[bookmark: _GoBack]It was Christmas Eve.
My family was sitting around the tree, laughing and opening presents.
I was so excited — I had bought gifts for everyone, even for our cat, Milo!

But when it was my turn, there was nothing under the tree.
No box, no card, no gift — just a big hug from Mom and Dad.

At first, I smiled, but inside I felt terrible.
My two sisters and my brother got amazing gifts — clothes, books, and games.
They are all taller, smarter, and more handsome than me.
I looked at myself and thought, Maybe I don’t belong here. Maybe I’m adopted.

Later that night, I went outside to be alone.
The stars were bright, and the air was cold.
Then Mom came out and sat next to me.
She said, “We didn’t forget your gift. We wanted to give you something special —
love that never ends.”

At that moment, I understood.
Sometimes the best gifts aren’t in boxes.
They’re in the people who love us — even when we forget to see it.
