





Donald greeted the shopkeeper at the bicycle shop.

“| think my friend has been in here,” Donald said. ““She’s cute, with
big ears and pink polka dots . . . ”’

“Oh, yes, Minnie Mouse,”’ replied the shopkeeper. “She sold me this
beautiful bicycle.”

“Sold her bicycle?”” Donald asked. “Why would she do that?”



Donald raced to the Book Nook to see if he was correct. That must be
my present, he thought excitedly.

But Donald didn’t see the comic inside the Book Nook. He did notice a
rare collection of books about mice.



Donald strolled down the road, cheerily humming a Christmas carol.

| have such generous friends, he thought. | should probably get them
all something, too. Let’s see . . . | have 62,355 pennies in my penny

collection. If | use one penny to buy a present for each of my friends, I’ll
still have 62,350 pennies left.

Then Donald went back to daydreaming about his Christmas present.
“l wonder if it’s a fire truck . . . or maybe a new scooter . . . or a

racetrack . . . or . . .” Donald just couldn’t imagine what his present
could be.





