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’Twas the night before Christmas, when all through the house,


Not a creature was stirring, not even a Mini-Dragon.


“ERIC, WAKE UP!”


So maybe it wasn’t quite true about the Mini-Dragon. He was definitely stirring.


“Pan, what’s wrong?” I moaned, sitting up in bed and switching on my lamp.


“Someone’s downstairs,” said Pan excitedly, from up on my bookshelf.


“Probably just Mum or Dad.” I shrugged.


“Seriously, Eric,” Pan said. “It’s the middle of the night. There’s only one person who’d be downstairs at a time like this.”


I checked my bedside clock. It was almost four.


“You mean a burglar?” I yawned.


Pan slapped his forehead. “No, not a burglar. I meant there’s only one person who’d be downstairs in the middle of night … on Christmas Eve.”


I sat up straight, the penny finally dropping. “No way,” I said.


“Well, I can’t think of any other possible explanation, can you?” asked Pan.


I couldn’t … but then, I was still half asleep. “I don’t hear anything,” I said.


“I do,” said Pan. “Mini-Dragons have excellent hearing. There’s a knocking sound and it’s definitely coming from the living room. In all those stories you’ve been telling me, that’s where he always goes. Let’s go down and meet him!”


Pan had been super-excited to experience his first human Christmas. Mini-Dragons celebrate Christmas, too, but from what Pan had told me, it’s a little different. They still give each other gifts but Santa doesn’t visit Mini-Dragons. Pan was more than a bit miffed when he realized how many presents he had missed out on over the years. If it really was Santa in our living room, he was going to have a lot of explaining to do.


But the last thing I wanted was to be caught out of bed by my parents. Every year Dad would tell the story about getting up early one Christmas to sneak a peek at his presents only to be caught by my grandad and sent back to bed. Then, when he got up in the morning, Grandad had hidden every one of his presents. I didn’t fancy spending all day searching for gifts like Dad had done.


On the other hand, what if it was … him?


“Come on,” I said, slipping on my dressing gown and putting Pan into the pocket. I opened my bedroom door and checked for signs of Mum and Dad. The coast was clear. I moved silently along the landing and tiptoed down the stairs.
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We were almost at the bottom when I heard it – a faint knocking.


I crept over to the living-room door and pressed my ear up against it. The knocking had stopped but now there was something else.


“Can you hear talking?” whispered Pan.


I nodded. The noise was too muffled to pick out any words but it definitely sounded like someone speaking.


“Can you hear what they’re saying?” I asked Pan.


“Not really… Something about going the wrong way…” said Pan.


I took a deep breath, turned the handle and slowly opened the door.


“Wow! Look at all those—” said Pan, before I quickly clamped a hand over his mouth to keep him quiet.


I put Pan down and went to switch on the main light. But before I got the chance the Mini-Dragon dashed over and turned on the Christmas-tree lights.
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I gasped. Above the mantelpiece hung five red stockings embroidered with our names – Mum, Dad, Eric, Posy and Pusskin. Each was overflowing with parcels. But that was nothing compared to the huge pile of presents almost completely obscuring our Christmas tree.


Pan let out a whistle. “You must have been really good this year,” he said, pointing at my stocking.


I wasn’t so sure about that. In the past year, I had been at least partly responsible for:
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On the other hand, Pan had definitely played a big part, too. And I had actually done some pretty good things this year. I had:
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If that’s not enough to make Santa’s Nice List, then I don’t know what is.


As tempting as it was to tear into all the presents, we were downstairs for a reason. Aside from our cat Pusskin, who was curled up asleep on the rug, there was no one else in the room.


“Where is he, then?” I said, looking around.


“I don’t know,” said Pan, sounding disappointed. “Maybe we just missed him? I can’t hear anything now.”


“Yeah, maybe…” I said, beginning to wonder if we’d imagined it. “Well, we’d better get back upstairs before Mum and Dad hear us.”


I was just about to switch off the tree lights when we heard it again. Talking. It was coming from the old boarded-up fireplace.


“You said this was how we’d get in,” said the first voice.


“I thought it was…” said the second. “Didn’t you see all those pictures of that jolly-looking man in red with the beard on the way over?”


“I think he might be a special case, dear,” the first voice sighed.


The voices were muffled but there was something very familiar about them. I exchanged glances with Pan.


“It … almost sounds like…” said Pan, staring fixedly at the fireplace. “But it can’t be…”


“There’s only one thing for it,” said the second voice. “Stand back.”


There was silence after that. For a second I thought whoever it was had gone, until I noticed a small circular patch at the foot of the fireplace, glowing redder and redder.


“Wha—” I said, before being cut off by a blast of flame shooting through the board. I jumped in fright, stumbling backwards and almost treading on Pusskin. She let out a huge hiss and darted off.
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I got to my feet just in time to see two tiny winged creatures stepping through the hole that had just appeared in the fireplace, each carrying a rucksack almost the same size as they were. Even with all the soot on their faces, I recognized them at once.


“MUM! DAD!” cried Pan.
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“PAN!” the dragons shouted back, rushing towards him. “MERRY CHRISTMAS!”


“What are you guys doing here?” asked Pan. I had never seen him look so happy, or so shocked. I knew the feeling. Well, the shocked part anyway.


“We couldn’t miss spending Christmas with our only son,” said Pan’s mum, Isabel. She looked a lot like Pan but with long curled eyelashes and red-painted claws.


“You never said you were coming,” said Pan. Pan regularly borrowed our laptop to speak to his parents and he was right, they hadn’t mentioned it once. I’d definitely remember something like that.


“We wanted it to be a surprise,” said Pan’s dad, Cheng, who also resembled his son, except for his wispy white beard and miniature spectacles.
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“It definitely is a surprise,” I agreed.


“Eric!” said Pan’s parents, flying over to give me a hug. Well, my ankle at least.


“Good to see you,” said Cheng. “You’re much bigger in real life, you know.”


“Er … thanks,” I said. “So, you guys flew here all the way from China?”


A mischievous smile appeared on Mr Long’s face. It reminded me of Pan when he was up to no good.


“Actually, we caught a lift,” said Cheng. “Flight CH945 – Beijing to London.”


“You came in a plane?” asked Pan, looking impressed.


“More like ‘on’ a plane,” said Isabel. “We were on the underside of one of the wings.”


“The wings?” I repeated. “How did you stay on?”


“With our claws, of course,” said Cheng, waving them at me. “Mini-Dragons are excellent at attaching themselves to aircraft. It’s a lovely way to travel.”


“Well, it was until you decided to go for a wander just before we landed,” said Pan’s mum. “Some of the passengers spotted him so we had to get off a few minutes early. We flew the rest of the way. Luckily, you’re not too far from the airport.”
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“You were seen?” gasped Pan.


Cheng waved him away. “They probably just thought they saw some birds or something. Your mother worries too much.”


“I do not,” Isabel said, raising her voice. “I worry just the right amount.”
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