons, singing songs, and waving from the top of parades. But every Santa seemed a little bit different. Some were short, some were tall. Some had real beards, and some had beards that looked like cotton balls.

Derek’s parents always said, “If you believe in magic, anything is possible.” But Derek wanted more than magic. He wanted answers. He wanted proof.

The more he listened to stories, the more the puzzle grew in his mind. He began to pay attention to details. He watched how the presents were wrapped. He looked for clues in the handwriting on the tags. He even tried to stay awake on Christmas Eve, but he always fell asleep before midnight.

He remembered one Christmas morning when he woke up early. He tiptoed to the living room and found the tree sparkling with lights. There were new presents, and the stockings were full. The cookies for Santa were gone, and there was a note with a jolly “Ho Ho Ho.” But the note looked like it was written with his mom’s pen.

Derek wondered if his parents were playing a trick. Maybe they liked pretending to be Santa, just for fun. Maybe they wanted kids to believe in something magical.

The puzzle kept Derek busy for days and weeks. Every year, as December rolled in, he felt that old curiosity. He would ask questions, but the answers were always the same. “Santa is real if you believe,” his parents would say.

One night, while reading a book about Christmas legends, Derek noticed how many different stories there were about Santa. Some said he lived at the North Pole, while others said he lived in Lapland. Some stories called him Father Christmas, or Saint Nicholas, or Kris Kringle.

He wondered if people made up their own stories to explain what they couldn’t see. Maybe grown-ups liked the mystery just as much as kids did. Maybe the puzzle was part of what made Christmas so exciting.

Derek liked science and facts. He liked puzzles and solving mysteries. He liked knowing how things worked. So every Christmas, he tried to gather more clues. He listened for sleigh bells outside. He checked for footprints in the snow. He even tried setting his alarm to wake up in the middle of the night, but he always fell back asleep.

He remembered once asking his grandma if she believed in Santa. She smiled and said, “Santa is the spirit of giving. Maybe he’s not just one person.” That answer made Derek think even harder. Was Santa a person, or just an idea? Could a whole world believe in something that wasn’t real?

At school, Derek’s teacher read them a story about Santa and the North Pole. The book showed elves making toys, reindeer playing in the snow, and Santa reading a long list of names. Derek wondered if it was all pretend, or if there was something true behind the story.

Sometimes, when he was alone, Derek felt a little disappointed. He wanted to believe in something magical. He wanted to wake up and see Santa with his own eyes. He wanted to be the kid who proved to everyone that Santa was real.

But he also liked to be right. He didn’t want to believe just because everyone else did. He wanted proof he could see and touch. He wanted a sign that couldn’t be explained away by adults or stories.

As Christmas got closer, Derek’s questions grew stronger. He watched his parents carefully. He looked for any sign of secret gift wrapping. He listened for whispers and giggles when he walked into the room.

The neighborhood was full of lights and decorations. Every house had a Santa on the roof, or a glowing reindeer on the lawn. Derek wondered how many kids in his street believed in Santa. He wondered if other kids had the same puzzle in their minds.

Derek’s family hung their stockings and decorated the tree. They sang songs, drank hot chocolate, and talked about the year. But Derek kept thinking about Santa.

He looked at the cookies they left on the plate. He stared at the milk in the glass. He looked up at the night sky, hoping to see something—anything—that would prove Santa was real.

He thought about all the stories he had heard over the years. He thought about the cookies, the letters, the gifts. He thought about the things he had seen and the things he wanted to see.

Derek made a promise to himself. This Christmas, he was going to find out the truth. He wasn’t going to let the puzzle stay unsolved.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 2: Setting Up a Trap
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It was the morning of Christmas Eve and Derek woke up with determination. The puzzle about Santa still filled his thoughts, just as it had the night before. His promise to himself was clear: this year, he would find out the truth once and for all. He knew he needed a plan—something clever, something no one had tried before.

He sat at his desk, looking out the window at the snowy yard. The world seemed peaceful, but inside his mind, ideas tumbled over each other. He thought about the stories of Santa sneaking quietly into houses, dropping gifts under trees, and then vanishing without a trace. If Santa really came to their home, Derek was sure he could catch him.

Derek grabbed a notebook and started to sketch. He drew a picture of the living room, the Christmas tree, and the place where the stockings hung. He labeled every corner, every doorway, and every hiding spot he could think of. He wanted to know where Santa might walk, and how he could watch without being seen.

He thought about simple ideas first, like staying up late with a flashlight. But every year, he fell asleep before anything happened. He knew he needed something more reliable. Something that could work even if he was too tired to watch.

That’s when the idea hit him. A trap! If he could make a gentle trap, one that would catch Santa but not hurt him, he might finally have his answer. He didn’t want to scare Santa—just to see him, just to know the truth.

Derek remembered a book he read about animal trackers in the wild. They used nets and ropes to catch animals safely. He thought about using string, yarn, and whatever else he could find around the house. It didn’t need to be strong, just clever enough to surprise Santa.

He rummaged through his closet and found an old jumprope, some bungee cords, and a roll of string. He collected everything and brought it downstairs, one piece at a time. He tried not to make too much noise, in case his parents asked questions.

As he stood in the living room, Derek studied the space. The Christmas tree sparkled in the corner, surrounded by empty space where the gifts would go. There was a soft rug, a couch, and a coffee table pushed to the side. He imagined Santa stepping quietly across the rug, not expecting anything unusual.

Derek knew the trap had to be set just right. If it was too obvious, Santa might see it. If it was too complicated, it might not work. He started by measuring the distance between the tree and the couch. He wanted to cover the spot where Santa would most likely step.

He untangled the jumprope and laid it out on the floor. It was long enough to stretch across the space between the tree and the couch. Derek tied loops at each end, so he could anchor it to something sturdy.

He took some string and made a mesh pattern, weaving it in and out to make a loose net. He remembered watching a video about weaving at school, and tried to copy the same pattern. It wasn’t perfect, but it was strong enough to hold up for one night.

He attached the net to the jumprope, tying tight knots so it wouldn’t slip apart. The net spread across the floor, blending in with the rug as much as possible. Derek stepped back to admire his work. He wondered if Santa would notice it in the dark.

Now came the tricky part—making the trap set itself when someone stepped on it. Derek used the bungee cords to hold the net in place, stretching them under the couch legs. He set a small stack of books on the other end, using them as a counterweight.

He carefully set up the tripwire—a thin piece of fishing line, nearly invisible, stretched between two chair legs. If someone stepped in just the right spot, the line would snap loose, and the net would spring up and close around them. Derek tested it with a stuffed animal. The net flipped up, gently wrapping around the bear.

He smiled. It worked.

Derek spent the next hour testing and resetting the trap. He made small adjustments, tightening knots and moving the tripwire a little higher. He wanted to be sure it would work for someone as big as Santa, not
























d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png
)





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
.{“WX
QX TR
( ‘00 \0

‘”7

1\0"






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png
/<





