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Chapter One


There wasn’t a boy in the world who loved Christmas as much as Noah Gibson. In fact, there wasn’t a girl in the world who loved Christmas as much as Noah Gibson. Actually, there wasn’t a man, woman, cat, dog, hamster, hippo, horse, mouse, dinosaur, donkey, dung beetle or duck that loved Christmas as much as Noah Gibson. (And that’s saying something, because ducks go quackers for pulling Christmas crackers.)


Noah loved Christmas so much that he had a special Advent calendar with so many doors on it he had to begin opening them in August. He loved Christmas so much that he listened to Christmas carols on repeat with the family cat, Mrs Jingles, until she was miaowing the words along with him. He loved it so much that on his birthday, he ate Christmas pudding instead of double chocolate chip birthday cake.
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But this year, although the nights had grown dark and cold, and the high street sparkled with twinkling lights, and the tempting smells of delicious hot drinks wafted up his nostrils wherever he went, Noah wasn’t feeling very Christmassy at all.


The whole family was worried about his grandma, who was in hospital with a poorly stomach. Noah felt a horrible feeling in his own tummy every time he thought about her. Mum and Dad had been visiting her every day, but they didn’t know when she’d be able to come home.


“Don’t worry, Noah. Gran’s a tough old bird,” Dad kept saying. “She keeps asking us to bring her some pickled herring, so she can’t be feeling that poorly.”


“Even though the smell of it is making everyone else feel sick!” Mum had added.


Pickled herring was a delicacy in Norway, the country Gran was from. She couldn’t help but wolf them down when she got her hands on then, but they created some seriously powerful wind.


Something was up with Noah’s older sister, Gemma, too. She used to be just as excited about Christmas as him. Well, not quite, but enough to bake cookies with him, wrap presents together and hang up sparkly decorations all over the house. This year, though, she hadn’t done anything festive with Noah. All she did was tap away on her phone or stomp round the house like a moody rhinoceros. (Unlike ducks, rhinos do NOT like Christmas.)


Noah’s family had been so distracted that they’d gone through December and right up to Christmas Eve and the house was hardly even decorated. Dad had brought the tree in, but despite Noah’s pleading, it didn’t have a single bauble on it – instead, it looked like any old tree that you could see in any old field, except it was in the corner of the living room, slowly dropping its needles over the few presents that were scattered underneath.


As Noah, Gemma and their mum all gathered in the living room, Noah took one look at the sad old tree and sighed. So much for Christmas …


“OWWW-AH!” Gemma suddenly screeched, making Mrs Jingles jump up from her resting place beside the fire and scamper across the living room. “Mummm … I just got a pine needle stuck in my big toe!”


Mum was busy rummaging around in her bag and didn’t seem to notice what Gemma had said at all.


“Oh, how lovely,” she said. “Did you get her a gift too?”


“What?” Gemma said. “I’m talking about having a pine needle stuck in my toe, Mum, not what Christmas presents I’ve been getting!”


“Oh dear,” said Mum. “How upsetting.”


Noah giggled. If his sister had looked up from her phone for two seconds, she might have spotted that the carpet was littered with pine needles.


“Mum,” he said as Gemma plonked herself down on the sofa to inspect her toe. “I brought the decoration box down from the attic. I had to fight off a couple of hundred spiders get it. It was no big deal, obviously – it IS Christmas, after all. The thing is, I was just wondering if we could start—”


Mum finally found what she was looking for at the bottom of her bag: a set of jangly car keys.


“Noah, love,” she said. “I’m sorry, but me and your dad are going to visit your grandmother again today.”


“Oh, OK,” Noah said, a heavy feeling of gloominess settling over him. “Is it her stomach, still?”


“I’m afraid so, love,” Mum said. “As soon as we get back, I’ll give you a hand, OK? I promise.”


Noah nodded.


“Gemma will help you,” Mum said.


Gemma had managed to bring her toe all the way up to her face to get a nice close look.


“Not now, Noah. Can’t you see I’m busy?” she said. “Urgh … I think this is a job for the tweezers …”


She hopped off the sofa and wobbled upstairs to the bathroom. Noah stared at the box of decorations sadly.


“We should get going,” Mum called to Dad. He came out of the kitchen and they both put their big coats on and headed towards the front door.


“There’s some bits and pieces in the fridge, pal,” said Dad. “Gemma’s in charge while we’re gone – if she ever comes downstairs, that is.”


“We’ll get ready for Christmas when we get back home, OK?” Mum added, giving Noah a kiss goodbye. “Be good!”


Noah smiled and waved as his parents left the house. However, as soon as they’d gone, his smile disappeared. It was Christmas Eve, his grandma was ill, the house looked basically the same as it always did, Gemma wasn’t interested in helping him decorate and he was pretty much home alone. For a boy who loved Christmas, things couldn’t get much worse.
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In the living room, he looked up at the bare tree and then at the empty spot where he usually laid out treats for Santa Claus and his reindeer.


Mrs Jingles rubbed against his ankles, purring for attention. She was wearing a pretty collar decorated with snowflakes, which sparked something inside Noah. If Mrs Jingles could be festive, so could he. He wasn’t going to let this Christmas go down without a fight.


“OK, Mrs Jingles, it’s just you and me,” he said. “I didn’t get those decorations down from the attic for nothing. I’m going to make this place so festive, Santa Claus himself would be jealous!”


Mrs Jingles miaowed.


“That’s the spirit!” he cried.


First, Noah went to the kitchen to grab some carrots from the refrigerator, to leave out for the reindeer. He also poured a glass of milk for Santa. Next, he dived into the cupboard under the kitchen sink, where his dad hid a secret stash of chocolate biscuits. Normally, Noah and Gemma would bake gingerbread for Santa, but, like everything else, they hadn’t done it this year, so Dad’s chocolate biscuits would have to do. Then, he took everything over to the fireplace, where he laid it all out in a neat row on the hearth.


“There we go,” he said. “That’ll keep Santa and the reindeer happy. One Christmas tradition down … now for another.”


He brushed cobwebs away from the box of decorations and opened the lid. Inside was a sparkly treasure trove of Christmas ornaments, tinsel and fairy lights.


“Ooh,” he sighed, pulling out a shiny star-shaped bauble and a round ornament with ballerinas painted on it. “I’ve missed you guys.” He took extra special care with the glass fairy that went on top of the tree every year.


Noah carefully emptied the box until he had all the baubles laid out on the carpet. It would be an epic task decorating the entire Christmas tree on his own – but someone had to do it. He was gathering up the tinsel and the fairy lights, so he could put them on first, when something caught his eye – a decoration in the shape of a gnome. It had a long white beard, a big round nose, a pointy, red-patterned hat with a bell at the tip, a playful smile on its face and an arched eyebrow that made it look like it was about to get up to some mischief.
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“I remember you!” Noah said. “You used to belong to Gran when she was little.”


He stood up and took the gnome ornament over to the Christmas tree, then reached up to place it on a branch right in the middle.


“It’s a shame you can’t help me with the other baubles, Mr Gnome,” he said. “I wish everyone was as excited about Christmas as you seem to be.”


Noah was just about to drape tinsel over the branches when the gnome bauble suddenly began to glow.


“Huh,” Noah said. “That’s odd.” He turned the bauble around, looking for a switch, but there was nothing at all to show that the gnome was electronic, or that it had any kind of light inside it.


“That’s strange … you don’t have any batteries …”


But then something even stranger happened. The light and delicate gnome bauble began to grow warm in Noah’s hand, and started becoming heavier too.


“This is a definitely a bit odd,” said Noah. “What do you think, Mrs Jingles—”


But before Mrs Jingles had a chance to even miaow a reply, a powerful beam of light shot out from the gnome. Noah leapt back in surprise and dropped the decoration on the floor. As he looked down, Noah caught sight of the gnome’s cheeky face and gasped. If he wasn’t mistaken, the bauble had just winked!
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