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​The Gingerbread Rebellion
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The smell of cinnamon and sugar filled the air. It was Christmas week, and Mrs. Plum’s Bakery was the busiest place in town.

Rows of golden mince pies lined the window. Towers of Christmas puddings stood tall and wobbly on the counter. But the most famous thing in the bakery wasn’t the cakes or pies — it was the gingerbread men.

Mrs. Plum made hundreds of them every December. Each one was exactly the same: two raisin eyes, a neat smile, three buttons down the front. Perfect. Ordinary. Predictable.

“Uniform biscuits make happy customers!” Mrs. Plum always said.

She never smiled when she said it.

That morning, as the snow began to fall outside, Mrs. Plum stood in her spotless white apron, barking instructions.

“Round heads! Straight arms! Identical buttons!” she cried.

Her apprentice, Tommy Crumb, tried to keep up, but he was clumsy and always daydreaming.

As he laid a tray of gingerbread men on the counter, he whispered to himself, “I wonder what would happen if one of them had chocolate-chip eyes instead of raisins.”

Mrs. Plum’s sharp ears twitched.

“Daydreaming again, Crumb?!” she snapped. “No imagination in this kitchen, thank you very much! We bake by the book!”

She slammed the oven door shut.

That night, when the lights went out and the bakery grew quiet, something began to stir.

A soft crack, a whisper, and then...

A gingerbread man yawned.

“Well, I declare!” he said, brushing crumbs off his shoulders. “All that baking and not a single thank-you.”

Another gingerbread man sat up beside him. “My smile’s too tight,” he grumbled. “I can’t even frown if I want to!”

“Mine too!” said a third. “And look at these silly buttons — all the same! No style, no sparkle!”

The biscuits looked at one another, then nodded.

“This won’t do,” said the first. “We’ve had enough of Mrs. Plum’s perfect world. It’s time for a little... rebellion.”

“Buttons off!” cried one.

“Frosting hats for everyone!” yelled another.

They dipped themselves in sprinkles, rolled in icing sugar, and painted chocolate moustaches on each other.

By the time they were done, the bakery looked like a snowstorm had exploded.

A gingerbread man with a peppermint scarf stood on the cash register and shouted, “From now on, we make our own rules! No more identical smiles! We are free biscuits!”

The others cheered, their little voices echoing through the bakery.

“Freedom! Frosting! Fun!”

But freedom, as it turned out, could get rather messy.

Some biscuits tried to juggle raisins and dropped them on the floor.

Others attempted to dance on the pudding tower, which collapsed with a gooey splodge.

Someone even got stuck in the butter dish.

Just then, a floorboard creaked.

The biscuits froze.
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