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    To you, the reader. If you're reading this, you've opened the book, and for that, I'm grateful. 


And of course, Jess, Liesel and Jonathan, my family, my home, my spirit.
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Chapter 1 – Trouble in Christmasland
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“Oh Christmas Tree, oh Christmas Tree, how beautiful you are to me,” Jonathan sang, a little out of tune. He stepped back and admired the decorations he had been putting up with Liesel. “What do you think, Liesel?” 

Liesel smiled. “We just need the angel on top and it will be finished.”

“And we need to turn the lights on,” their father added. “Can’t have a Christmas tree without twinkling lights. They’ll really show up tonight when it’s darker.” Their mother snuggled into his arm, putting her cheek against his shoulder. 

“We almost didn’t have a tree to put up,” Liesel said, remembering their struggle to find where they’d put the tree after their last move. “Lucky we found it in the box in the corner of the garage.”

“Yes, quite lucky,” their father agreed, his face beginning to blush. He had been quite flustered during December as he tried to find the tree, despite their mother suggesting they buy a new one. 

“Is Pickalee coming for dinner tonight?” Jonathan asked. “I’d like to see her for Christmas. I bet she’d love to see our new house!” 

Their mother laughed. “I’ve invited her for lunch on Christmas Day,” she said. 

“Hooray!” the children cheered together.

“Let’s get this angel up and then make breakfast,” their father said. “I’m starving!” Jonathan rushed to pick up the angel, when he was stopped by a loud knock on the front door.

“Whoever could that be?” Jonathan asked, turning around. 

“I’m not sure. Are you expecting anyone, Jess?” Dad asked. 

Their mother shook their head, moving cautiously to the window that looks out to the front door. “It’s Pickalee!” she squealed, rushing to let her in.

“Merry Christmas, Jess!” Pickalee said, hugging their mother. She wore a green and red striped shirt and shorts, with black shiny shoes. Her hair was cut short and stood up in spikes, making her pointy ears stand out more. The pixie looked at their father. “Merry Christmas, Glenn.” 

“Pickalee! You’re here!” Liesel exclaimed. “Merry Christmas!”

Pickalee smiled down at the children, before embracing them each in turn and wishing them a merry Christmas. “It’s wonderful to see you both again. It feels like it’s been longer than a month.”

“Would you like to have breakfast with us?” Jonathan asked, putting the angel down beside the tree. “Dad was about to make us some after we put the angel on the tree.”

Pickalee’s face darkened. “I’d love to very much, but I can’t stay. Santa needs our help, or else Christmas will be ruined!”

The children gasped. “But surely Santa will be able to save Christmas,” Liesel said. 

Shaking her head, Pickalee explained: “Things in Christmasland are not going well. I’m not sure exactly what has happened, but I received express mail from Santa that he needed my most urgent help. So, I came to you for your expert detective skills.” The pixie looked at each child in turn. “Well, what do you think? Want to come with me to help Santa in Christmasland?”

“I thought Santa lived at the North Pole?” Jonathan said. 

Pickalee giggled. “Oh, but he does!” she said. “Christmasland is the suburb at the North Pole where Santa lives and works.” She looked at the children’s parents. “Do you think Liesel and Jonathan could come with me?” 

Their parents nodded. “Of course they can,” their mother said.

“What if we miss out on unwrapping our gifts tomorrow morning?” Jonathan said.

“You’ll miss a lot more than unwrapping your presents if we don’t help Santa,” Liesel said. “Don’t be so selfish!” Liesel turned to the pixie. “I’ll help you, Pickalee; even if Jonathan won’t. I’ve always wanted to meet Santa and see where he lives.”

“I wasn’t being selfish,” Jonathan muttered. He looked at Pickalee. “I’ll come, too.”

“Fantastic!” Pickalee said, rubbing her hands together. “Now we just need to find the magic tinsel.”

“The magic tinsel?” Jonathan repeated. “But we’ve just got normal tinsel, and it’s on the tree.”

“Are you quite sure?” Pickalee said, her eyes sparkling mischievously. Moving across to the tree, she picked up a strand of red tinsel and held it out to them. It glittered brightly, despite the morning sunlight not shining on it.

“How did you do that?” Jonathan said, dumbfounded.

“Have you really forgotten my magic quite so quickly?” Pickalee asked. “Even after our many magical adventures together?”

“No, but I didn’t think your magic would work away from your house and the magical lands,” Jonathan admitted.

“My magic works anywhere,” Pickalee said cheerfully. “Much like love and kindness. Well, come on children, we’ve got no time to lose!” 

With that, Pickalee wrapped the tinsel loosely around the children’s wrists and said goodbye to their parents. Then, after clearing her voice, she began to sing: 

“Grab this tinsel, come with me 

as we fly out through the chimney. 

We’re going to help Santa in the North Pole, 

and when you return, you must never tell a soul.”

The children felt a soft wind that blew them forwards and up the chimney, which seemed to expand to let them pass through easily. Up and up they went, flying quicker than a flash.

When they emerged through the top, they saw snow, and it was dark, with only soft moonlight shining on the freshly fallen snow. Behind them was a small hut, with a small chimney. A small but steady stream of smoke rose from the chimney, becoming lost to the dark sky. The children looked around them, seeing nothing else but snow-covered pine trees, which looked like ice creams.

“We obviously aren’t at home anymore,” Jonathan said. “Are we at the North Pole already?”

“We certainly are,” Pickalee said, passing them green winter jackets. “Here, put these on. You’ll find it’s much colder here than what you’re used to.” They shivered as they put on the coats, feeling immediately warmer. They found red gloves, a purple scarf and a sky-blue beanie in the pockets of the coats, and they put these on also. 

The soft sound of whickering horses echoed towards them and, when they looked up, they saw a small speck in the distance, the sound carrying easily across the cold snow.

“Here comes Chifley, the Chief Elf coming to pick us up,” Pickalee said. “He’s going to take us to see Santa!”
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Chapter 2 – Santa’s House
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“Riding through the snow, in a one-horse open sleigh,” Jonathan sang. The two horses neighed softly, as if to remind them there was more than one of them pulling them through the snow.

“Over the fields we go, laughing alllll the waayyy,” Liesel continued. As they sang, they watched the snowy fields sweep past them and sipped the mug of hot chocolate Chifley had given to each of them. There was nothing left of the shortbread cookies except a few crumbs on each of their laps. 

Jonathan looked at the elf, who was watching their path ahead. He was about the same height as Pickalee and the children, and although he still looked like a young man, he had an air about him of age and wisdom. “How long until we get to Santa’s place?”

The elf glanced at Jonathan. “You ask a lot of questions, don’t you?”

Liesel giggled. “He really does! But it was a good question, though. How long is it until we arrive?” 

“Not long. It should be appearing in view any time now.” The children leaned forward, peering through the falling snow to catch a glimpse of Santa’s house. 

After several seconds, a large rainbow house rose from the horizon, as if it was growing from the ground. Multicoloured stripes spread diagonally across the building which, as they drew closer, seemed to be a castle. Bright red and green bows were tied to the roof, and tinsel seemed to be strung around the gutters. A green wreath was hung on the door. 

To one side of the castle was a large warm-looking barn, presumably where the reindeer were kept. A chimney rose from the roof, smoke rising, indicating a fire was burning in the fireplace.

To the other side of the castle, the workshop stood. Loud noises echoed through the doors, a mixture of banging, grinding and whirring as the elves made toys and packaged them up, ready to deliver.

“Wow!” Liesel said. “That’s amazing! It reminds me a bit of your colourful house, Pickalee.” The children’s eyes were so wide open, they nearly fell right out of their heads. 

“Thank you, children,” Pickalee began. “But my house is quite small and humble in comparison. Santa has better magic than I do, and a stronger need for a larger space.

“How did Santa build all this in the snow?” Jonathan asked.

“Magic, of course!” Liesel exclaimed. “What a silly question.”

When he heard the horse approaching, Santa had emerged from his castle in his warm, red coat and waved as they approached.

“Ho, ho, ho. Welcome one, welcome all to Christmasland!” Santa’s voice boomed. Chifley stopped the horses just in front of Santa, and then helped his passengers get down from the sleigh. 

Despite the warmth of their winter gear, the children shivered, not used to the North Pole’s freezing temperatures. They huddled next to each other, as Pickalee put her arm around them, smiling at Santa.

“Good evening, Pickalee,” Santa said. “Thank you for coming to help me save Christmas.” 

Pickalee inclined her head. “It is our absolute pleasure, Santa,” she said. “I hope you don’t mind I’ve brought my two expert detectives to help.”

“Not at all,” Santa replied. “Of course, I’m aware of Liesel and Jonathan. Both on the nice list, if my memory serves me correctly. But, that’s part of the reason I’ve brought you here.” Santa lifted his gloved hand and stroked his beard, deep in thought. 
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