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The Festive Blockbuster From
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To Billy, Beth, Jude and Dylan
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Property of Holly Christmas, aged 155 ¾

This diary is secret!

ARE YOU EVEN LISTENING TO ME?
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Sunday 28 October

Dear Diary,

Really worried about Dad.

He’s not as young as he used to be. He’s coming up to his 566th birthday, and I think it’s all getting too much for him.

I know it’s only October, but when I think of all the things he has to do before Christmas, my mind boggles.

First on the list is the grotto here at the North Pole, when he meets all the elf children of the village, marking the start of the season. Then he’s off on tour around the world, visiting nurseries, schools, shopping centres, fairs and just about everything in between. If that wasn’t enough, on Christmas Eve he has to deliver at least one present to every child in the entire world!

Every child on the Nice List, that is.

This morning at breakfast, he couldn’t stop sneezing. I think he’s coming down with something and Mum had to find him a fresh hanky. Then another one. It was gross. Not that any of my nine older brothers and sisters noticed – they were all too busy arguing over the last toffee apple.

I wish there was some way I could help him.
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This morning at breakfast, he couldn’t stop sneezing
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Monday 29 October

I’ve had one of my ideas!

When I got to the Workshop, I suggested to Steinar, the Right-Hand Elf, that when December comes, I could stand in for Dad in the grotto, to give him a break. But he just laughed at me.

‘Ridiculous!’ he snorted. ‘Imagine, all those excited elf children turning up to meet Father Christmas, and all they get is his daughter Holly! There’ll be riots!’

‘But listen!’ I said excitedly, as an idea began to take shape. ‘I could disguise myself as him! I could put on a false beard and stuff a cushion up my jacket.’

Steinar pulled a face. Now that Ola, the Left-Hand Elf, was in prison for stealing toys, Steinar was in charge of practically everything to do with Christmas. And, in my opinion, it had gone to his head.

‘Children aren’t stupid, you know,’ he sniffed. ‘You’ve got no wrinkles. They’d guess straight away.’

‘Why don’t you do it, then?’ I replied. ‘You’ve got loads.’

Steinar’s eyes widened, and I realised I must have said something rude.

‘Sorry,’ I added hastily. ‘That came out wrong.’

‘May I remind you,’ he said tetchily, ‘that whoever your parents may be, you remain a junior toymaking elf. And a fairly mediocre one at that, judging by your recent toy quotas. Drones are going to be really popular this year, and yesterday you only made 6,492 of them. You worry about your work, and leave me to worry about Father Christmas.’
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Tuesday 30 October

One day till Halloween!

There’s going to be a party on the ice rink, where everyone dresses up as their favourite scary character. It’s the last chance for us Workshop Elves to blow off some steam before the Christmas rush, and we all make lots of effort with our costumes.

During our hot-chocolate-and-marshmallow break this morning, I decided to tell my best friend Tog I was going as Taffeta Hound, the Naughtiest Girl Alive. She’s famous here at the North Pole, because she’s been on the Naughty List every year since she was born. That means she has never, ever had a present from Father Christmas!
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In fact, a couple of years ago – I remember, because it made the headline of the North Pole News – she put her younger brother in the washing machine on Christmas Eve! She pressed the button to turn the machine on, and if her grandmother hadn’t happened to check up on her, he’d have been boil-washed with their baby sister’s nappies. My dad was so cross that instead of a present, he gave Taffeta a piece of coal in her stocking. He’s always threatening to do that to naughty kids and gives in at the last minute, but this time he actually followed through.

When I told Tog about my plan to go to the Halloween party dressed as Taffeta, he went quiet.

‘Oh,’ he said. ‘I thought we might go together.’

‘Really?’ I asked. ‘As what?’

‘Max and Ola.’

I guess I need to explain who Max and Ola are. Basically, they’re baddies and last year, they tried to steal Christmas!

It was a huge scandal, because Ola was Dad’s Left-Hand Elf, which is a really important job and Dad trusted him. And I really trusted Max. He was a Workshop Elf just like me and Tog, and he and I used to be ice-skating partners.

Anyway, it turned out that Ola was really Grimm Grimmsson in disguise! He used to be a big businessman at the North Pole, making shoes for humans, but he went bankrupt and stole his workers’ pensions. Max is his son, and the two of them were secretly plotting to steal all the toys and sell them. They said it was to make money, but I think the real reason was because they were jealous of Dad. Giving away toys has made him really famous and popular, and the whole Grimmsson family have it in for him.

Luckily Tog and I found out, and we managed to stop them just at the last minute in a super scary sleigh chase. We were even famous ourselves – for a while.

‘I could be Ola,’ said Tog, ‘and you could be Max.’

‘Hmm. I’m not sure,’ I said, thinking it over.

‘Why not?’ asked Tog. ‘I’ve got really good at masks. I could make us look just like them.’

Tog’s speciality is sewing toy lemurs, but recently he’s been branching out into giant anteater masks. You wouldn’t think many kids would ask for one of those for Christmas, but they’ve been very popular in Finland.

‘What if people think we’re showing off?’ I asked. ‘Because we caught them.’

‘Ah,’ Tog said, and went quiet for a bit. ‘I sort of might have made my costume already.’

‘Well, so have I,’ I said, which was true. Taffeta Hound has ginger hair and freckles, or at least she did in the photo I saw that time in the North Pole News. I had borrowed a ginger wig and made it into two plaits, and found one of my sister Sniff’s old dresses that had just the right kind of light blue check. I had even made a pretend washing machine out of an old cardboard box, and put one of my dolls in it to look like Taffeta Hound’s younger brother!

‘Please, Holly,’ said Tog.

‘Look,’ I said. ‘If you want to go with someone else, I really don’t mind. But I’d like to go as Taffeta Hound.’

We changed the subject, but I could tell he was a bit upset.

I hope I’ve made the right decision.
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Wednesday 31 October

Tog asked me if I minded him going to the Halloween costume party with Fizz.

Fizz is one of the new Workshop Elves, and I really like her. She’s even better at electronics than I am. And coding. And design. And remote controls. They brought her in to replace Max, who used to make VR headsets.

Tog explained that she’d look really good dressed in Max’s costume because she’s slim with green eyes, just like Max.

Some elves might feel jealous that their best friend is going to the Halloween costume party with someone else, but luckily I’m not that kind of elf.

Anyway, I’d better go because I need to get ready.
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Just back from the Halloween party. It was so much fun!

A weird thing happened though.

As soon as we’d finished at the Workshop, I rushed home to get changed into my Taffeta Hound costume. Mum even let me borrow her eyebrow pencil so I could add freckles.

Then I went crunching out into the snow to join the party.

It’s quite a long way from our house to the village, and the snow was piled high on either side of the track. As I entered the forest, a dog sleigh came skittering round the bend. My heart skipped a beat. Side by side on the front seat were Max and Ola!

A chill bristled up my spine as I remembered them hijacking Dad’s sleigh last Christmas Eve. Then I realised it must be Tog and Fizz in disguise!

‘Woah, there!’ I called out, blocking their way.
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Side by side on the front seat were Max and Ola!




They pulled on the reins, and skidded to a halt.

‘Hi, Tog! Hi, Fizz!’ I called.

The two figures looked behind them, puzzled.

‘Are you talking to us?’ asked Tog. Whatever I thought about him going to the party with Fizz instead of me, I couldn’t fault his commitment to the role. He had made himself a mask that looked just like Ola, and he was doing something with his voice so that he even sounded like him!

‘You’re going the wrong way!’ I called. ‘The ice rink’s that way!’

‘The ice rink?’ repeated Fizz, pulling a face. Her costume was really good too, and she looked and sounded exactly like Max.

‘Aren’t you going to the party?’ I asked. ‘I love your outfits – especially the overalls. They look just like the ones they have in prison.’

The two figures looked at one another.

‘Ye-es,’ said Tog carefully, grinning at Fizz. ‘That’s exactly where we’re going. To the Halloween party. Dressed as those two notorious scoundrels, Ola and Max!’

They laughed, and I joined in, because their costumes really were very good.

‘See you on the ice!’ bellowed Tog, and he cracked his whip at the dogs, completely in character.

‘Yeah, we’ll be right along,’ added Fizz, still doing Max’s voice.

I watched them drive away, laughing and nudging one another, and for a tiny moment I felt a little bit left out. Part of me wondered whether I wanted to go to the party at all. But I carried on walking, and the snow looked so pretty, sparkling on the trees, that I soon felt better. By the time I reached the village, and I saw other elves in costume heading for the ice rink, I felt excited all over again about being Taffeta Hound. But the moment I arrived, guess who I bumped into?

Tog and Fizz!

Dressed as a lady and a sheep!

‘Wow!’ I said. ‘Why did you change costumes?’

Tog looked confused

‘Don’t you remember?’ I asked. ‘I saw you just now in the lane, dressed as Ola and Max. And now you’re here! Dressed as…’ My voice trailed off, because I wasn’t really sure what they’d come as.
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