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1.The Mystery of the Missing Christmas Presents
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	Mia loved Christmas morning more than any other morning of the year.

	She loved the smell of cinnamon coming from the kitchen. She loved the twinkling lights around the windows. She loved the way the Christmas tree seemed to glow even before the sun came up.

	But most of all, Mia loved the presents.

	Not because she expected to get everything she wanted. She simply loved seeing the colorful packages beneath the tree. Some were wrapped in shiny red paper. Others had golden ribbons or little bells attached to them.

	On Christmas Eve, Mia and her little brother Ben had carefully placed all their presents beneath the tree.

	Then their parents had sent them upstairs to bed.

	"Try to sleep," Dad had said with a smile.

	"We'll see you in the morning."

	Mia had fallen asleep quickly.

	Ben had not.

	At half past eleven, he had whispered, "Mia?"

	No answer.

	"Mia?"

	She opened one eye.

	"What?"

	"Do you think Santa is here?"

	Mia smiled sleepily.

	"I think you should go to sleep."

	"But what if I hear something?"

	"You won't."

	A few minutes later, Ben was asleep.

	The next thing Mia knew, sunlight was shining through the curtains.

	"Christmas!"

	Ben jumped onto her bed.

	"Christmas! Christmas! Christmas!"

	Mia laughed and followed him downstairs.

	But when they reached the living room, Ben stopped.

	Mia nearly bumped into him.

	"What is it?"

	He pointed at the tree.

	There were only three presents beneath it.

	Three.

	The night before, there had been at least twenty.

	Mia stared.

	"Where did all the presents go?"

	Their parents hurried into the room.

	Dad looked around in surprise.

	Mom checked behind the sofa.

	"Did someone move them?"

	"No," said Mia.

	She walked slowly toward the tree.

	Three presents remained.

	One was for Mom.

	One was for Dad.

	One was for Ben.

	Mia's own presents were gone.

	So were several presents for her parents.

	And something else was missing.

	The large silver box that Grandma had sent was gone too.

	"Maybe Santa took them back by mistake," Ben suggested.

	Dad smiled.

	"Santa doesn't usually take presents away."

	Mia noticed something on the floor.

	"Wait."

	She bent down.

	There was a tiny piece of red ribbon.

	She picked it up.

	"Look."

	Mom examined it.

	"That's from the wrapping paper we used last night."

	Mia looked around.

	Another red ribbon lay beside the Christmas tree.

	Then she spotted something else.

	A tiny golden bell.

	It had fallen underneath the sofa.

	Ben picked it up.

	"Maybe this is a clue."

	Mia's eyes widened.

	"Maybe it is."

	They searched the living room carefully.

	Near the front door they found three small drops of melted snow.

	But the door was locked.

	There were no footprints outside.

	Mia frowned.

	"How could someone take all those presents without opening the door?"

	Dad checked the windows.

	They were locked too.

	Then Ben suddenly shouted.

	"Look!"

	He was standing beside the Christmas tree.

	One of the branches was moving.

	Everyone stared.

	The branch stopped.

	Mia walked closer.

	"That's strange."

	She moved the branch aside.

	Behind it was a small piece of paper.

	On it were four words:

	LOOK WHERE THE BELLS RING.

	"The bells," Mia said.

	She immediately thought of the hallway.

	Their family had a collection of Christmas bells hanging on the wall.

	Mia and Ben hurried there.

	They listened.

	Nothing.

	Then they heard a faint sound.

	Jingle.

	Jingle.

	Jingle.

	It came from the kitchen.

	They ran inside.

	On the kitchen floor was another golden bell.

	Next to it was a trail of tiny red ribbons.

	The trail led to the pantry.

	Mia opened the door.

	Nothing.

	Only shelves filled with flour, cereal, and Christmas cookies.

	Then Ben pointed upward.

	"What's that?"

	A small piece of wrapping paper was caught on the top shelf.

	Dad reached for it.

	Behind the paper was a narrow wooden door.

	Nobody had ever noticed it before.

	"That's odd," Mom whispered.

	Dad opened it.

	Behind the door was a dark little passage.

	Ben's eyes became huge.

	"Is that Santa's secret tunnel?"

	Mia laughed.

	"Probably not."

	But the passage definitely went somewhere.

	They followed it.

	It led behind the kitchen wall and into the garage.

	And there, beneath an old blanket, were all the missing presents.

	"Found them!"

	Ben jumped up and down.

	But Mia wasn't satisfied.

	"How did they get here?"

	Dad examined the blanket.

	Then he laughed.

	"I think I know."

	He pointed toward the far end of the garage.

	There was a small cat door.

	Their neighbor's orange cat, Pumpkin, often visited their house.

	Mia suddenly remembered something.

	Last night, Pumpkin had been sitting beneath the Christmas tree.

	"He must have pulled the ribbons," she said.

	Mom shook her head.

	"A cat couldn't move all those presents."

	"Not alone," Dad said.

	He pointed at the presents.

	Most of them had been placed in small gift bags.

	Pumpkin had probably pulled one bag through the cat door.

	Another bag had followed.

	Then another.

	The bags had dragged some of the lighter presents along with them.

	The golden bells attached to the bags had made the trail.

	Mia smiled.

	"So Pumpkin stole Christmas?"

	At that exact moment, they heard a soft meow.

	Pumpkin appeared in the doorway.

	He was wearing a red ribbon around his neck.

	Ben laughed.

	"I knew it!"

	The mystery was solved.

	Pumpkin hadn't wanted to steal Christmas.

	He had simply been fascinated by the ribbons and bells.

	The family carried the presents back into the house.

	Soon the living room looked magical again.

	Mia placed the little golden bell beneath the tree.

	"This one stays here," she said.

	Ben nodded.

	"And Pumpkin gets his own present."

	Mom brought out a small box.

	Inside was a new cat toy.

	Pumpkin immediately attacked it.

	Everyone laughed.

	Mia looked at the Christmas tree.

	The presents were back.

	The mystery was solved.

	And somehow, Christmas morning felt even more special than before.

	Because sometimes the best Christmas stories weren't about what you received.

	Sometimes they were about the mystery you never expected to solve.

	 

	 


2. The Secret Behind the Christmas Tree
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	Oliver had always believed there was something unusual about his grandmother's Christmas tree.

	It wasn't the biggest tree in town.

	It wasn't covered in the most decorations.

	But every year, one strange thing happened.

	On Christmas Eve, the tree changed.

	Not much.

	Just enough to make Oliver wonder.

	One year, a silver star that had been hanging near the top appeared on a lower branch.

	The next year, three wooden birds changed places.

	Last Christmas, a tiny red mitten had appeared among the branches.

	Grandma always smiled when Oliver asked about it.

	"Christmas trees have secrets," she would say.

	"What secrets?"

	"That's for you to discover."

	This year, Oliver decided he would discover them.

	He arrived at Grandma's house three days before Christmas.

	The tree stood in the corner of the living room.

	It was decorated with old-fashioned ornaments.

	There were wooden soldiers, glass stars, tiny houses, bells, snowflakes, and dozens of handmade decorations.

	Oliver walked around it.

	"I've got my eye on you," he whispered.

	His cousin Lily laughed.

	"Are you talking to a tree?"

	"I'm investigating."

	"For what?"

	"The Christmas mystery."

	Lily immediately became interested.

	"Can I help?"

	"Of course."

	They began examining every branch.

	Near the bottom of the tree, they found something strange.

	A tiny wooden key.

	It was no bigger than Oliver's thumb.

	"What does this open?" Lily asked.

	Oliver turned it over.

	A tiny snowflake was carved into the handle.

	Grandma walked into the room.

	"Where did you find that?"

	"Under the tree."

	Grandma smiled.

	"I wondered when someone would notice."

	"Notice what?"

	She didn't answer.

	Instead, she handed Oliver an old wooden ornament shaped like a little house.

	"Perhaps you should look more carefully."

	Oliver turned the ornament around.

	There was a small hole in the back.

	The key fit perfectly.

	Click.

	The roof opened.

	Inside was a tiny piece of paper.

	Oliver unfolded it.

	It said:

	When the tree is bright, look where the oldest branch points.

	They looked up.

	One branch was decorated with a faded silver bell.

	It was older than all the others.

	Oliver moved closer.

	Behind the bell was another note.

	The tree remembers what the house forgets.

	Lily frowned.

	"What does that mean?"

	Oliver didn't know.

	They searched the room.

	Then he noticed an old photograph hanging above the fireplace.

	It showed Grandma as a little girl.

	Behind her was the same Christmas tree.

	Oliver stared.

	"The tree was already here."

	Grandma nodded.

	"My parents bought it when I was six."

	Oliver looked again.

	There was a small wooden star on the tree.

	The same star was hanging there now.

	"That's the oldest decoration," Grandma said.

	Oliver took it down.

	On the back was a name.

	Anna.

	"Who is Anna?"

	Grandma's smile became gentle.

	"Anna was my sister."

	Oliver had never heard of Anna.

	Grandma explained that Anna had loved Christmas.

	She had made decorations from wood, paper, and cloth.

	"She made that star herself," Grandma said.

	Oliver carefully held it.

	"Where is she now?"

	"She lives far away," Grandma said. "But when we were children, we promised that the star would always be on our Christmas tree."

	Oliver looked surprised.

	"So the tree remembers her?"

	"Perhaps."

	That evening, Oliver and Lily decorated the tree again.

	But they noticed something else.

	There was an empty space near the middle.

	A branch seemed to be pointing toward the wall.

	They moved the tree slightly.

	Behind it was a small wooden panel.

	Oliver opened it.

	Inside was a little box.

	The box contained twelve tiny envelopes.

	Each envelope had a year written on it.

	Grandma came into the room.

	"Oh."

	She looked surprised.

	"I haven't seen those in years."

	Oliver opened the first envelope.

	Inside was a note written by a child.

	Dear Christmas Tree, please remember that this was the year I learned to skate.

	The second said:

	Please remember that Dad sang Christmas songs very loudly.

	The third:

	Please remember that Anna gave me her favorite cookie.

	Oliver smiled.

	"They're Christmas memories."

	Grandma nodded.

	"Every year, Anna and I wrote down something we never wanted to forget."

	"Why did you stop?"

	Grandma looked at the empty envelopes.

	"Life became busy."

	Oliver looked at Lily.

	Then he had an idea.

	They found paper and pencils.

	They wrote their own memories.

	Oliver wrote:

	Please remember that this was the Christmas when we discovered the secret behind the tree.

	Lily wrote:

	Please remember that Grandma laughed so hard she nearly dropped the cookies.

	Grandma laughed.

	"That certainly belongs in the
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