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​Chapter 1:  Christmas Eve Whispers
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Soft snow fell quietly over the Johnson family farm, covering the fields, barn roof, and fence posts in a thin white blanket. The night sky sparkled with stars, and the moon glowed gently, lighting the path that led up to the farmhouse porch. Inside, the house was warm and glowing, filled with the sweet smell of pine needles and cinnamon.

Daisy and Max lay awake in their beds, their blankets pulled up to their chins. The Christmas tree stood proudly in the corner of their room, decorated with shiny ornaments, strings of popcorn, and tiny twinkling lights that blinked on and off like sleepy stars. Beneath it, wrapped presents waited quietly, each one tied with colorful ribbons.

Daisy rolled onto her side and whispered, “Max... are you still awake?”

Max’s ears perked up under his blanket. “I am now,” he whispered back, his tail giving a tiny wag. “I was just thinking.”

“Thinking about what?” Daisy asked, her eyes wide.

Max smiled in the dark. “Presents. Stockings. Cookies. And... Santa.”

Daisy giggled softly and pulled her blanket closer. “Do you think Santa knows where our farmhouse is? We live pretty far out.”

Max frowned thoughtfully. “What if he gets lost? What if the snow is too thick? Or what if the chimney is too small?”

Daisy gasped. “Oh no. What if he can’t come?”

Just then, a soft knock came at the door. Mama peeked inside, holding a warm blanket and smiling gently. “I heard whispering,” she said kindly. “Is everything alright in here?”

Daisy nodded quickly. “Mama... do you think Santa will find us?”

Mama walked in and sat on the edge of Daisy’s bed. “Santa has a very special map,” she said softly. “It shows every home filled with love and our farmhouse shines very bright.”

Papa followed behind her, carrying Max’s favorite stuffed bear. “And even if Santa got lost,” Papa added with a wink, “Christmas would still come.”

Max tilted his head. “It would?”

Papa nodded. “Christmas isn’t just about presents. It’s about being together, sharing kindness, and loving one another.”

Mama tucked the blankets around both pups and kissed their foreheads. “Now try to get some sleep,” she whispered. “Tomorrow will be a very special day.”

As Mama and Papa turned off the light and closed the door, the room grew quiet again. Outside, the snow continued to fall, covering the farm in peaceful silence.
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