
A Christmas to Remember 

The village of Santclausby was once vibrant and full of festive cheer. But now, it has become 

a mere echo of its glorious past. Instead of the joyful Christmas celebrations that once filled 

the village, there is now a cold and nostalgic silence. The merry chimes and laughter that 

resonated through the frosty air were now distant whispers. Even the renowned Magic Ice 

Sculpture Garden, a confirmation of the village’s creativity and joy, now merely stories 

buried under layers of snow and time. 

In the past, Santclausby had been more than a village; it was living proof of Christmas 

marvels. Artisans’ creations once sparkled in the Christmas market, and joy was not just 

celebrated, but woven into the very essence of village life. Now, that communal tapestry of 

the village had unravelled into threads of isolated, dimly lit celebrations. Once the village 

square was filled with the radiant presence of a towering, living, highly decorated Christmas 

tree, which now stood as a forlorn giant, its branches drooping under the weight of the snow, 

unlit and undecorated. The local church, a former hub of harmony and festive mirth, echoed 

with the hollow silence of a dwindling congregation. The spirit of unity and shared jubilation 

fading, leaving in its wake an emotional longing for the past. 

Amidst this scene of forgotten cheer, the school playground whispered of lost tales and 

lingering hopes. Here, Lily, a fiery red-haired girl, eyes as deep and green as emeralds, sat 

perched on an old wooden bench. Her pink scarf and matching bobble hat, a soft, warm 

comparison to the cold surrounding whiteness, nodded gently in the crisp breeze. Around her, 

the school playground was alive with the echoes of children, their laughter and playful shouts 

an obvious contrast to the quiet melancholy of the village. 

With a pen clutched between her small, determined fingers, Lily meticulously inked her 

Christmas desires onto the pages of her diary. Each word, an indication of her belief in the 

magic of the season, her breath danced in puffs of breath clouding in the chill of the air. In 

the dwindling spirit of the village, she stood as all young children do, a true believer in 

Christmas and in Santa Claus. Her vivid imagination shining brightly as a guiding star, 

illuminating the joy and wonder of the festive season.  

Then, as gently as the first snowfall, Sophie approached. Her voice, a delicate chime against 

the wintry stillness, broke into Lily’s concentration, “Hi Lily, what are you doing?” she 

asked, her curiosity wrapped in the soft layers of her winter clothes. 

Lily looked up, her face blooming into a smile. “I’m writing a letter to Santa! It’s already the 

12th and I need to get it sent off.” She replied, her voice a melody of innocence and 

excitement. 

Sophie’s expression shifted, a sombre note clouding her youthful features. “You know… 

he… doesn’t really exist, right?” she said hesitantly, her voice low, carrying a weight which 

seemed too heavy for her young years. 

The words hung in the air like a heavy cloud, casting a shadow of doubt over Lily’s heart. 

“What? No way.” said Lily incredulously. Her face changed as she contemplated Sophie’s 

announcement. “What about all the gifts and the stories? And my letters!” Lily’s voice 

wobbled, her pen shook a little in her hand. 



Sophie let out a long breath, watching it fog up in the chilly air. “Well, my brother told me. 

He said he caught mum and dad sneaking presents under the tree.” Her tone a mix of 

disappointment and reluctant knowing, “I asked mum if it was true, and... she said it was.” 

Lily’s vibrant eyes widened in surprise, and at that moment, the innocence of her youth 

collided with this revelation. “But he’s supposed to be real...” she whispered, more to herself 

than to Sophie, an mixture of confusion and betrayal swirling within her. 

The playground, once a realm of joy and laughter, a scene from a happier time, now felt 

distant. Around them, the world seemed to pause; the trees appeared to lean in; the 

snowflakes halting their dance, as if the very earth itself held its breath, waiting for Lily’s 

response. Lily’s heart wavered, torn between the cherished stories of Santa’s magic and the 

striking reality Sophie presented.  

“I don’t want to stop believing... It’s all part of the Christmas magic.” Lily’s voice cracked 

slightly, the beginning of tears glistening in her eyes. 

Sophie’s eyes softened, touched by the weight of her revelation. “I’m sorry, Lily,” she 

whispered, drawing near and giving her a gentle hug. “I didn’t mean to upset you. Maybe... 

maybe there’s still magic, just a different kind?”  

Lily, shaken, but finding strength in her friend’s embrace, looked up, her eyes shimmering 

with unshed tears, yet glinting with a growing resolve. “What kind of magic?” she asked, her 

voice soft but curious. 

Sophie paused, her gaze wandering over the snow-draped playground. “Like the magic in our 

friendship, or just being there for each other,” she offered softly.  

Lily pondered as she blinked away her tears, considering Sophie’s words. A small, brave 

smile broke through her sadness as she took Sophie’s hand.  

As they sat, surrounded by the serene beauty of the snowy day, Lily felt a shift within her. 

Turning her gaze from the unfinished letter to Santa, she embraced the warmth of Sophie’s 

friendship. With a newfound determination, she looked back at Sophie; her smile resilient. “I 

think there’s still some magic left for us to find. It’s possible your brother doesn’t know 

everything; perhaps Santa is more real than we think. “Sorry Sophie, but I think your mum 

and brother are wrong. There must be a Santa, and I will prove it.”  

Sophie looked at Lily and gave a slight smile, “It would be great if you did, but…” Their 

conversation was interrupted as the bell rang out to end their break time. Lily’s letter to Santa 

remained incomplete. Sophie slowly shook her head. ‘Mum wouldn’t lie to me,’ she 

thought… ‘she wouldn’t.’ 

Sophie, her young face still holding the gravity of her her words, met Lily’s earnest gaze with 

a touch of sadness, “I know it’s hard to believe,” she said gently, “but my mum said Santa 

isn’t real, and she wouldn’t lie to me, not about this.” 

Sophie’s mother, known for her practical and realistic outlook on life, naturally held a 

sceptical view about the existence of Santa Claus. Her decision to share the truth with Sophie 



at the age of nine was influenced by her own upbringing and a strong desire to instil in her 

daughter the values of realism and gratitude. 

Lily’s heart ached with a mixture of disappointment and confusion. She looked down at her 

half-written letter, her small hand still gripping the pen as if it were a lifeline to the magical 

world she desperately wanted to hold on to.  

“But, Sophie,” she began, her voice tinged with hope, “I’ve always believed in him, and you 

did too, once... it can’t just be made up, can it?” 

Sophie’s resolve wavered as she pondered Lily’s words. She’d never seen Santa herself, but 

the stories, the twinkling lights, and the festive spirit of Christmas always made her heart 

swell with excitement. “Could it be the magic of Santa was real in a different way?” She bit 

her lip, torn between what she had been told and the enchanting world her friend still clung 

to. 

Their thoughtful silence was broken by the clanging of the bell for a second time.  

“Come on you two, time to come in!… break time is over!” shouted the teacher.  

Lily’s unfinished letter lay before her like an unanswered question. She sighed and began to 

pack her things back into her satchel. Her heart was burdened by the lingering enigma of 

Santa Claus. 

Sophie watched her friend with a mix of sympathy and uncertainty.  

“Mum wouldn’t lie to me,” she repeated softly, more to reassure herself than to convince 

Lily. 

Later that day, Lily returned home from school with thoughts of Santa Claus swirling in her 

mind. She struggled to shake off the notion there was a deeper story than what Sophie’s 

mother had revealed. That evening, after their kitchen had been transformed into a sweet-

smelling haven of Christmas delights, and the aroma of freshly baked cookies filled the air, 

Lily decided it was time to confront her doubts. She summoned the courage to question her 

mother, who was busy baking their Christmas treats. 

“Mum,” Lily began hesitantly, her voice a soft murmur amidst the warmth of their cosy 

kitchen. Her mother turned to her with a gentle smile, her flour-covered hands momentarily 

still. “What is it dear?” 

Lily’s emerald eyes met her mother’s gaze, searching for answers to the question which had 

been weighing on her heart all day . “Is Santa Claus real?” she asked, her voice quivering 

with uncertainty. 

Her mother’s expression softened as she knelt down to Lily’s eye level, she dusted off the 

flour before placing her hands on her daughter’s shoulders. “Oh, Lily,” she began, her voice 

filled with warmth and understanding, “Santa Claus is a bit like magic itself. He’s not a 

person you can meet in the way we meet our friends, but he’s very real in the way he brings 

joy, love, and kindness to the world during Christmas.” 



Lily listened intently, her heart yearning for the reassurance she sought. “But, Mum,” she 

persisted, “what about the presents and the sleigh and the reindeer? Aren’t they real?” 

Her mother’s eyes twinkled with a mix of nostalgia and love. “Well, sweetheart,” she replied, 

“The presents and the joy they bring are very real. And as for the sleigh and the reindeer, they 

are symbols of the magic and wonder of Christmas. They remind us to be kind, generous, and 

to be full of love, just like Santa.” 

Her mum’s words were comforting, and their reassurance brought a fleeting sense of relief to 

Lily’s troubled heart. She knew her mother spoke with sincerity, but a seed of doubt still 

lingered within her.  

Still not convinced Santa Claus was not real, Lily retreated to her room. She was unable to rid 

herself of the feeling that something crucial was missing, and the enchantment of Christmas 

had been tarnished. 

Sitting at her dressing table, Lily gazed at her unfinished letter to Santa. The words she had 

written seemed like mere ink on paper, devoid of the belief which had once fuelled her 

Christmas wishes. She knew she had to make a choice, to continue doubting or to embrace 

the magic of Christmas, even if it meant not believing in something she once held so dear. 

With a sigh, she carefully folded the letter, tucking it into a drawer. As she prepared for bed, 

her heart was heavy with uncertainty, but a small glimmer of hope remained. Sitting at her 

bedroom window, Lily watched as the snowflakes illuminated by the streetlight danced lazily 

outside her window, creating a picturesque winter scene. Each delicate flake pirouetted to the 

ground, settling into a glistening blanket of white velvet. It was a scene that, in previous 

years, would have filled Lily’s heart with warmth and excitement. But now, there was only 

doubt. Lily’s doubts in the existence of Santa Claus weighed heavily on her young shoulders. 

The enchantment of Christmas, once a magical season of wonder and anticipation, had, for 

now, lost its lustre for her. 

It had all begun with a single sentence from her best friend Sophie, who had declared, with an 

air of authority. “Santa isn’t real you know.” Lily had scoffed at the idea initially, dismissing 

it as preposterous. Santa Claus had always been in her life, a symbol of joy and generosity, he 

had always been the symbol of Christmas. 

But the seed of doubt had been planted, and it took root in Lily’s mind. She reached a point 

where she could no longer ignore it. Like the growing snowbanks which lined the street 

outside her window, Lily’s scepticism also grew. Lily climbed into bed and huddled under 

her quilt as she pondered this conundrum. Is it possible for one man to visit millions of homes 

in a single night, no matter how magical he might be? How can reindeer, however 

extraordinary, fly through the night sky carrying a sleigh full of presents? The joyous 

anticipation of Christmas, the once celebrated countdown to December 25th, was now 

replaced by a sense of sadness and loss. Lily’s once enthusiastic letter to Santa filled with a 

wish list and promises of good behaviour, now sat unfinished in the drawer of her dressing 

table, abandoned midway through. She closed her eyes, longing for the enchanting dreams of 

Santa’s world to visit her once more; she whispered a quiet wish into the stillness of the 

night. “Santa, are you real?” Overwhelmed by exhaustion and the weight of her swirling 

thoughts, Lily could no longer resist the call of sleep. She surrendered to its embrace, her 



eyelids gradually drooping until her emerald eyes gently closed, and she drifted into a 

peaceful slumber. 

As Lily succumbed to the tender embrace of sleep, her reality gently dissolved, giving way to 

a dream of enchanting winter splendour. She found herself in a breathtaking wonderland, 

where each snowflake performed a delicate dance in the moon’s silvery light. The air, crisp 

and invigorating, was filled with the harmonies of distant carollers, their voices blending in 

an ethereal chorus. Stepping forward, Lily left a trail of footprints in the untouched snow, her 

senses captivated by the mystical realm which had blossomed around her. Whispering 

snowflakes caressed her face, each one imparting tales of joy and marvel, while scents of 

pine and freshly baked cookies permeated the air. 

Drawn by a radiant, golden light in the distance, Lily ventured forth with a heart brimming 

with curiosity. Her journey led her to a quaint cottage cradled between towering pines. 

Spirals of smoke rose from its chimney, and its windows sparkled with festive lights, casting 

a welcoming light. Approaching the cottage, Lily tapped lightly on the door, which swung 

open, revealing a room glowing with the gentle light of a fireplace. The interior exuded 

warmth and comfort; the fire’s soft crackle, the ambient glow of candles, and the smell of 

cinnamon and spices enveloped her in a comforting embrace. She stepped inside; her gaze 

falling upon a bountiful feast laid out on a long wooden table. Roasted chestnuts, 

gingerbread, honey roasted hams and a large golden brown turkey, beckoned enticingly. 

Festive decorations adorned the room with garlands, wreaths, and tapestries depicting 

heartwarming Christmas scenes. 

The room shimmered as the scene seamlessly transformed, as if carried by the magic of the 

dream. The cottage faded, and in its place, Lily found herself in a sleigh pulled by reindeer, 

gliding through the night sky. Beside her, Willow, once her pet dog, now a wise and talking 

companion, radiated an otherworldly glow. Willow’s eyes sparkled with a profound 

connection to Lily. “Where are we headed?” Lily asked, her voice filled with wonder and 

glee. 

“To places where the spirit of Christmas exists,” Willow answered, the sound of Christmas 

bells echoing in the distance. “To realms where the spirit of the season lives in every 

snowflake and star.” 

As they descended lower, the world below transformed into a lively mosaic of light and 

shadow. Villages twinkled below, windows aglow with hope and celebration. Below them, 

children wrapped in scarves and hats as they sculpted snowmen. Their laughter infusing the 

air with festive cheer. Lily watched a young girl, her hair as wild as the winter wind, 

struggling to place a top hat on her snowman. The sleigh landed in the soft snow. 

“Let me help you,” Lily offered, leaping from the sleigh, and striding through the snow. 

With a tender touch, she fixed the hat on top of the snowman, which miraculously came to 

life, blinking its coal eyes and smiling in gratitude. The girl’s laughter, pure and unrestrained, 

mingled with the distant melodies of Christmas carols. 

“Thank you!” the girl exclaimed. “I’m Lucy. And you are?” 

“I’m Lily,” she responded, her heart brimming with an indescribable joy. 



Together, they joined the other children, each snowman springing to life in a burst of magic, 

adding magic to the festivities. The snowmen’s clumsy yet enthusiastic dance invited Lily to 

join in, and she did, dancing with them under the stars. 

Eventually, Lily reluctantly said farewell to the children and returned to the sleigh. As they 

departed, the village remained aglow, its festive spirit pulsating with love and energy. 

Their next destination was a serene forest, unlike any Lily had seen. Tall, majestic trees, 

cloaked in snow, created an atmosphere of tranquillity. “This was the Forest of Lost Toys,” 

Willow explained, “A sanctuary for toys once cherished and then forgotten. Each toy held a 

story of love and laughter, now tinged with separation and sadness.” 

A worn teddy bear, one-eyed and tattered, caught Lily’s attention. As she picked it up, it 

whispered a tale of once being a beloved companion to a little boy. Lily’s heart ached for the 

bear and its companions, all once were central to a child’s world, now residents of this heart 

breaking forest. 

“We can’t alter the past,” Willow said, sensing Lily’s emotions. “But we can create joy in the 

present. These toys can still bring happiness.” 

Motivated, Lily gathered the toys, promising them a future filled with love and laughter. The 

sleigh was soon brimming with toys, each radiating hope. 

Departing the forest, Lily glanced back to see the trees shimmering in a silent farewell. The 

once solemn haven now exuded a warmth symbolising new beginnings. 

Ascending into the night, the sky transformed into a canvas painted with the vibrant colours 

of the Northern Lights. Their journey reached its bittersweet end at a serene, snow-covered 

lake, where the moon’s reflection danced upon the ice like a thousand tiny stars. As the sleigh 

slowed to a halt, Lily took a deep breath, feeling the chill of the night air seep into her bones. 

The sleigh was gently guided down until it landed amidst a gathering of wide-eyed, curious 

children. Their clothes were tattered and thin, hardly enough to protect them from the biting 

cold, but their faces were lit with the kind of wonder that only the truly innocent can possess. 

These were the forgotten souls, the little ones who had grown accustomed to empty bellies 

and cold nights, yet still found a way to dream. Lily’s eyes welled with tears as they reached 

out with trembling hands, not for gifts or riches, but simply to touch the sleigh and believe, if 

only for a moment, that magic was real. 

“Who are you?” asked a bright-eyed boy. 

“I’m Lily, and this is Willow,” she replied, her heart warmed by the surrounding joy. 

“We’re journeying to spread Christmas cheer,” Willow added. 

Lily told them to choose a toy from the sleigh. The children’s faces lit up, each choosing a 

toy, their expressions breaking into smiles as they embraced their new friends. Watching the 

children, Lily’s heart swelled with the simple joys of childhood and the enchantment of 

Christmas. 

Overwhelmed with emotion, Lily turned to Willow. “Thank you for this incredible journey.” 



Willow nuzzled her affectionately. “Remember, Lily, Christmas isn’t about grand gestures. 

It’s about the small moments of joy and love.” 

With those parting words, Willow vanished, leaving Lily in the dawn’s soft light. Lily opened 

her eyes and found herself back in her bedroom. She was astonished that morning had arrived 

so soon; her dream felt so real.  

The next day, school was once again closed due to the snow and ice affecting the heating. 

Lily couldn’t wait to see Sophie. She hurried through breakfast, barely tasting the toast her 

mother had buttered, and threw on her coat, determined to reach her best friend’s house 

before the frost melted from the windows. When she finally found Sophie in their usual 

meeting spot by the old oak tree in the park, Lily’s heart was pounding with excitement. 

“You won’t believe it!” she exclaimed, eyes sparkling with wonder. “I had the most 

incredible dream last night. Willow, my old dog, came back to me in a dream; he took me on 

a sleigh ride. We flew across the stars! There were reindeer, and we landed by a lake where 

so many children were waiting… it was so real, Sophie, it was like magic!” 

Sophie frowned and crossed her arms over her chest, her expression stern. “Lily, it was just a 

dream,” she said, with that matter-of-fact tone she often used when she wanted to sound older 

than her years. “You know Santa isn’t real, and neither is magic. I told you that yesterday.” 

“But it felt real,” Lily insisted, her voice trembling as she recalled the warmth of Willow’s 

paw in her hand, the sound of sleigh bells echoing in the night. “It was more than a dream, 

Sophie. I could feel the wind in my hair, and the snowflakes, they were cold on my cheeks! 

And the children… they were so happy, even though they had nothing.” Lily’s voice 

softened, her eyes drifting away as if seeing the scene unfold once more. “It was like Willow 

was trying to show me something, telling me Christmas is real.” 

Sophie sighed, rolling her eyes. “It was just your imagination.” But as she turned to walk 

away, something in Lily’s expression made her pause. “Why does it matter so much to you, 

anyway?” Sophie asked quietly, her voice softening just a little. 

“Because… because maybe if we believe, even a little, it means we haven’t lost something 

important,” Lily whispered, clutching the locket around her neck that she had received last 

year for Christmas. She looked up, her eyes bright. “It means that maybe, just maybe, magic 

can still find us.” 

Sophie stared at her friend for a moment, the snow crunching beneath her boots as she shifted 

uncomfortably. “You’re such a dreamer,” she muttered, but there was a flicker of doubt in her 

eyes. “Maybe… maybe you should tell me more about Willow. What else did she say?” 

A smile began to spread across Lily’s face as she realised that, despite everything, maybe 

Sophie hadn’t completely let go of her belief in Christmas. “Well, he told me that sometimes, 

the things we can’t see are the most real of all,” Lily began, and as she recounted every detail 

of her incredible journey, a faint glow of wonder flickered in Sophie’s eyes. 

“I don’t care what you believe, I know Santa is real.” Said Lily. 

As the morning unfolded, Lily and Sophie wandered through the park, their breath visible in 

the crisp air, as if each exhale carried a piece of the magic Lily had spoken of. They trudged 



through the snow, kicking it off from under their boots sending tiny sprays of snow scattering 

into the air, glittering like diamonds. Lily’s words flowed like a river, painting the dream so 

vividly that even Sophie couldn’t help but get swept up in it. They found themselves at their 

favourite bench, an old wooden seat with peeling paint, overlooking a small frozen pond. It 

was their secret place, the one where they shared their hopes, fears, and dreams. Today, it felt 

different. Lily reached into her pocket and pulled out a tiny bell on a red ribbon. It jingled 

softly in the stillness of the morning air, and Sophie’s eyes widened.  

“Where did you get that?” Sophie asked. 

“It was there on my windowsill when I woke up,” Lily explained, her eyes shining with 

wonder. “It was from Willow’s collar. I thought it was lost. I know it was. I think Willow 

wanted me to have something to remember, something to remind me that it wasn’t just a 

dream.” 

Sophie gingerly reached out and touched the bell with the tip of her finger, half-expecting it 

to vanish. When it remained, solid and real, she felt a shiver run down her spine. They spent a 

couple of hours that day, sitting on the bench, talking about everything and nothing all at 

once. They shared stories of Christmases past, how Lily leaves cookies and carrots out every 

year, swearing she once heard sleigh bells in the middle of the night. For the first time in a 

long while, Sophie allowed herself to be swept up in the nostalgia, in the possibility that 

perhaps, there was more to the world than what she could see. The girls decided to head back 

to Lily’s house, where the scent of cinnamon and pine filled the air. Lily’s mother prepared 

hot chocolate for them, and the two girls sat by the crackling fireplace, warming their hands 

around the steaming mugs. The warmth seeped into their fingers, and it felt like the magic 

from Lily’s dream was wrapping itself around them, pulling them closer. 

Sophie glanced at the twinkling lights on the Christmas tree, her eyes reflecting the tiny stars 

of red, green, and gold. “Do you think Willow will come back?” she asked, her voice soft, 

almost fragile. 

Lily nodded confidently. “I believe he will,” she said. “I think he’s always been there, 

waiting for us to notice him.” 

Sophie stared into the flames for a moment, her thoughts swirling like the embers dancing in 

the hearth. Then she looked at Lily, and a small smile tugged at the corners of her mouth. 

“You know, Lily,” she said, “maybe Santa doesn’t have to be real for Christmas to be 

magical. Maybe it’s enough that we believe in each other.” 

Tears stung Lily’s eyes, and she reached out to squeeze Sophie’s hand. “That’s the most 

magical thing of all,” she whispered. They sat there, fingers entwined; two best friends who 

had found their way back to believing in something bigger than themselves. Snow began to 

fall softly outside, blanketing the world in a shimmering layer of Christmas magic. 

That night, as Lily lay in bed, once again hoping for a dream as exciting as the one she had 

experienced the night before. Lily was about to close her eyes when a soft, ethereal glow 

filled her room, casting an otherworldly luminescence upon the walls. Startled, she sat up and 

gasped, her heart beating rapidly. 



A shimmering golden envelope appeared, as if out of thin air. It hovered in the air for a brief 

moment before gently descending onto her bed. Lily’s eyes widened in astonishment, her 

breath caught in her throat. She reached out cautiously, her fingers trembling as she picked up 

the envelope. 

The envelope was unlike anything she had ever seen before. Its paper felt metallic, and it was 

adorned with intricate designs of snowy landscapes and reindeer. The ink shimmered like the 

stars on a winter’s night. With a mix of trepidation and curiosity, she gingerly opened it. She 

removed a beautifully crafted invitation. 

“Lily,” it began, the letters dancing in elegant calligraphy, “You’re invited to the North Pole 

to meet Santa Claus and discover the magic of Christmas. Be in your room on the night of the 

23rd, and all your questions will be answered.  

P.S. you can bring a friend.” 

Astonishment washed over her, followed by a wave of curiosity and, perhaps, a glimmer of 

hope. Can this be real? Lily pondered, her doubts still lingering in the corners of her mind. 

What if this invitation held the answers she had been seeking all along? Lily knew she had to 

embark on this extraordinary journey to the North Pole. She clutched the invitation tightly to 

her chest, the mix of scepticism and wonder reflected in her eyes. Little did she realise her 

life was on the verge of transforming in unimaginable ways and the magic she had questioned 

might be even more genuine than she had ever conceived. But how was she to get there? As 

the golden invitation rested in her trembling hands, Lily’s mind raced with questions. Her 

heart whispered to her, urging her to embrace the possibility that magic still exists in her 

world. 

“What do you think, Mr. Fluff?” she said softly, addressing her stuffed bear, who had 

witnessed her doubts and now the strange occurrence in her room. Mr. Fluff sat on the nearby 

nightstand, his button eyes seemingly alive with curiosity. 

Lily realised she had no choice but to accept the invitation, with Mr. Fluff as her silent 

witness to this strange event. The glow of the room seemed to beckon her toward an 

adventure she had only dreamed of before. Gathering her courage, she made her decision. 

“I’m going,” Lily declared to Mr. Fluff, her voice filled with both trepidation and excitement. 

She carefully replaced the invitation in the envelope and placed it in her drawer next to the 

unfinished letter to Santa for safekeeping. As she settled back under her covers, the room 

gradually returned to its normal state, the soft glow fading away. Lily’s thoughts raced as she 

thought of the journey ahead. She pondered what she would say to Santa if she really met 

him. The questions which had plagued her for the last couple of days now seemed trivial in 

the face of this unexpected opportunity. 

The next morning, Lily burst into the kitchen, her cheeks flushed with excitement, waving the 

envelope in her hand. “Mum! Look what I’ve got!” 

Her mother, rolling out cookies at the counter, turned with a smile. “What is it, darling?” 

“It’s an invitation!” Lily’s voice quivered with barely contained joy. “To visit Santa! At the 

North Pole!” 



“Really?” Her mother wiped her hands on her apron, curiosity sparkling in her eyes. “That 

sounds magical. Tell me more.” 

Lily bounced on her toes, her words tumbling out in a rush. “It says I can bring a friend. Oh, 

Mum, can I? Please, can I go?” 

“Let me see it… where did this come from?” 

Lily handed over the envelope, “It just appeared, last night. I was lying in bed and it just 

appeared in a glowing light. I knew Santa was real!” She exclaimed. 

“Are you sure it just… appeared?” 

“I promise mum, it was just like magic.” 

Her mum pondered the situation for a few minutes, ‘it certainly feels special.’ She thought. 

The invitation glowed in her hands and sent a shimmer of magic through her fingers. Her 

mother’s smile widened. “Of course, not everyone gets an offer like this. Who do you want to 

take?” 

Lily’s brow furrowed in thought. “Sophie! Maybe I can get her to believe in Christmas and 

Santa again.” 

“That’s a wonderful idea.” Her mother nodded approvingly. “Santa’s workshop, wow I bet 

it’s a sight to see.” 

Lily’s eyes shone. “Do you think we’ll see elves? And the reindeer?” 

“I’m sure you will.” Her mother chuckled. 

“Really?” Lily’s voice rose in awe. 

“Just remember, it’s a special place. You must be on your best behaviour.” she said with a 

loving smile. 

Lily nodded vigorously. “I will Mum. I promise!” 

Her mother pulled her into a warm hug. “I know you will, darling. This is going to be an 

adventure you’ll remember forever.” 

Lily hugged her back, her heart swelling with excitement. “Thank you, Mum. This is the best 

Christmas ever!” 

“How are you going to get there?” 

“I don’t know? It says we have to be in my bedroom on the night of the 23rd.” 

“Then you will have to do just that. We will have to see what we can do to rekindle Sophie’s 

belief in Santa. I’m sure she will enjoy the experience more as a believer.” 



Later that morning whilst on her way to school, Lily practically floated on air, her heart 

fluttering with anticipation. She was unable to contain her excitement to share the incredible 

magic of the golden invitation with Sophie, her unwavering best friend, who had been her 

confidante through every adventure, big or small. 

During playtime, Lily spotted Sophie sitting on a swing, lost in thought as she pushed herself 

gently back and forth. Lily approached her, the precious invitation clutched in her hand like a 

treasured secret. 

“Sophie!” she called out with enthusiasm, her voice carrying the excitement bubbling within 

her. 

Sophie looked up, her eyes meeting Lily’s with a mixture of curiosity and affection. “Hey, 

Lily,” she greeted her friend with a warm smile, “what’s got you so excited today?” 

Lily took a deep breath, her heart pounding with anticipation. She decided to share her 

newfound discovery, no matter how unbelievable it might seem. “You won’t believe what 

happened last night,” she began, her voice a hushed whisper filled with wonder.  

“You had another magical dream about Santa?” A hint of sarcasm in her tone. 

“No, I received an invitation, Sophie. An invitation to meet Santa Claus at the North Pole!” 

Sophie’s eyes widened in surprise, and she hopped off the swing to join Lily. “Santa Claus? 

Are you serious, Lily?” 

Lily nodded passionately, her red hair bouncing with excitement. “I couldn’t believe it 

myself, but it’s real! The invitation appeared in my room, and it was filled with magic. It says 

I can go to the North Pole and meet Santa to discover the true magic of Christmas!” 

Sophie’s brows furrowed, her scepticism evident. “Lily, are you sure about this? It sounds 

so... unbelievable.” 

Lily understood her friend’s hesitation. After all, she had been grappling with doubts about 

Santa herself. “I know it’s hard to believe, but it happened. And we’re going,” she declared 

with newfound determination. 

“We’re going? And how are we supposed to get to the North Pole? Get real Lily.” 

“Look, here’s the invitation.” She said, holding up the golden envelope. “It says we must be 

in my room on the night of the 23rd. You could tell your mum we are having a sleep-over at 

mine before Christmas.” 

Sophie gave an unbelieving smile. “Are you sure this is not from Willy Wonker?” she 

scoffed, examining the golden envelope. 

“It’s real, I tell you. I would never tell my best friend a lie,” she insisted. 



Sophie studied Lily’s earnest expression, her doubts giving way to curiosity as she examined 

the envelope again and then its contents. “If it’s real,” she said cautiously, “It could be an 

incredible adventure.” 

Lily’s eyes sparkled with gratitude as she embraced her friend. “Thank you for 

understanding, Sophie. I couldn’t do this without you.” 

Sophie returned the hug warmly. “Of course, Lily. Friends stick together through thick and 

thin.” She said, her disbelief remaining at the forefront of her mind. 

Lily nodded, her heart warmed by the unwavering support of her best friend. “I promise, 

Sophie, it’s real.” Her eyes were alive with excitement. 

That night Lily was in her bedroom her excitement continued to build, and she meticulously 

prepared for her journey to the North Pole. She packed her warmest clothes, her trusty 

notebook, and a pen to document her extraordinary adventure.  

Outside, the world was blanketed in snow, a serene white canvas that seemed to echo her own 

anticipation. The soft glow of the moonlight filtered through her window, casting a dreamlike 

quality over her room. She peered outside, watching the snowflakes gently descend, each one 

unique, just like the incredible journey that awaited her. Her excitement was evident, yet a 

part of her mind grappled with the reality of it all. Meeting Santa Claus was a childhood 

dream, one which seemed too fantastical to be true. But the magic in her heart, fuelled by the 

enchanted invitation, whispered promises of a reality beyond her wildest dreams. 

The house was quiet. Lily climbed into bed, snuggling under her cozy blankets. Her thoughts 

wandered to Sophie, wondering if she too was lying awake, pondering their impending 

adventure. She closed her eyes, trying to will herself to sleep. Images of the North Pole 

danced in her mind, a land of endless snow, magical elves, and the jolly, red-suited Santa 

Claus. She imagined them exploring this wonderland, their laughter echoing amidst the snow-

capped trees and sparkling icicles. As sleep finally began to claim her, Lily felt a sense of 

peace. With these thoughts warming her heart, Lily drifted into a deep, restful sleep, her 

dreams filled with visions of the magical journey ahead. The snow outside continued to fall, 

blanketing the world in its serene, white embrace, as if mother nature herself was preparing 

Lily for her magical journey to the North Pole. 

 


