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​Introduction: Whispers in the Attic

There was something different about the attic that December.

Pip had lived in Weatherby Mansion his whole life. Most of it, anyway. Ever since his family had moved into the walls behind the parlor bookshelf, he’d explored every nook and cranny a mouse could reach—under rugs, through air vents, behind dusty baseboards. But the attic? That was off-limits.

Too high. Too dark. Too dangerous.

Or so everyone said.

But Pip wasn’t like the other mice. He dreamed of being an explorer, the kind who discovered things no mouse had ever seen before. The attic called to him with a whisper only he seemed to hear—like wind chimes in a storm or a forgotten melody behind a locked door.

One chilly morning, while the humans were downstairs arguing over tangled lights, Pip crept up the narrow wall tunnel. Past the broken cuckoo clock. Past the torn insulation. Past his mother’s warnings echoing in his mind.

When he finally poked his head into the attic, it was like stepping into another world.

The air was frosted, like someone had sprinkled powdered sugar across every beam and box. Old holiday decorations were stacked in towering piles—reindeer made of wire, string-light ghosts of Christmases past, and ornaments nestled in yellowing tissue. A forgotten dollhouse sat crooked in the corner, its shutters swinging in the draft.

And then he saw it.

A round cookie tin, dented and dusty, with faded red swirls and golden lettering that read: “Holiday Cheer: Handle With Wonder.”

Pip’s heart thumped. His paws tingled. Something about that tin practically glowed with curiosity.

He reached for the lid.

Creeeaaak.

The moment it opened, the attic trembled. A gust of glittery wind whooshed past him, scattering snowflake-shaped dust into the air. One by one, the ornaments inside began to shimmer—faintly at first, then brighter, until they pulsed with a gentle hum like the heartbeat of a long-sleeping dream.

A tiny gasp came from behind Pip.

It was Tibby.

Of course it was Tibby. The nosiest, boldest, most frustrating mouse in the mansion.

Before Pip could speak, a third voice piped up.

“I smell cinnamon,” said Ned, the sleepiest dormouse Pip had ever met, rubbing his eyes and yawning as he waddled into view.

And just like that, the attic wasn’t Pip’s secret anymore.

The ornaments had awakened.

The magic had returned.

And the adventure of a mouse-sized lifetime had begun.



	[image: ]

	 
	[image: ]





[image: ]


​Chapter 1: The Tin That Tinkled
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Pip’s whiskers twitched as he stared down at the cookie tin. It hadn’t made a sound before. But now—now it tinkled.

Not like a bell.

Not like a clock.

Like... laughter in the shape of a sound.

He stepped back, his tiny claws skidding on the wooden beam. “Did you hear that?” he whispered.

“I felt it,” Tibby said, eyes wide. She was crouched beside him now, her striped scarf dragging on the dusty floor. “Like something just ran down my spine in tap shoes.”

Ned blinked slowly. “Maybe it’s cursed.”

Tibby rolled her eyes. “Not everything old is cursed, Ned.”
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