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1.The Christmas Star That Fell from the Sky
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	Mia loved looking at the sky on winter evenings.

	Every night in December, she stood beside her bedroom window and watched the stars appear one by one. Some were tiny points of light. Others seemed to sparkle brightly enough to light up the whole sky.

	But one star was always her favorite.

	It was the brightest star above the old pine trees at the edge of town.

	Mia called it the Christmas Star.

	“Do you think it is really a Christmas star?” she asked her grandfather one evening.

	Grandpa smiled as he hung a string of lights around the living room window.

	“Maybe,” he said. “Some things are more fun when you don't know exactly how they work.”

	Mia pressed her nose against the cold glass.

	“I wish I could see it up close.”

	That night, snow began to fall.

	By bedtime, the whole garden was covered in white.

	Mia climbed under her blankets, but she could not sleep. The wind was making strange sounds outside, and somewhere far away, a dog barked.

	Then—

	WHOOSH!

	A bright flash crossed the sky.

	Mia jumped out of bed.

	The Christmas Star was gone.

	She hurried to the window.

	At first, she thought a cloud had covered it. Then she noticed something glowing in the snow near the garden fence.

	She pulled on her boots, wrapped herself in her coat, and quietly went outside.

	The snow was cold beneath her feet.

	There, beside the fence, was a small golden light.

	Mia stepped closer.

	It wasn't a star.

	It was a tiny glowing object shaped like a five-pointed star.

	She picked it up carefully.

	The little star was warm.

	Suddenly, a tiny voice whispered, “Oh, thank goodness!”

	Mia nearly dropped it.

	“You can talk!”

	“Of course I can,” said the star. “Well... normally I can. But I have a problem.”

	“What kind of problem?”

	“I fell.”

	Mia looked up at the sky.

	“I noticed.”

	“I was supposed to stay up there until Christmas Eve,” the star explained. “But a strong gust of wind pushed me away from my place.”

	“Can you fly back?”

	The star became dimmer.

	“Not by myself.”

	Mia thought for a moment.

	“Then I'll help you.”

	She carried the star inside and placed it carefully on the kitchen table.

	Grandpa was already there, drinking tea.

	He looked at the glowing star.

	Then he looked at Mia.

	“I suppose you're going to tell me that you found this in the garden.”

	“It fell from the sky.”

	Grandpa nodded thoughtfully.

	“That sounds about right.”

	“You believe me?”

	“I've lived long enough to know that December has a few surprises.”

	Together, they tried to figure out how to return the star.

	Mia climbed onto a chair and held it toward the ceiling.

	Nothing happened.

	Grandpa opened the back door and held it outside.

	Nothing happened.

	They even placed it on the tallest tree in the garden.

	Still nothing.

	The star gave a tiny sigh.

	“I need to be high enough to see my place in the sky.”

	Mia looked toward the town.

	The old clock tower stood on the hill.

	It was the tallest building for miles.

	“We could take you there!”

	So Mia placed the star inside a soft wool scarf and put it carefully into her backpack.

	She and Grandpa walked through the snowy streets.

	The town was quiet.

	Christmas lights glowed in windows, and snowflakes danced around the street lamps.

	When they reached the clock tower, they discovered something unexpected.

	The gate was locked.

	“Oh no,” Mia whispered.

	Grandpa pointed toward the side of the building.

	“There may be another way.”

	They walked around the tower and found a narrow staircase leading to a small platform.

	It wasn't locked.

	Mia climbed carefully.

	At the top, she took the star from her backpack.

	The little golden light immediately became brighter.

	“I can see it!” the star cried.

	“Your place?”

	“Yes!”

	The star floated out of Mia's hands.

	It rose slowly.

	Higher.

	Higher.

	Then suddenly it stopped.

	“I can't reach it!”

	Mia looked up.

	The wind had grown stronger.

	The star began to drift backward.

	“Hold on!” Mia shouted.

	She reached out.

	But she couldn't reach the star.

	Then Grandpa pointed toward the old clock tower bell.

	“Maybe we don't need to get the star all the way there.”

	“What do you mean?”

	“The bell rope!”

	A long rope hung from the tower.

	Mia understood.

	She pulled the rope.

	CLANG!

	The enormous bell rang through the night.

	The sound seemed to roll across the entire town.

	The star began glowing brighter.

	CLANG!

	Another ring.

	The snow around them sparkled.

	Then the star shot upward like a tiny golden rocket.

	It climbed higher and higher until it reached the sky.

	For one second, Mia couldn't see it.

	Then—

	There it was.

	The brightest star above the pine trees.

	Mia smiled.

	“It's back.”

	The star twinkled three times.

	Mia waved.

	Grandpa smiled beside her.

	As they walked home, Mia looked back at the sky.

	The Christmas Star was shining brighter than ever.

	And from somewhere high above, Mia thought she heard a tiny voice.

	“Thank you.”

	From that night on, Mia watched the Christmas Star every evening.

	And every Christmas Eve, just before bedtime, it gave three little twinkles.

	Mia always smiled.

	Because she knew that somewhere above the snowy town, her little friend was watching over Christmas.

	 


1.The Mystery of the Missing Christmas Present
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	Ethan loved Christmas morning.

	He loved the smell of cinnamon coming from the kitchen.

	He loved the lights on the Christmas tree.

	He loved the sound of wrapping paper being torn open.

	But most of all, Ethan loved guessing what was inside the presents.

	This year, there was one present he was especially excited about.

	It was a long, rectangular box wrapped in blue paper.

	A silver ribbon crossed the middle.

	And on the tag were the words:

	For Ethan.

	His parents had told him not to shake it.

	So, naturally, Ethan had shaken it.

	Just once.

	It made a soft click.

	Ethan's eyes widened.

	“What could that be?”

	On Christmas Eve, the family went to bed early.

	Ethan tried very hard to sleep.

	But at midnight, he heard a strange sound downstairs.

	Scritch.

	Then silence.

	Scritch, scritch.

	Ethan sat up.

	He slipped out of bed and quietly walked downstairs.

	The living room was dark except for the Christmas tree lights.

	Ethan looked at the presents.

	Something was wrong.

	The blue present was gone.

	“My present!”

	He searched behind the tree.

	Nothing.

	Under the sofa.

	Nothing.

	Beside the fireplace.

	Nothing.

	Then he noticed something strange.

	A trail of tiny silver pieces led from the tree toward the kitchen.

	Ethan followed them.

	The trail stopped beside the back door.

	The door was slightly open.

	Cold air rushed into the room.

	Ethan looked outside.

	Snow covered the garden.

	And there, in the snow, were tiny footprints.

	They were much too small to be a person's.

	Ethan grabbed his coat.

	He followed the footprints.

	They led around the house, past the garden shed, and toward the woods.

	Then they disappeared.

	Ethan scratched his head.

	“How can footprints just disappear?”

	He looked around.

	A small red mitten was lying in the snow.

	Ethan picked it up.

	There was something written inside.

	M.

	“M?” he whispered.

	Suddenly, he heard a noise behind the shed.

	Crunch.

	Ethan turned.

	“Who's there?”

	No answer.

	He walked closer.

	Then something tiny jumped out.

	“AH!”

	Ethan jumped backward.

	A small figure wearing a green hat landed in the snow.

	It was no taller than his knee.

	The little creature stared at him.

	Ethan stared back.

	“You're an elf!”

	The elf sighed.

	“Yes.”

	“Did you steal my present?”

	“No!”

	“Then why did you take it?”

	“I didn't.”

	Ethan pointed toward the woods.

	“The footprints lead here.”

	The elf looked embarrassed.

	“Those are mine.”

	“Then who took my present?”

	The elf scratched his head.

	“I was trying to find it too.”

	“What?”

	The elf introduced himself as Pip.

	He explained that he had been sent from the North Pole to deliver a special Christmas surprise.

	But while traveling through the woods, he saw Ethan's present.

	It had somehow fallen off a magical delivery cart.

	Pip had picked it up to protect it.

	Then something strange happened.

	“The present started moving by itself,” Pip said.

	Ethan frowned.

	“Presents don't move by themselves.”

	“This one does.”

	They followed a trail of silver ribbon deeper into the woods.

	Behind a large pine tree, they found the blue box.

	But it wasn't alone.

	Three squirrels were sitting around it.

	One was pulling at the ribbon.

	Another was sniffing the wrapping paper.

	The third was sitting proudly on top of the box.

	Ethan laughed.

	“So that's where my present went!”

	Pip nodded.

	“I think the squirrels found it after I dropped it.”

	Ethan carefully picked up the box.

	But when he did, the lid popped open.

	Inside was a small wooden telescope.

	Ethan's mouth fell open.

	“A telescope!”

	His parents had promised him one for months.

	He looked through it.

	The moon appeared huge.

	He could see tiny craters.

	Then Pip pointed upward.

	“Try looking at the sky.”

	Ethan adjusted the telescope.

	A bright red light appeared.

	Then another.

	Then another.

	“Are those stars?”

	Pip smiled.

	“No. Look carefully.”

	Ethan stared.

	Three tiny flying sleighs were crossing the sky.

	“Wow!”

	“They're Christmas delivery sleighs,” Pip explained.

	Ethan looked at Pip.

	“Are you going back with them?”

	“Yes.”

	Ethan suddenly felt sad.

	“You could stay.”

	Pip smiled.

	“I'd like to. But there are still many presents to deliver.”

	Before leaving, Pip reached into his pocket.

	“I have something for you.”

	He handed Ethan the tiny red mitten.

	“You dropped this?”

	Pip shook his head.

	“It was mine.”

	Ethan smiled.

	“Then why are you giving it to me?”

	“So you'll remember that Christmas can be full of surprises.”

	Pip climbed onto a fallen branch.

	Then he jumped.

	A tiny pair of silver wings appeared on his back.

	Ethan stared.

	“Your wings were invisible!”

	“They only appear when it's time to go home.”

	Pip flew upward.

	“Happy Christmas, Ethan!”

	“Happy Christmas!”

	The next morning, Ethan told his parents everything.

	They listened carefully.

	When he finished, his mother smiled.

	His father looked toward the window.

	“Did you really see an elf?”

	Ethan nodded.

	Then he looked through his telescope.

	On the snowy garden fence sat a tiny green hat.

	Ethan smiled.

	He knew exactly what it meant.

	Some Christmas mysteries are never meant to be solved.

	They're meant to be remembered.
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