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Prologue
I wrote this story at the request of so many wonderful parents who have 
been bringing their children and grandchildren to see Santa Claus. 
They encouraged me to tell the story of my experiences with the 
children. So I put together an autobiographical account of my life. I 
wove together truth, fiction, surprises, mystery, magic, religion and 
mythology in such a way as to prevent the reader from being bored. The 
story is set as a potential screen play, which in fact it could be.
I have several boxes of letters, notes and photographs from my 
wonderful fans, young and old. With over sixty years of fan mail, it 
would be impractical to put them all in this book; however, I thought it 
wise and proper to show you some of them. At the end of my story I 
included about thirty letters. Some are light and happy, and some 
obviousfy have a story behind them.
I have received wonderful gifts over the years, such as statues, books, 
paintings, handmade quilts, pillows, tapes and, in some cases, money 
which, of course, went to those in need. I did not list or give the names 
of the gift^givers for that is personal and of course appreciated, ft is at 
this time I want to make a public statement to all the families who visited 
with me:
Thank you! Thank you! Thank you! — for all the happiness you gave 
me through your children and yourselves. I think I got the best of the 
deal over the past 60 plus years. Thank you.
I hope you enjoy my story.

Merry Christmas,
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ST. NICHOLAS OF THE 21st CENTURY
Chapter One

This story takes place in the Metropolitan area of Northern Virginia. There are 
people from all walks of life reading The W a sh in g to n  P o s t new spaper. They 
are at the bus stop and on the subway train and some at home at their kitchen table. 
As they brows through the paper, a photo on the top page of the Metro Section 
catches their eye. It is a picture of Santa Claus, and the caption beneath it reads 
“Do you know him?” The article under the picture reads:

“The Broad Spectrum Production Company intends to produce a movie about 
this mysterious and unusual Santa Claus. It has been said he has appeared in 
hardware stores and garden centers in Northern Virginia for over 30 years. 
Rumors have it he is also appearing in the Buffalo area, while some say he is 
really appearing in the Midwest What makes this story of Santa so intriguing 
is that everyone we talk with says he is the real Santa. We know he can *t be in 
all these places at once but he certainly has become a legend in and around the 
Washington market area. We would like to get to the truth, so if  you. know 
anything about this legendary Santa, and if  you have a story to tell, please 
contact the Broad Spectrum Production Company. We will have an “open to 
the public” meeting on August 15th from 9:00 AM till 10:00 PM at our 1201 
Lexington location in Annandale, Virginia. We will need your help with 
stories and pictures about this most unusual man. ”

August 15th arrived and everyone at the production studio was looking 
forward to a good turnout. (Little did they know what was about to happen.) A 
parade of cars pulled into the parking lot at 8:30 in the morning, and by 9:15 the lot 
was full. Droves of people showed up. The phones were ringing non-stop and 
e-mails flowed like a river.

The owner and director of the production company, Wayne Harmon, 
founded the company fourteen years ago and made several documentaries, two full 
movies, and a few short movies for television. Wayne is a slightly-built man in his 
fifties, with long black hair kept in place in a ponytail tied with a thin red ribbon. 
He has a distracting habit of adjusting his thick glasses with his left hand, removing 
the glasses and replacing them as he talks.

His assistant Ted Fleming is a tall, handsome man in his mid-thirties. His 
sandy red hair is rarely combed. Ted is possessed with cameras and seems to be 
always preoccupied taking pictures with his extremely small camera.

The screen writer for the company is Mary Ann McGraw. Mary Ann is a 
petite lady in her mid-forties, with a fetish for large, dangling earrings and very 
colorful clothes. She is rarely seen without her clipboard and tape recorder.

Wayne is barking orders to other employees: “More chairs! More chairs! 
Quickly! Quickly!”
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The bedlam of noise made by the people and the moving of metal chairs came 
to a slow halt when Wayne tapped his gavel a few times on the podium.

Wayne began: “I want to thank all of you for coming today. I apologize for 
the inconvenience. This room was designed for forty and it looks like we have well 
over one hundred people here. We are getting more chairs, so bear with us.

“Now, as you know from the newspaper article, we intend to produce a 
movie or a documentary about this mysterious man. Before we start, let me 
introduce myself and my staff. I’m Wayne Harman, the president and founder of 
Broad Spectrum Production Company, and on my left is my number one, ace 
cameraman who has been with me for nine years, Ted Fleming. On my right is 
Mary Ann McGraw, my very capable, irreplaceable screen writer who has been 
with me since day one.”

Ted and Mary Ann stood up, took a little bow and sat down.
Wayne continued: “Ladies and gentleman, I think the best way to get started 

is to ask “Who in this room has known this mystery man the longest?” Hands went 
up all over the room and some people shouted “I’ve known him for five years.” 
Others hollered “ten...”, “fifteen...”, and “twenty years.” It sounded like bidding 
at an auction. Mary Ann was taking notes as fast as possible.

Wayne called out, “Where is the person who shouted ‘twenty years’? Please 
come forward.”

As the man worked his way up front, another man from way in the back 
hollered out: “Now just a minute, just a minute.” He waved his cane in the air and 
shuffled his way up to the podium. “I’ve known this here Santa Claus you’re 
talking about since he and I were fourteen years old — and I’m eighty years old.”

The crowd hushed and Wayne said, “Really! Wow! Come on up here and 
tell us about it. Come — please come.”

Shuffling his way, using his cane for balance, a bent-over, thin man emerged 
from the crowd.

“Well, now let me tell you.... He and I were fourteen years old at the time, 
and he and I lived in St. Joseph’s Orphanage just outside of Buffalo, New York.”

Wayne interrupted: “Could you tell us your name, please, so we can have it 
on record?”

“Oh yes. My name — sorry about that — my name is John Buckreis — ‘Dr. 
John’ to most people because I spent most of my life working with plants and 
diagnosing problems. People gave me that nick-name. Now, where was I? Oh, yes - 
let me tell you about my dear friend — this Santa that you want to know about.”

Again Wayne interrupted: “Could you tell us the name of your friend that 
you speak of?”

The old man bowed down his head of white hair, shuffled his feet, and then 
he raised his cane in the air. “I can’t tell you that -- No, I can’t because I made a 
solemn promise to Him never to reveal it to anyone. You will have to know him as 
you know him. He is Santa Claus. Then the frail Old John began his story.

“Folks, this may take awhile and if you get bored, speak up and I’ll stop. 
Now let me tell you how it was.“He and I lived in Saint Joseph’s Orphanage for Boys. There were quite a
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few of us there. We were all like brothers. As I remember, on one cold morning in 
October my friend, who will remain nameless, woke up to the sound of his alarm 
clock at 5:30 am. This skinny 113-lb. friend of mine slammed his hand down on the 
noisy alarm and then began to dress into his Long John underwear. As he was 
getting dressed, I from my upper bunk tossed a quarter down on his bunk and 
whispered, ‘Bring back some donuts from the German bakery.’ A couple of other 
guys whispered, ‘Don’t forget to bring back the comics.’ He dragged his canvas 
paper bag on the floor behind him as he went down the steps and out into the cold, 
dark morning. He walked a block to the corner, stopping in front of St. John’s 
Catholic Church. There on the sidewalk near the curb sat a large wooden box 
about the size of a foot locker. Printed in large, white letters on the side and top of 
this dark blue wooden box was Buffalo Courier Express. He lifted the lid and 
filled his canvas bag with the morning papers. As he did so, he read the headlines 
‘Troops in Europe meet stiff resistance and orphans by the 100’s roam the 
streetsV The date was Monday, October 1, 1944.

“He flung his bag full of papers over his right shoulder, and off he went into 
the semi-dark to his paper route. Forty-five minutes later he returned to the corner. 
Resting on the box for a moment, he read the headlines again. The words ‘orphans 
by the 100’s ’ bothered him so much that he stood up and walked into the church 
to pray. He heard a commotion on the right front corner as he walked slowly down 
the center aisle. He approached the area and saw a short, balding priest trying to 
put up a sign.

“Hi, Father. What are you doing? Do you want some help?”
Father Martin turned to him with a wonderful smile that seemed to light up 

his face. “Hello there, young man. Yes, I could use some help. Grab the other end 
of the sign and hold it up so it’s level.” The sign read “Are you reedy for Him? 
Will you accept Him in your life?”

“Why are you putting up this sign, Father?”
Father replied, “We must get ready for Advent Season, young man.”
“What’s Advent, Father?”
“You don’t know? How old are you, son?”
“I’m fourteen, Father — I think I know: It’s getting ready for Christmas. 

Right?”
Father Martin finished nailing up the sign over the top of the empty stable 

scene, and when he was through he explained Advent to the boy. He then looked at 
his watch and said, “I’ll have to leave for breakfast, young man. You had better run 
along or you will be late for school. Thank you for your help.”

The boy sat on the bench in front of the empty stable scene and his mind 
went back to the newspaper headlines. The war and the orphans really bothered 
him. He knelt down in the straw, and with folded hands he began to pray:

“Dear Lord, how long is this war going to last? You know — 
in just 4 years V ll have to go in the Army and I  really don’t 
want to make more'orphans. You know, Lord Jesus. Please
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give me your grace -  Vm going to need i t  I ’m going to need 
wisdom not to solve world problems but to solve my problems,
Lord. Vm going to need desire to do something great, and you 
know, Lord — I ’m going to need strength, so keep me healthy.
And one more thing, Lord: I f  you give me the opportunity I ’ll 
take it and I ’ll serve you and mankind every day. 

uThat’s my prayer, Lord. I  hope you hear me. ”
Then he laid down in the straw and almost instantly fell into a deep sleep. 

After several minutes a hand gently squeezed his shoulder. He sat up startled and 
shouted, “Who did that!!” There in front of him stood an old man in a long 
burgundy robe and a staff.

“Calm down, my son — do not be afraid. I’m the Spirit of Saint Nicholas, my 
dear boy, and I’m here to tell you, your prayers will be answered.”

“What are you talking about? What prayers? Who are you? Are you a 
ghost or something?”

“I told you who I am — I’m the Spirit of Saint Nicholas. God has heard your 
prayers. You will not have to go to war and make orphans. You will, with God’s 
grace, succeed. You will attain the wisdom and the desire to succeed. You will be 
given plenty of opportunities to fulfill that assignment.”

Now shaking with fear my friend asked, “What assignment?”
The Spirit of Saint Nicholas whispered, “Be silent, son, and listen to me.” 

Then raising his voice from a whisper to a soft firm voice he said, “My image down 
through the ages has changed; it has become tarnished. Greedy merchants in the 
market place use me to make money. They have made a clown of me. They portray 
me as an overweight, elf-like character. They put me in a bright red suit — and 
that’s not me. But I don’t mind the red suit — it’s better than the animal skins I 
wore centuries ago when I walked on earth. They also surround me with elves with 
pointed ears, and that’s not right. The elves are OK, mind you, but I have more 
depth to my character than just a jolly old toy maker — flying through the sky in a 
sleigh pulled by reindeer. Although that is kind of neat. Not too many people can 
do that. Your job, son, is to talk to the children of the world, and to everyone 
young and old and give them the message of the true meaning of Christmas. You 
can and will be the Saint Nicholas of the 21st century — spreading the word.” 

The boy stood up, backed away, and — shaking like a leaf — said, “How am I 
going to do that? How do I start? I don’t know what you are talking about.”

“Come, do not be afraid. Come sit with me on this bench and let me 
explain.”

Brushing the straw from his trousers the boy took very small, tentative steps 
toward the bench and sat next to the Spirit ~  but he was fearful and ready to dart 
away at any moment.

The Spirit of Saint Nicholas spoke softly and slowly: “You prayed to the 
Lord and He is answering you. God has given you five gifts:
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1. The Gift of His Grace
2. The Gift of Wisdom
3. The Gift of Desire
4. The Gift of Strength
5. The Gift of Opportunity

“Now you must take those gifts and use them wisely. Now go and carry on with 
your life; you will succeed. Remember to be careful what you pray for.” The Spirit 
of Saint Nicholas disappeared before his eyes.

The boy panicked, jumped up and looked around; he saw no one. He raced 
out of the church and at high speed headed to the orphanage. He passed the 
German bakery and did a u-turn to get the donuts.

When he arrived back at the orphanage he told me, word-for-word, what 
happened at the church. I laughed and accused him of making up stories -- or 
maybe he just had a dream.

The old man waved his cane in the air, making several circles, and said, 
“And that’s the way it was — that’s how it all started. That was in October 1944.”

Several people asked “What happened next” or “Yes, than what happened?”
Wayne put his hand on the old man’s shoulder and said, “John, this is most 

interesting. Please tell us more.”
Looking down at the floor, Old John said, “Oh, there’s a lot more. Give me 

a chair and I’ll tell you what happened next.” He took a drink of water, set the 
glass on the podium, and began.

“It was a cool October day. Leaves were chattering down the sidewalk, and 
as my friend was walking home from school, he was about to pass a costume store. 
The display window had all kinds of outfits including a Santa suit. He went in to 
check out the price. The price was way more than he expected. The clerk jokingly 
said, ‘Go make your own’.”

As he walked along the sidewalk kicking leaves, an idea came to him that 
brought a smile to his face. He felt giddy and ran back to the orphanage. He raced 
upstairs to the dorm. He went right to his dresser and pulled out a pair of pajamas, 
then to the linen closet to snatch a bed sheet. He disappeared to the basement. 
Then on the floor he cut open his pajamas, spread them on the sheet and traced a 
pencil line a bit larger than the pattern to allow for the suit to go over his clothes. 
After hours of tedious sewing, he had a white Santa suit. How was he going to make 
it red? He questioned the cook, thinking she might know. She told him to use 
Tintex — “Buy bright red”. So with a 10-cent package of Tintex dye and hours of 
soaking his creation in the stationary tub, he had a red suit. But now he needed 
white trim, and he knew just what to do. Off to the infirmary room and hustling 
away with a roll of white cotton, he had his trim. It was a real challenge to sew 
cotton trim onto the suit. Next he needed a wide, black leather belt, which he could 
not find. So he settled for a rope. It would have to do. He hung a few bells on the 
rope for decoration. He thought the rope idea was more authentic anyway. For 
boots he used his black five-buckle galoshes. Now for the beard and wig: Since it 
was late October, the Five & Dime stores were loaded with masks of all kinds. He
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took some paper delivery money and bought the best-looking Santa mask and 
beard, and then bought a package of spun glass to make a wig. (Spun glass was 
popular as a tree trim at that time.) Very carefully he cut out the papier-mache 
part of the mask, then he used costume gum spirits to hold the beard to his face. 
When he was finally finished, he prepared for his dress rehearsal. He called me, 
and when I took one look at him, I folded over with laughter. I said, “You are one 
ugly Santa! You are ugly! There is no way you can come into the house — you will 
scare the kids to death.”

Looking a little hurt and dejected, he said, “I think you’re right, John —I tell 
you what I’ll do. I’ll sneak around outside at night. I’ll stop by a window — with 
my back to the window. You call the kids to come look out the window, and I’ll 
have a book with names and stars and checks in it. They will see their names. Then 
I’ll dart away and disappear in the darkness. What do you think?”

“I don’t know — you are one ugly Santa. But it might work — we can try it.”
It worked great — the kids were excited -- but after a couple of nights of that 

he became bored. It really wasn’t accomplishing much, and so after delivering his 
papers one morning, he stopped into the church to pray and ask for help. He knelt 
down in front of the creche and prayed:

“Dear Saint Nicholas: I  don’t know where you are or even if
you can hear me. I  really don’t know what to do. I ’m 
confused. I  made a Santa suit but it is not that great. I f  you 
hear me, tell me what to do next ”

He sat a little while in silence, staring at the paintings on the ceiling, then a voice 
came out of nowhere.

“Hello, my son. You are doing great. You are using your imagination and 
skill, but I have to agree with John — you are not the best looking Santa in town. 
You still have a long, long way to go. Keep up the good work. You will earn your 
reward.”

The boy interrupted with, “What do you mean. I haven’t a clue as to what to 
do. And what reward? I’m confused.”

“Listen to me, son. You must think more about this. Go to the library. Get 
some books about my life story. Observe what the merchants are doing to my image 
to make money. Use your imagination, young man. God has given you five gifts. 
Use them wisely. Don’t give up. The opportunities will come to you. Take 
advantage of them. I must go now and I can’t come back like this every time you get 
stuck. You can do it, and as the years pass by I will guide you from a distance. 
Every Fall season you will feel my presence. Believe me, you will feel my presence in 
your entire body. Bless you, my son.” He disappeared.

Nick walked out of the church, rather disappointed and a bit confused but 
not discouraged. He was thinking about what the Spirit of Saint Nicholas said one 
time: “Be careful what you pray for.”Sure enough, something happened at school that day. He was given the
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assignment to read not the story of Saint Nicholas but the story of Robin Hood. As 
he read it, it gave him an idea. Robin Hood stole from the rich and gave to the poor. 
What a unique idea!” He knew he could not do that, but in his mind he kept the 
thought of helping the poor. Lo and behold, on his way home from school, he saw a 
sign in a store window that read, “Toys for the poor accepted here.” After 
staring at the sign for a moment or two, he went inside and asked the clerk where 
most of the toys came from. The clerk replied, “Well, just about everywhere, but 
probably most come from the rich folks on the north end of town.”

With that information, he formulated an idea on how to get toys for the 
orphanage and for the poor without stealing.

When evening came, he dressed up in his Santa suit and did his best to look 
good. He grabbed an empty burlap sack from the barn and marched off to the 
north end of town. He was very nervous on his approach to the first house. He rang 
the bell and hoped his idea would work. A lady answered the door — and with a 
gasp she stepped back when she saw this Santa. He spoke softly but clearly: 
“Merry Christmas, ma’am. I will sing a Christmas carol for you if you could donate 
a used toy for the orphanage. Please, ma’am?” And he begins: “Silent Night, Holy
Night All is calm. A ll is bright Round yon Virgin, Mother and Child........” When
he finished two verses, he bowed gracefully. The lady said, “Stay right there -- wait, 
I’ll be back.” She returned with two little trucks and a small doll. After carefully 
placing them in his burlap bag, he bowed gracefully again and said, “Thank you, 
ma’am — and may God bless you and may you and your family have a very Merry 
Christmas.” Off he went -- down the street, door to door, repeating the same 
performance. It wasn’t long before his sack was full. He did this five or six times 
before Christmas, and he ended up with plenty of toys for the orphanage and some 
to spare, which he took to houses in the poor areas of town.

When he returned to the orphanage from his first trip out, I asked him, 
“How did it go? What happened?”

“It was great! Some laughed, some took pictures, some shook my hand. I 
even got bags of chocolate chip cookies. Some folks gave me apples and oranges.”

I said, “And no one chased you or refused you?”
“No, not a one. It was cool. It was great. Now I know a little more about 

what Saint Nicholas wants me to do.”
“And that’s the way it all started,” said Old John. “Yep — that’s the way it 

was. It was Christmas 1944. But it didn’t end there.”

Christmas came and went, and the New Year brought a change. A big 
change! It was early January 1945 and all us boys 14 years and older were going 
to leave the orphanage ~ we were going to be sent to various foster homes. We were 
all a little apprehensive but at the same time excited about the whole deal. I was 
hoping my close, eccentric friend and I could be together. I checked at the office 
and was told we would all be separated, and in three days we would go to separate 
foster homes.
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It was Saturday afternoon — just after lunch — when we all gathered at the 
front door, giving each other hugs and slaps on the back and wishing each other 
well. I looked at my friend as he picked up his suitcase and the clothesline-wrapped 
box with his Santa suit. I hollered out “Good luck! Try to keep in touch. 
Remember you’re one ugly Santa!” All the others laughed and kidded each other 
as we carried our stuff to the waiting bus. My friend was dropped off at a house in 
Eggertsville, NY. It was a brand new house. The social worker with the Catholic 
Charities took him to the door. He was introduced to Matthew (“Matt”) Ott and 
his wife Clara Ott. After preliminary introductions and signing of papers, the social 
worker wished him well, and then proceeded back to the bus.

“I saw him looking out the front window as our bus pulled away. I knew he 
was sad and so was I. What took place next was a new experience for him: he now 
had parents.”

“Welcome to our home,” Matthew Ott said. And Nick’s new mother, Clara 
Ott, walked over and, with open arms, gave him a big hug.

“Come, let us show you your new room. Gripping his Santa box he followed 
them upstairs into a huge room. The room was over a two-car garage attached to 
the house. He was in awe — he had never seen such a beautiful bedroom. First off, 
he noticed a set of bunk beds against the wall, and asked,’’Who else sleeps in here?” 

Clara Ott hesitated a moment, looking at her husband, then back to their 
new foster son. “Well, we don’t know yet.” (She wanted two boys and prepared for 
two, but her husband thought it would be good to start with one and see how it 
works out.) “Right now the room is all yours.”

He settled in and became acclimated to his new home. He noticed the house 
was so new that there was not one plant or tree on the property — not even a lawn. 
Two weeks went by and the weather was cold. Snow storms rolled in. There was 
no one to play with and he hadn’t quite adjusted to his new school. The students 
seemed distant to him. Everyone seemed to have their own friends. He was 
homesick for his friends, for after a dozen or more years with friends it’s quite a 
shock to be alone. His new foster parents seemed to be aware of his loneliness, so 
one evening while all three were sitting by the fireplace, Clara asked their foster son, 
“Do you have any pictures of your parents?”

He looked up from his home work and said, “Yeah -- a couple.”
“Do you know how they died?”
“Yes, there was a big flu epidemic back — I guess around 1929-1930, and 

Mom got it and died. Dad died six months later. That’s what I was told. I was two 
years old in 1932 when all that happened.”

“Was your father’s name Nicholas'? Were you named after him?”
The boy looked at the floor for awhile, then said, “I really don’t know. You 

see, all records were burned in a fire. I don’t know much about them.”
Matthew said, “Then you don’t know if you have any relations? Any 

brothers or sisters?”“Well no -  not really, except one -  well, he’s not my real brother but he’s my
best friend. He’s like a brother to me.”Matt said, “What is his name and where is he now?”
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“His name is John Buckreis. I call him ‘Bucky’ sometimes. I don’t know 
where he is. The social worker took him to a foster home somewhere — the same 
day they brought me here.”

Clara asked, “How long have you known him?”
“My whole life, I guess. We were together in the home — and he doesn’t 

know much about his parents either, although he’s got brothers and sisters 
somewhere, and he hopes to get in touch with all of them some day.”

Matt said, “We were introduced to you as Nicholas. Would you like us to call 
you Nicholas or Nick?”

“Nick is OK with me -- that’s what John calls me. John and I were very close 
friends. We always hung out together. I remember how we used to plan and 
pretend we ran an orphanage. I would be in charge of all the kids and he would be 
in charge of the grounds and buildings. John loves nature. He calls himself a 
naturalist. He’s always studying plants and bugs. In the dorm at the orphanage he 
slept in the top bunk and he had pictures of all kinds of insects and plants taped to 
the ceiling above his bed. When we were all in bed and the lights were out, he would 
take his flashlight and turn it on the pictures. Then he would talk about the insects. 
He would make up stories for the rest of us — stories about crickets, butterflies, 
plants — just all kinds of stories. Some were scary but most were funny. Which 
makes me think — I’m getting tired. I think I’ll go to bed. I’m soriy but I get a 
lump in my throat when I talk about him.” He picked up his books and asked to 
leave. He didn’t kiss his new parents. He didn’t know them very well and he felt he 
was too old for that anyway.

Clara said, “Good night, Nick. Take a book from the study if you want to 
read something before sleep.”

Matt said, “See you in the morning.”
Later that evening when Clara and Matt were alone, Clara suggested to her 

husband that they try to get Nicholas and John together; after all, the room with the 
bunk beds would be perfect.

Matt thought a moment, then said, “No, the boy will get over his loneness in a 
few weeks and things will be OK then, so let’s wait a few weeks and see what 
happens.

He picked up his newspaper and began to read about the war.
Clara was knitting as she always did every evening. She knitted scarfs, 

gloves and hats for servicemen. She belonged to a church group that put together 
Care packages for the soldiers and sailors.

“Darling, put your paper down for a minute and listen to me. The boy is 
lonesome. Couldn’t you tell by the way he was talking about John? He was almost 
crying. Let’s do something soon and not wait weeks.”

Matt said, “Maybe you’re right. I’ll make some phone calls in the morning. 
We’ll see what we can do.”

“Thank you, honey,” she replied as she continued her knitting.
Two weeks went by, then one Saturday morning the front doorbell rang and 

Nick went to answer it. When he opened the door, there I stood — with my suit case
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and a social worker from the Catholic Charities.
At this point in my story I must say since the foster parents revealed my 

friend’s name as Nicholas, I too shall now use his name.
Nick almost went nuts when he saw me. He said “Buck, what are you doing 

here? You’ve got your suit case! Are you here to stay?”
“I sure am, you old ugly Santa!” After a couple of ‘high fives’ and a few 

pushes and shoves, he took me up to his big bedroom and we talked and joked 
around till bed time. That’s the way it was.

We became very fond of our foster parents. We both helped to put in a lawn 
and planted all kinds of bushes and trees. We also built a chicken coop and a rabbit 
hutch — all of which was done under the supervision of our foster father. We had a 
great summer together. The summer went fast and soon it would be time to go back 
to school.

One evening after our chores were done, Dad called us into the living room. 
“Sit down, boys. We have something to tell you.” 1 was afraid something bad was 
about to happen. Were we going to be separated again? Maybe we were not right 
for these people and we were going to be shipped somewhere else. It happens all the 
time with orphans. I looked at Nick and he must have felt or sensed the same thing 
as I did because his skinny body was actually shaking. Orphans don’t have many 
choices as to where they live.

Our foster father said, “Boys, there are going to be some changes made. We 
are going to need your big bedroom, so here’s the plan. You may each now have 
your own room since we have a four-bedroom house. The big bedroom will become 
a nursery room for pre-schoolers, ages 3, 4, and 5. We may have six or seven little 
orphan children coming to live with us. How about that, guys! What do you 
think?”

With a huge sigh of relief I said, “Wow! That’s OK with me.” Nick smiled 
and said, “Great! — It will be our own little orphanage! When are they coming?”

Our wonderful foster father said, “Well, within the next few weeks, so you 
guys can start moving any time.”

We were so relieved and happy that we just started laughing and couldn’t 
stop. We kept saying to each other, “This is going to be great.” We wasted no time 
picking our rooms and moving our stuff.

Each week, for about five weeks, a new child arrived. Drew came first. He 
was three years old, blue eyes and blonde hair. He cried a lot and was very 
possessive, hugging his blue bear and blanket. I never did know what happened to 
his parents. We played with him and did all we could to make him happy. It took 
almost a year for him to come out of his shell.

Four-year old Roy arrived a week after Drew. His right arm was in a cast as 
a result of an auto accident. His parents and sister were killed in the crash. Our 
foster parents gave Roy a lot of love and attention. He stayed with us for about six 
months while arrangements were made for him to go to Australia to stay with his 
aunt and uncle.Then along came Alfrado. He was six and a real cut-up. Two days later his 
seven-year-old brother Ralph arrived. Between the two of them I don t know which
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one was the bigger cut-up. In fact, Alfrado and Ralph ended up working for the 
Ringling Brothers Circus as clowns — with top billing.

That’s the way it was. Kids came and went all during my teenage years. We 
called our house “Otts Orphanage.” I lost track of how many children the Otts took 
care of. They were the most loving and caring people on earth. They are both in 
Heaved now — and deservingly so.

Old John said, “I guess I‘m wandering a bit and getting away from our topic 
about this Santa Claus. I’m sorry — I do have a tendency to get carried away. I’ll 
stop and let someone else talk.”

Wayne stepped forward and put his arm over John’s shoulder and said, 
“John, that’s OK — we understand. We would like to hear more. Were you with 
Nicholas throughout your life? Did you stay in touch after you became adults? Or 
is this all you know about him?”

“Folks, let me tell you: I’ve been very close to Nick as a teenager and as an 
adult — right up to this date. There’s plenty to tell. Believe me — this man is very 
unusual and acts a bit peculiar in the Fall.”

Wayne removed his glasses and asked, “Peculiar? In what way?” (He 
replaced his glasses.)

John used his cane to make imaginaiy marks on the floor and said, “Let me 
tell you about it.”

One day Clara Ott was organizing the clothes for the little ones and storing 
boxes of summer clothes in the closet. She discovered a box, wrapped in a rope, 
way in the back of the closet. She took a peek inside and discovered a red suit and a 
pair of galoshes. She left it all in place, and that evening at supper the question 
came up about the box.

Nick said, “Oh, that’s mine — I forgot to take it to my room; it’s my 
December stuff.”

“Your what?” Mother asked. Nick repeated his answer: “It’s my December
stuff.”

I couldn’t resist at that point and I had to say: “Mom and Dad, you don’t 
know it yet but Nick becomes a little weird around late October and in November. It 
happens every year.”

Nick said, “No -- I don’t, John! You exaggerate!”
I didn’t want to say much in front of the other kids at the table, so I just said, 

“He does -- you’ll see; it’s really scary.” Clara let the matter drop and said no more, 
but that evening she went to Nick’s room and knocked. “Can I come in?,” she said.

Nick opened the door. “Sure, yes — come in.”
Clara sat on the bed and asked Nick about the box. Nick sat at his desk and 

told her the whole story from the beginning — about the church, the toys — 
everything. She was amazed at the seriousness of his story and how deeply 
passionate he felt and what he did. She hugged him and said as she left the room, 
“I’m very proud of you, Nick. Dad and I will support you.”

Nothing more was said about it.
September rolled by, leaves were falling and frost had killed most of the 

flowers in the garden. The boys were back in school and Halloween was nearing.
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Things began to happen to Nick, just as the Spirit of St. Nicholas promised. From a 
distance he began to work his miracle on Nick. I noticed it first because I knew him 
so well. I went to Nick’s room one night after everyone was asleep. I knocked 
gently on his door.

“Hey, Ug. Are you OK? Can I come in?”
“Yeah, come in.”
“Is it happening again, Nick?”
“Yeah, Buck. It must be something in my subconscious mind — it keeps 

bringing a special feeling into my conscious mind. The feeling is so strong it 
interferes with my thinking. My whole body seems to gear up and prepare me for a 
change. Even my voice begins to change very subtly.”

I said to him: “Yeah, I hear you talking and even singing Christmas songs in 
your sleep.”

“No, I don’t! ......... Really, do I?”
“Yeah, you do. Ask Mom -- she’s even heard you.”
“Well, I can’t help it. Even my hands move sort of strange, and my voice is 

not the voice of January, June or July; it is the voice of December.” Tears welled up 
in his eyes. His throat became tight. “You know, Buck, when I think about what’s 
happening to me and being unable to stop it — it scars me a little. Could it really be 
the Spirit of St. Nicholas messing with me, getting into my body, my brain and my 
very soul? It becomes so overwhelming it causes me to shake in my bed at night. I 
want to jump up and do something and I don’t know what to do. I want to get 
ready for him. I feel at ease by reading Christmas poems and stories. I want to do 
things but I don’t even know what it is I’m suppose to do. It’s really scary but at 
the same time it’s exciting.”

“Have you told Mom or Dad what’s going on?”
“No -- and don’t you either. Swear it! Promise me, John? Please?”
“OK, OK! I promise — but you gotta tell Mom and Dad something.”
Nick replied, “I know, I know.”
“You gotta tell ‘em. If you don’t they are going to think you’re losing it and 

take you to some shrink or something.”
“OK, OK, I will” was the reply.
I left the room and soon all were asleep. A few days later Nick says to his 

foster Mom - “Mom, can we talk for a minute?”
“Why sure, Nick. Let’s sit on the porch. It’s not too cold out there even if it 

is close to November.”
“Mom, you know that box you found in the closet with the Santa suit in it? 

Well, I was hoping to buy a real nice store suit but I don’t have a job. When I was 
at the orphanage I had a paper route and I was counting on that to save enough to 
get a suit. I need to do something. I need to earn some money.”

Clara gently brushed the hair off Nick’s forehead and said, “Well, now isn’t 
that a coincidence! Your father and I were talking about that just the other day. 
You probably don’t know it but I’m a pretty good seamstress. I have to go into 
Sears later this week and I’ll pick up a pattern and some red velvet material, and 
I’ll make you a suit -- trim and all. What do you think?”
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“Wow — that would be great!” And he awkwardly hugged his foster mom 
and said, “Thanks so very much. And don’t get upset if you think I’m a little weird
acting sometimes; it’s just something that happens every fall. I really can’t help it.”

“Dad and I have already noticed your change,” said Clara. “We understand. 
Just pray a lot for guidance.”

Almost a week went by and something strange happened. Every night while 
he was sleeping, a dream kept recurring. It went like this: Santa is sitting on a log 
in a forest and a dove appears on his shoulder, and all Nick heard in the dream was 
“THE MESSAGE, SON, THE MESSAGE! YOU MUST REMEMBER THE 
MESSAGE. REMEMBER YOUR ASSIGNMENT. THE MESSAGE! THE 
MESSAGE!” AND THEN THE DOVE FLEW OFF INTO THE FOREST. This 
happened three nights in a row and Nick was bewildered and uneasy with the 
dreams. He told me about it and I said, “It sounds spooky to me.”

It was close to Election Day and the high school kids were sitting in a booth 
at an ice cream parlor talking about their day. Nick and I were among them. A 
well-dressed man in a suit and tie came into the rather busy ice cream parlor and 
was handing out little cards with his picture on it. On the back of the card it read, 
“ My Message” — he was running for some political office. He was shaking hands 
and saying “This is my message -  what I’ll do for you if you elect me.” We paid little 
attention to him — except Nicholas who watched intensely for awhile. Then 
suddenly Nick jumped up and hollered: “The Message! That’s it! The Message! 
The Message! That’s it!” And he ran out of the parlor saying, “See you later, guys. 
I’ve got the message. Now I know what to do.” I apologized for Nick, saying, “He’s 
OK — he just gets excited about ideas and goes a little crazy sometimes. This 
happens every November.”

Nick rushed down the street one block, then around the corner, down two 
more blocks, then crossed the street and entered a Catholic book and gift store. He 
perused the store until he found what he was looking for: Christmas prayer cards 
and classic paper creches. He found just what he needed to carry “The Message.” 
These are what he had to have to help carry out his assignment. The Message! — 
that’s what his dream was about. He checked and made note of the prices — 2 cents 
each, packed in 100’s. That’s $2.00 per box of 100. He could surety afford to buy 10 
boxes. He left the store, singing “Joy to the world, the Lord has come” He knew 
just what he wanted to do with the cards.

November flew by and Thanksgiving was just days away when Clara asked 
Nicholas to go to his room and check out a surprise for him. He opened his door and 
screamed “Holy Catfish! Look at that! Wow!” He walked over to the bed and 
carefully caressed, in a gentle way, the white fur on Santa’s coat. He picked up the 
hat, stood in front of the mirror and tried it on. He tilted the hat slightly and put 
the white furry tassel on the right side over his right shoulder. He whispered to 
himself, “This is great! I love it! I’m ready — it’s going to work.” He rushed out 
and thanked his foster mother with a hug and kiss on the cheek. “Thanks, Mom — 
it’s perfect!”

December 1st rolled around, and I went into Nick’s room one evening and 
found him wearing his Santa hat and writing little messages on the back of each
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holy card, signing them “Santa Claus.” I picked up a few of the cards and read 
them aloud:

- "Happy are 'those who accept Him"
- "Pray 'Here am I, Lord.' and He will guide you"
- "Live gently and with love"
- "His Message is peace"
- "Prepare room for Him in your heart"

At the bottom of each card Nick signed “Santa Claus.”
I asked, “How many of these sayings do you have?”
“Oh, about 80 or 90, Buck.”
“When are you going to try out your new uniform? Are you going out like 

you did at the orphanage?”
“Yeah, I’m going to start tomorrow night. Will you help me get ready?”
I helped him carry his new outfit — the boots and stuff — to the basement. 

Nick dressed in his best and looked at me, and I said, “Well you’re not quite such 
an ugly Santa after all. I think you’ll do.” I threw him his burlap sack and said, 
“Go fill it up, Santa. Good luck. Hope the police don’t arrest you, thinking you’re 
some kind of thief.”

“I’m not worried — I’ll be OK; the Spirit of Saint Nicholas will protect me,” 
and he disappeared into the darkness. He had to walk nearly three miles to the 
wealthier part of town called “Synder and Amherst.” He knocked on doors and 
politely said, “I will sing a song for you if you could spare a toy for the poor and for 
the orphanage.” He memorized several Christmas songs but his best songs were 
“Silent Night” and “0  Come A ll Ye FaithfuF. Sometimes he was invited into the 
house because there were children there; he was very much at ease. He told short 
stories about elves and reindeer. A popular song came out in 1949 called “Rudolph 
the Red Nose Reindeer,” and he would sing it along with the children. And before he 
left every house, he gave everyone one of his signed Christmas cards to spread the 
word of the real meaning of Christmas. He did this two — sometimes three -- times a 
week, and he was gathering a nice collection of toys. Only one time did the police 
confront him as he dragged his burlap sack down the sidewalk behind him. A 
squad car pulled along side of him as he was heading back to his foster home. The 
officer just drove along slowly and turned his spotlight on Nicholas as he walked. 
Nick just waved at the officer and kept on walking. After going about a block with 
the spotlight on him, the light went off and the officer rolled away.

Nick came back with his bag bulging with toys. I said, “Wow, Ugly! You’re
doing a lot better than you did last year.”“I know. That’s because I’m not so ugly anymore. If I keep doing this for a 
few nights, I’ll have enough to take some stuff to the Projects and low-income 
housing areas.”_what a great idea! Do you want some help? 1 11 go with you.
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“Nah -- I’ll be alright. I like to leave a toy and quickly and surreptitiously 
disappear.”

After several evening trips, Nick had plenty of toys. He lined the heaped 
burlap sacks along the shed wall. Then after supper, under the cover of darkness, 
Nick dragged a sack of toys to the Projects. He placed a toy on each door step, along 
with an envelope containing a signed holy card. He would then ring the door bell or 
knock and disappear into the dark. Sometimes if it was obvious that little children 
were in the home, he would wait for someone to answer the door. He was always 
welcomed in.

Telling short stories about Santa and his elves and singing songs became very 
natural to him. When he was through he would reach in his bag and give each child 
a toy and a holy card with the Message.

The twinkle in his eyes made the children smile with delight for here was 
Santa ~ live, standing right in their house.

Then wishing all a Merry Christmas, Saint Nick disappeared into the night. 
Block after block, night after night, year after year, Nicholas was having the time of 
his life.

The old man of 80 stood up and looked around as he said, “And that’s the 
way it was. He did this all through his teenage years. Yep — that’s the way it was.” 

At that point, Wayne said, “What a fascinating, inspiring and beautiful 
story, John. Now, folks, let’s take a ten-minute break, and when we come back we’ll 
hear some more.”

The room was bustling with conversation as people treated themselves with 
donuts, pastries, soft drinks, tea and coffee. Some folks were showing each other old 
photographs of themselves when they visited Santa years and years ago. They 
talked about now bringing their children and grandchildren to see him.

Wayne rapped his gavel on the podium, and after most everyone was seated, 
he asked, “Does anyone else have a story to tell? If so, let them step forward.”

Several people stood up, but a strange thing happened: Almost at once all 
said, “Let’s hear the rest of the story from John. What happened next?”

“How about that, John? Is there more? Do you want to tell us more?,” 
Wayne said, as he led John by the arm away from the donut dish.

“Well, yes. I have a lot more to tell, and if you don’t mind I’ll tell you a 
couple more stories. First off, I’ll tell you about the time Santa completely destroyed 
a Christmas display set-up in a hardware store. Let me tell you how it came about.”
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Chapter Two

“As a youngster in my teens I loved to work with plants and flowers, and one day in 
mid-November I was in the local hardware store buying a pair of pruners. I heard 
the manager talking to someone about needing a Santa Claus in the store for the 
Christmas season. 1 high-tailed it home and told Nick. He jumped at the 
opportunity and took off for the store. An hour later he was back hopping and 
hollering that he got the job, starting Saturday morning at 9:00. Later in the day 
Nick came to me and said, “John, I’ve got second thoughts about this. I don’t feel 
right. Would you do me a favor?”

(I was busy clipping a dead branch off a rose bush with my new pruners.) 
“Yeah - sure - Nick. What’s the favor?”

“Go over to the store and tell the manager I will not ring up sales, nor will I 
stand in front of the store and flag people in. Tell him I want a nice corner with a 
chair and a decorated tree on each side. Most of all, I want a little end table for my 
creche. Oh ~ and one more thing: No picture-taking concession.”

While snipping off dead flowers I said, “Are you crazy! I cap’t tell him what 
to do in his store.”

“John, please?”
“W ell.....OK. But don’t count on much.”
Nervously I approached the cigar-smoking manager. He stood head and 

shoulder taller than me and out-weighed me by about ninety pounds. I 
apologetically explained Nick’s request, and to my surprise he agreed.

Cigar ashes were falling down on his vest as he said, “No problem — No 
problem. I’ll fix it up nice for him. I’ll do away with the picture-taking concession. 
I have other plans. Something better. It will be a surprise. Just tell him to be here 
9 AM sharp.”

Saturday at 9 AM Santa arrived with bells and a ho-ho-ho! The manager 
chomped on his cigar, dropping ashes as he welcomed Santa. He led Santa down the 
aisle, talking as he went: “Wait till you see what I’ve done! This is better than a 
picture concession. I don’t have to hire a camera person and we will still make 
money.”Santa was appalled at what he saw. At the approach of the Santa area, there 
was a cubic-foot-size box set up on a table and a sign on the box which read
“Donations for Santa's reindeer.”
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Decorated artificial Christmas trees graced each side of the Santa chair. 
Santa sat in the chair and surveyed the area. A table was set up on the left and right 
sides of his chair. On the left table were blue boxes neatly stacked, and on the right 
there were pink boxes also stacked up.

In front of Santa’s chair was a very small table with a box wrapped as a gift; 
however, the side facing Santa was open. Inside this (shadow box) was a small cash 
register.

Santa said, “What’s this all about?”
“Now, let me tell you, Santa. Here’s the deal. As the kids come up to talk to 

you, you give each a gift. The boys get a blue box of animal crackers and of course 
the girls get pink. You take a quarter from each child and ring it up in the register. 
I disconnected the bell so it won’t ring. This will cover expenses and we’ll even 
make money with the reindeer donations and all. I was going to have picture-taking 
but this is better — I don’t need a camera person. I’ll put up a sign at the entrance ~  
25 CENTS.”

Santa was livid. He began to shake. His mind raced: Was this a test for 
him? This is exactly what the Spirit of Saint Nicholas was talking about — Yes, 
using Santa for monetary gain.

“Well, what do you think, Santa? Pretty clever, huh? I’ll even give you 10% 
of the reindeer donations. What da you say?”

Santa said, “Sir, do you know who I am!”
“Sure do -- you’re the money maker for the Christmas season!”
When Santa heard that, he got up from the chair, surveyed the area one time, 

and with one full sweep he brushed the table clean on his left and did the same thing 
on his right. He then picked up the box-- register and all — and shoved them into 
the manager’s stomach, causing him to drop his cigar.

Santa shouted, “You’re as bad as the money changers in the temple! No way 
will Saint Nicholas be a part of this scheme. Never! Never! Never!”

Santa stomped out, never looking back or ever going into that store again. 
When Nick came home, he was visibly shaken. He explained what happened. 

I said I was sorry and didn’t know that was going to be the set-up or I would have 
said, “No deal.”

Nick said, “It’s OK, John. It’s over now, but we have to be more careful 
what we do and how we do it. We have to ask more questions.”

“What do you mean WE — you’re the man; I just did you a favor!”
“John, I’m sorry — I didn’t mean it to sound like it did. It’s just that I’m 

going to need your help sometimes as my front man. You know you seem to be able 
to deal with people better than me. You know what I mean?”

That afternoon Nick went to St. Benedict’s Church on Main Street. He sat 
for a long time and prayed.

“Lord, this is not easy. I  hope Pm on the right path. I t’s pretty hard to have a 
serious message in a big red suit, jingling bells. I  don*t know if  I  can do it  
What happened today was a challenge. I  don *t know if  Pm up to the challenge. 
I  don *t know where I  got the nerve to do what I  did and to say what I  said. Well,
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Pm not going to give up ye t I  pray and trust that you will guide me and show 
me the way. Saint Nicholas, help me please. /  need you. "
Nick went back to doing what he had been doing, going door to door singing 

for toys and then giving them away. The years went by and an idea came to him. He 
thought it would be an experience to work in a big department store. After a little 
investigation and determination, he succeeded. He was soon sitting in a big chair at 
a Sears store in Buffalo, New York. Hundreds of children came through the lines 
that never seemed to end until near closing time. The children came with their 
dreams. Santa read their letters and bragged and complimented their art work. 
Each child received a signed holy card. Occasionally older children came up with a 
“I want to believe” look in their eyes. Santa talked to them different from the way 
he would a five-year old. It usually went something like this.

“We have had a lot o f good times together, haven 7 we? Some day you won 7 be 
coming to see me any more — but that's OK. That's the way it's suppose to be. 
You're growing up to be a beautiful lady like your mom. /  remember the first 
time you asked for a teddy bear, and the time you wanted a tricycle. Time flies 
by so I  have a message for you. Your best Christmases are not in the past with 
Santa and fantasy land. No, my dear, your best Christmases are in your future 
with friends you haven 7 met yet — in high school and college, and with your 

family and Christ." Then turning to his creche, his left hand touching it he 
would say “As you know, this is the real meaning of Christm asW hen you 
grow up and get married and have children o f your own, carry on the same 
traditions your mom and dad have for you, and your Christmases will always be 
happy. So long and God bless."
One time a boy about eight or nine came up to see Santa. It was obvious 

from the way he was dressed that he was from a poor family. He wore galoshes that 
were torn and the buckles were missing. His coat had only one button. The sleeve 
at the shoulder was ripped; furthermore, the coat was much too large for him.

Santa asked him what he wanted for Christmas. The reply was “My mom 
said there is no Santa. My mom said dad was suppose to be Santa but he left us 
years ago. But I came anyway because I would like a cowboy hat and a pair of 
gloves.”

Santa asked the boy, “Where is your mother? Is she in the store shopping?” 
“No -- mom said she don’t have any money. I just snuck over here from 

school.”
At that point, Santa called to one of the two elves who were working with 

him and said, “Take this boy to the shoe department and get him new shoes and 
galoshes, then a coat and gloves. Oh, yes — then stop at the toy department and let 
him pick out a cowboy hat.”

“Does it go on your tab, Santa?”
“Yep. You know what to do. And bring him back to me.”
About forty-five minutes later, Santa’s helper returned with the boy. Santa
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was ready. He said, “Show this note to the Security if they stop you as you leave the 
store. And then make sure you give it to mom. Now run along home. Merry 
Christmas!”

“Thank you, Santa! Is this for real? Thank you, Santa!” With a smile 
worth a million, the boy carried his old coat and boots in a big Sears bag over his 
shoulder and disappeared into the crowd.

One Saturday afternoon a father brought his six-year old son to visit Santa. 
The father approached Santa with these words: “Santa, this is my son. His name is 
Jimmie Jo McGee. I have to help him a little — he’s blind, Santa. He wants to say 
hello to you. Say ‘hello’, Jimmie Jo.”

“Hello, Santa,” said the boy.
“Hello there, young man. Step a little closer, Jimmie Jo. I want you to see 

me with your hands.” Santa took Jimmie Jo’s hands in his and said, “Feel the fur 
on my coat sleeves and feel the bells in the cuff. Now feel how big my belt is and my 
big brass buckle. Now I want you to see my hat and face. Feel my hat and the big 
tassel. Now feel my long beard and hair.”

At that point the boy said, “It’s soft and silky like my mother’s hair. And 
Santa ~  your hands are firm and gentle like my dad’s.”

“I thank you, young man. Now tell me: What would you like for Christmas, 
Jimmie Jo?”

“I like music, Santa. That’s my favorite thing.”
“You do? I do too. Well, I have just the thing for you.” At that point he 

motioned to his helper elf. He whispered a message in her ear, and as she left he 
said, “Hurry back!”

The father said, “Can we get a picture with you, Santa?”
“Why sure. Sit up here, Jimmie Jo.”
After three or four flashes, Dad said, “Thank you, Santa. Now come, Jimmie 

Jo. We have to go. There’s a big line behind us.”
“No, please wait, Dad,” said Santa. “Wait over there till my elf comes back -- 

She won’t be long.”
Fifteen minutes later Santa’s helper came back with a small box. Santa took 

the box and went over to where Jimmie Jo was sitting. Santa knelt down on one 
knee and said, “Jimmie Jo, I have a gift for you that you can treasure and enjoy for 
the rest of your life.” He presented Jimmie Jo with a mahogany and silver 
harmonica. “Jimmie Jo, this could give you hours of fun, and if you try real hard it 
could be your ticket to financial success. Yes, JIMMIE JO MCGEE — THE 
GREATEST HARMONICA PLAYER EVER! So long now, and Meriy 
Christmas!” The eyes of the father, wet with joy, thanked Santa with a hug.

“Oh, yes, there is a Santa Claus.”
The weeks went by and the lines became longer and longer. One day Santa 

came out to go on duty at his scheduled time ~ high noon. He noticed his Nativity 
Creche was missing. He asked his helpers but they knew nothing about it. He asked 
one of the employees in the nearby department. The employee said, “Management 
took it away because it might be offensive to some people.”

Santa said to himself, “Lord, here we go again -- I’m being tested again! I
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hope I can handle this the right way. Saint Nicholas, your messing with me. This is 
not going to be easy.” Santa went to his dressing room and made a sign that read: 
“SANTA IS ON STRIKE” and propped it up on his throne. Then he retreated back to 
his dressing room.

Commotion was brewing: People were demanding to know what was going 
on -- Why is Santa on strike? It wasn’t too long before the department manager 
heard about it and rushed to the dressing room to confront the striking Santa. 
Santa refused to give in: He demanded that the creche scene be put back and left 
there or he would not go out. The department manager said, “No, we can’t do that. 
Now let’s not argue. Get out there. The people are waiting.”

Santa said (pounding his fist on the table), “I will not go out till the Nativity 
display is returned to its rightful location. Furthermore, I’ll resign my job here and 
now if it doesn’t happen. I will not give up my moral principles now or ever. That’s 
final!”

The department manager rushed to a phone and called the store manager 
upstairs. He explained the problem with urgency. The lines were very long and the 
people were getting vocal. It seems the word spread to the parents and children in 
the line as to why Santa was on strike. The people and children began to chant: 
“PUT THE CRECHE BACK! SANTA’S RIGHT! PUT THE CRECHE BACK! 
SANTA’S RIGHT!” Crowds began to gather around the area. The department 
manager was getting nervous and was expecting trouble. Wiping his forehead, he 
shouted into the phone to the store manager, “You better get down here; we might 
have a small riot on our hands!” The store manager came down, went to the crowd, 
and in a very calm and friendly voice, said, “Folks, everything will be OK. There 
has been a misunderstanding. Santa’s Nativity display will be put back — Someone 
made a mistake. We are going to correct that right now.” The crowd broke out into 
an applause and chanted, “We want Santa! We want Santa!” The store manager 
told the department manager in a low gruff voice, “Get that creche back where it 
belongs — Right NOW! And then see me in my office.” The store manager went to 
Santa’s dressing room, and with a happy voice said, “Soriy, Santa, there’s been a 
mistake. Your Nativity display is back and you have a crowd of admiring fans out 
there waiting for you. Santa came out, ringing his bells and singing “Jingle Bells. ” 
The crowd joined in. Dancing up to his throne, Santa took the “SANTA IS ON 
STRIKE” sign and tore it to pieces and threw the pieces up in the air like confetti. 
The crowd gave a round of applause.

Santa whispered a little, silent prayer: “Thank you, Saint Nicholas; we did 
good! I think I passed another test.”

“And so it was each year: Santa continued as he did in the past. That’s just 
the way it was. Oh! — Let me tell you of another challenge created by this Santa 
that you’ll want to know about.”
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One day in May, Nick and I were fishing at Lake Chautauqua, New York, 
and Nick said, “John, I have an idea -- an idea that no one has ever thought of. We 
could do something no one else has done.”

“Oh, no! I don’t know if I want to hear it, Nick.”
Nick said, “Buck, hear me out. I think this idea is original. It’s never been 

done before. What do you think if you and I bought an old, used camper and 
converted it into a mobile Santa headquarters? We could make it look like a log cabin on wheels.”

“Where do you come up with these ideas? Who’s going to pay for it? We 
don’t have that kind of money. Even if we saved enough to buy an old camper, it 
would take a whole lot of money to convert it into a log cabin on wheels.”

“No, listen -- I’ve got that figured out. Here’s how we can do it. Dad belongs 
to the Chamber of Commerce. Right?”

I said, “Yeah, but how will that help?”
Nick continued: “Well, we can get the merchants to pay for all of it. We just 

have to have a good plan, and you and Dad can present it to the members at the June meeting.”
“The June meeting is in three weeks,” I said. “How are we going to have a 

camper and a plan in three weeks?”
Nicholas replied, “That’s not so hard. This weekend we go look for a camper.”
Nick and I were driving on Route 20 out of Buffalo, heading toward Dunkirk 

when we spot a big camper dealership. We pulled into the gravel-covered lot and 
strolled around looking, and soon a salesman shows up with a happy “How can I 
help you?” voice. “We are looking for a used camper that maybe needs a little 
work,” said Nick.

The salesman says, “We have several,” and proceeded to show us five or six 
campers -- all of which were way more than we wanted or could afford to pay. 
Finally Nick says, “I want a camper that is in poor shape. I want a camper that 
nobody else would want.”

“Follow me,” said the salesman, and he took us way to the back of the lot. 
Sitting in the corner was a 30-ft. long camper. The roof leaked, the tires were worn, 
and the plumbing was bad. Weeds grew up all around the rusting camper.

“How much do you want for this camper?” asked Nick.
“$2000,” replied the salesman.
Nick’s eyes popped wide and said, “No way -- it’s not worth it. It’s too much. 

How much if you take out the beds, the shower, the sink, the stove, the refrigerator, 
the toilet, and the furnace? I just want the shell.”

“Well, I can let it go for $555.00,” said the man.
“Sold!” Nick said, and gave him a $20-deposit. “Let us know when it’s 

stripped.”
The salesman walked back to the front lot, shaking his head in wonder. He 

had no idea what we have in mind for the camper.
Nick and I measured the width, height, and length — inside and out. At
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home, Nick designed a dressing room at the very back of the camper and disguised 
it as a Post Office room. At the front of the camper he designed Santa’s throne with 
a huge Nativity display next to it. He then divided the wall space to accommodate 
four 18-inch-wide shelves to run down both sides of the camper, which gave him 114 
feet of shelf space. He then divided the 114 feet by 3, and that gave him 
approximately 38 - 3-ft. sections of space. This would be rented out to the merchants 
to display a sign or products for the Christmas season.

The floor would be painted bright red, and all the walls and ceiling would be 
white. A green Astroturf carpet would go down the center. The outside of the 
camper would be covered with bark board slab. He designed a hip roof to cover the 
top of the camper. It really looked like a mobile log cabin.

Nick and I talked to our foster father, and Matt agreed to take us to the June 
meeting.

The meeting was held at the usual place — the Hamburg Hotel. Matt 
introduced us at the end of the meeting when the call for any new business was 
brought up. We did our best to convince the members that our idea was a good one. 
We presented the plans and the costs. The president of the Chamber interrupted us 
with this thought: “Gentlemen. This may well be a noble adventure but seriously, 
gentlemen, this is June and we must keep our attention on the problems at hand, 
and that’s to have a successful Fourth of July parade and picnic. The Fourth of 
July festivities are ‘front and center.’ Let’s put the Christmas project on the 
backburner for now. I make a motion we adjourn. Do I hear a Second?” A 
Second was given and the meeting was adjourned.

On the way home I said, “Well, we tried.”
“What do you mean ‘We tried’l We are not done yet. This is going to work. 

I have a plan, and it will work.”
I said, “We had a plan and they didn't seem to be interested.”
Nick replied, “That wasn’t a plan -- that was a presentation of an idea and no 

more. We have to have a plan — a real plan! First, we need to make up a flyer, and 
then mimeograph a hundred or more copies. The front page will show a drawing of 
a log cabin on wheels with a sign on the roof, “SANTA HEADQUARTERS.” The 
drawing will show Christmas trees on each side of the two doors. And wreaths in 
the windows. At the top of the flyer it will read:

CHRISTMAS IN AUGUST 
BOOST HAMBURG

“LET’S KEEP CHRISTMAS SHOPPING IN HAMBURG”

Underneath the drawing we will print the program to read like this:
(1) Santa will be in the village of Hamburg from Thanksgiving to 

December 23rd.

(2) He will visit all stores throughout the village at least once a week.
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(3) A 30-ft. long camper is being purchased by the Chamber of 
Commerce. It can, if we wish, be moved about in the village.

A $15.00 donation (if everyone cooperates) is all it will cost you.
(For more information, see reverse side.)

Reverse side:

(1) Santa will be on duty 6 days a week, from noon ‘till 8 PM, to see 
the children.

(2) You will be able to rent a 3-ft shelf space in the log cabin 
headquarters for only $25.00 to display merchandise.

(3) Santa will sponsor Christmas caroling and hay rides on 
Thursday evenings.

(4) Santa will have a “Win a Bicycle” letter-writing contest.

If  you want more information, come to a luncheon meeting to be held on
Tuesday, August 15th, at the Hotel Hamburg at 12:30 PM.

P.S. This will also defray village-wide overhead street decorations and 
other Christmas expenses.

I interrupted: “Nick, how do you know about the luncheon and the date? 
And how do you know about the costs and stuff?”

Nick said, “I was listening and asking questions to some members down at 
the hotel bar after the last meeting. Now listen: When we make up these flyers we 
will distribute them to every store in town including gas stations, churches, doctors’ 
and dentists’ offices and business offices.”

“Nick, how do you know the Chamber of Commerce will even support this
idea?”

“Because all merchants understand money and they need business. Oh -- 
and we’ll get the Knights of Columbus, the Elks and the Moose Club to back us — 
And it will happen! So now we have a plan!”

Nick proceeded with his plan and printed the flyers. In the meantime, I 
made arrangements with our foster father to have a tow truck bring the gutted 
camper to our backyard so we could begin to transform the camper into a log cabin 
headquarters. I contacted a member of the Knights of Columbus who was a 
carpenter and willing to donate some time to build a hip roof and put slab board 
siding on the camper.

July passed by and August 1st rolled around. The inside of the camper was 
finished. All the shelves were installed and ready for merchandise. The floor was 
painted and Christmas lights were strung up as planned. The outside of the camper 
was almost finished. We delivered the flyers everywhere as planned. We even put
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them in the movie theater, bowling alley, police station and fire hall.
August 15th finally arrived, and Nick said to me, “I would like you to handle 

the meeting because 1 don’t think I should be involved in the business end of this.”
“Now wait a minute!” I protested. “This whole thing was your idea — not 

mine. You’re telling me you’re not going? What are you talking about! You have 
to go!”

“No, John — as much as I may want to go, it is you who has to go. You are 
my front man or what you call “my agent”. You must lay the ground work and I’ll 
come in as the Man of December. You must speak for me.”

I said: “But what if they turn me down! What if they kick my butt out! 
What if.....!”

Nick interrupted: “John, they will not do that — I promise. The Holy Spirit 
will be with you. This is a good cause and we have a good plan. You can do it, 
John.”

The Chamber of Commerce August meeting was poorly attended and the 
president blamed it on the fact that it was vacation time. They did promise to send 
out letters and follow up with people to go out and collect money. They asked me 
what some of the costs were so they could work on a budget and a goal. I laid out 
the costs:

1. The camper - initial cost $ 555.00
2. Lumber and siding costs 1,700.00
3. Electrical rewiring 33.00
4. Roof sign 15.00
5. Decorations - lights 88.00
At that time it came to $2,391.00 but there would be other costs such as paint

and door locks and stuff.
The president said, “Well, OK — keep us in touch. Come back to the 

September meeting and we will have more information on our end. Meeting 
adjourned.”

I related the news to Nick saying, “They were not so excited about our 
project, and we will not really know what they will do until the September meeting.”

We were both a little dejected but we kept going. One morning we went out 
to work on the camper and found the tires were flat and the springs broken from 
the weight of the slab board siding and the hip roof. We had a mechanic from a 
heavy duty truck company come over to fix it. He just charged for parts — the labor 
was free.Nick suggested we go out and start collecting money for the project; however, 
I suggested we stay away from stores and big business. I believed it should be up to 
the Chamber of Commerce to handle them. I suggested we do the gas stations, 
barber shops and churches. So off we went. We even went to the Fire Department 
and Police Depatment. We collected $600.00. Donations were large and small -  $5, 
$10, and $20. We kept good records so as to answer any challenge in the future.

The September meeting took place as usual in the Hamburg Hotel After a
24



routine business meeting they turned to me for my report. I stood up and was about 
to begin but I was interrupted by a member who was not in favor of the whole idea. The man began to speak:

‘ John, before you give your report I would like to say a few words. As much 
as you think this is a noble undertaking, I should like the members of the Chamber 
to know that our treasury report indicates we do not have a lot of extra money on 
hand. I also wish to bring up the question of liability if there is an accident. And 
what about fire insurance? And also a license to put the camper on the highway? I 
also understand that we will have to supply suckers to all the children —which adds 
to the cost. I also heard it rumored that you intend to have hay rides, which opens 
up more questions on insurance. So what I’m getting at is this. I wish to make the 
following motion: For this season we just paint the camper and spend as little as we 
can but still make it presentable. Let’s see how it turns out.” He got a second to 
that motion and it carried. He had laid the ground work of fear and worry to the 
other members. At that point he said, “I’m sorry that I interrupted you, John, so let us hear your report.”

I was in shock. I had not expected an ambush. I stood for a moment and 
said nothing. I gathered my thoughts. Then I said: “I know your vote has been 
cast — and I think it was a bit premature and made without knowing more facts. 
That being said, please hear me out for a moment.” At this point, I was not going to 
tell them that the roof and siding were already on the camper. And I certainly was 
not going to tell them about the camper springs and tires. I also had no intention of 
telling them how much money we had collected on our own; instead, I went in 
another direction.

“Gentlemen,” I began. “Does anyone here have a report on how much 
money the CofC has collected as of this date?”

The treasurer reported: “As of now, $55.00.”
At that point, the member who was so opposed to the idea said, “See! That’s 

exactly my reason for the motion. We are not going to get enough funds to support 
the project.”

I interrupted: “Please, sir, I have the floor. Now — is anyone going out to 
collect funds, and if not, I would like to suggest that you elect or get a team of 
volunteers to solicit money from the stores and big businesses. If the CofC would 
just put in a concerted effort for one month --just one month — and then at the 
October meeting we would know what to do.” I must have gained some sympathetic 
support, for the majority agreed to do just that.

I left the meeting feeling disappointed and in very low spirits. I told Nick 
about the ambush attack and how I was blind-sided by an opposing member. I 
apologized to Nick and said, “Where do we go from here?”

Nick said, “That’s OK, John. You did good by not showing our hand — on 
what we have done and how much we collected. Now the ball is in their court. They 
have to produce and we will see the outcome in October. Thanks, Buck — You did 
good.” Nick went to his room and closed the door. He put on his new Santa coat and 
hat, knelt down at his bedside and prayed for an hour. The next day he went out to
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the two pet shops in town and presented the idea of a puppy dog contest -- the 
winner would be the writer of the best letter to Santa explaining why he or she 
should have a dog and who will take care of feeding and training. The pet shops 
would be part of the judging team. The pet shops were very delighted with the idea, 
and between the two shops they offered twelve puppies and food for a month.

Then Nick went to the bicycle shop and explained his contest for a bike. The 
owner was so pleased that he offered two new bikes -- one girl’s and one boy’s bike
— and their choice of color. Then he went to a farmer and arranged to have hay 
rides. Everything was coming together. Now all that was left was the October CofC 
meeting.

October 15th arrived and I went over to the hotel armed with a plan although 
I hoped I would not have to unleash or play my ace card. The meeting began, and 
after the normal business the president asked me to give my report on the progress 
of the Santa headquarters. I stood up and purposefully did not intend to state the 
progress until I heard what progress the CofC had made on their end of collecting 
money. I asked for a treasury report on the project. The treasurer reported, “We 
show a collection of $500 so far.” At that point the pessimistic member stood up and 
said, “Now, as you know, I believe you have a noble idea, John, but we need to be 
careful. We need to approach projects like this with caution and, as you can see, 
$500 or $1,000 will not cover the cost of this adventure. I think that it would be the 
better part of prudence if we waited on this whole project ‘till next year. As you 
know, it’s already the 15th of October and we don’t have much time left to take care 
of all the details. What do you think? Would you agree with that?”

(I was ready now ~  I would unleash my plan; I would play my ace cards.) 
“Well, I certainly agree with you that time is running out on us. And 1 also agree 
that not even $1,000 would float this plan. I also agree there are many details to 
work out, so on that note I concede to your wishes. Now let me ask this: Does the 
treasurer have a list of donors and how much they gave?”

“Oh yes, John. We have a very good record,” replied he treasurer.
I continued: “Then I suggest you send the money back to them for I would 

not want to be a part of keeping their money.”
Someone in the room commented: “That’s a wise and prudent decision, John

— I think you understand our position.”
I said, “Please let me finish.” I went o n ..... “My friend and I thought this

might happen so we investigated our options. I have made a tentative agreement 
with South Gate Plaza, which you know is in direct competition with our merchants. 
The president of their merchants council informed me that they would be more than 
willing to pay for all expenses and would support Santa with prizes and free gifts for 
the children. 1 am to sign a contract on the day after tomorrow if things did not 
work out with the Hamburg Chamber of Commerce. So thank you, folks — I am 
really sorry it didn’t work out for us here. Oh — and by the way — Nick and I alone 
collected more than your whole Chamber. We collected $600 from just little gas 
stations, barber shops, and churches, which we will return to them.”

There was a sudden stillness in the room as I sat down. The silence was 
broken when the president spoke: “John, before you leave and before you sign
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anything with South Gate, could you allow us a little privacy — let us have a caucus 
with our members? Would you mind waiting out in the lobby for fifteen minutes or 
so?”

“I have no problem with that — I’ll wait for your call.” I left the room with 
my heart pounding. Did they know I was bluffing? Would they call to check my 
story with South Gate? Was this plan going to blow up on me?

“Gentlemen, let us use good, common sense,” said the president. This man 
does have a great idea and is determined to make it work. Now I would hate to see 
it go to South Gate.”

The treasurer spoke up: “Let’s call Harrington over at the Bank -- let’s see if 
maybe he can work out a loan to us. It’s worth a try.”

“Good idea,” the president replied as he reached for the phone. He dialed 
the Bank of Hamburg.

“Hello, Bill. This is Joe over here at the hotel.” ................ “I’m fine. Listen,
could you come over here to our meeting? We have a bit of a problem and we think
you can help us.” ...............  “Good! We’ll see you in a bit. Goodbye.”

Mr. Harrington passed me in the lobby and I knew something big was up. 
Just then Nick showed up to see if the meeting was over. “No, Nick, I think it has 
just begun; the president of the Bank just went in. I think our plan might work.”

Nick replied, “Well, you know, John, sometimes you have to fight fire with
fire.”

“Yes,” I said -- “I know, but if our plan fails our goose is cooked. We are 
going to be in deep debt, that’s for sure!”

Ten more minutes went by. Finally I was called in and Nick went with me. 
“Come in, John. Is this your friend?” asked the president.
“Yes, this is Nicholas, my close and dear friend -  the mastermind behind this 

whole project.”
“Well, John,” said the president, “we have come to a conclusion with a 

majority vote, and with the help of our good friend, Mr. Bill Harrington from the 
Bank of Hamburg, we will support your project first class. Go forward and do it up 
right. Send all invoices to Mr. Harrington and a copy to our treasurer. How about 
that, gentlemen? Do we have a deal? Can we shake hands on this?”

I said, “Sounds good to me. Let’s do it!”
After the handshakes, Nick said, “All I have to say is about seven words: 

You will not be sorry. Thank you.”
The meeting adjourned.
“Wow! That was close, Nick. I didn’t know which way it would go. I was 

afraid they might call South Gate to check on me.”
“John, I knew, because good merchants are capitalists and a good, smart 

capitalist knows how to make money. They know when something is profitable to 
them.”

“Well, there were a couple of members who tried to torpedo the idea,” I said. 
“Yeah, John. They are pessimists -- they expect things to turn out bad. They 

always see the negative side of things.”
Things went well. A parade was held when Santa arrived. The mobile Santa
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headquarters was led by the police, the fire department, and the high school band. 
Santa saw hundreds of children. The hay rides were a great success. The contests 
were covered by the local newspaper, “The Hamburg Sun” .

Santa visited the stores, the elementary schools and even the St. Anthony’s 
Home for the Aged. Everyone seemed to want to be part of the program.

Santa carried on his performance in Hamburg, New York for several years. 
I worked closely with him, but one day I had to give him some bad news. Or maybe 
it was good news in disguise but it changed everything about Nick.

SANTA’S LOG CABIN MOBILE HEADQUARTERS

SANTA HEARS THE MESSAGE! THE MESSAGE! THE MESSGE!
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Chapter Three
The Christmas season was over and I had to break the news to my dear friend. I 
knew he would be upset and maybe even hurt but I had to tell him. We have always 
been up front and direct with each other so I said to him:

“Nick, you know our teenage years are behind us and my desires in life are 
changing. I enlisted in the Army. I’m leaving in August for two years.”

Nick looked down as if staring in space for the longest time, then looked up, 
and as our eyes met he said, “John, I understand. I knew things would change some 
day -- I just didn’t know when. I wish you luck, good buddy. I’m not sure what 
I’m going to do or where I’ll be when you get back.”

“Nick, you still have your program with Hamburg. Oh! - And I have 
something for you — I bought you a gift. It’s a compass. Carry it with you. You go 
in so many directions I thought it might help you find your way.”

We both laughed and then he said, “John, I have news for you: I’m
changing too. It’s hard to explain but it’s happening. Don’t ask me how because I 
can’t tell you. I hope you recognize me when you get back.”

August 1954: We gave each other manly bear hugs and I said, “So long, Ugly 
Santa.”

“So long, my agent, my front man, my creative genius, my good buddy. So
long!”

“That’s the way it was. Yep -- that’s the way it was.”
The room was quiet for a moment, then someone spoke out. “Did you ever 

see him again, John?”
Wayne stood up and said, “John, that can’t be the end — Can it?”
“Oh, no.” John replied. “Let me tell you what happened next.”
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I had come back home after my 2-year hitch, and I tried to find him. No one 
knew where he went. It was like he disappeared off the earth. My foster parents 
said he left everything, took nothing but his Santa suit and compass. However, he 
did leave a note:

Dear Mom and Dad: Thank you for all you didfor me.
P it be forever gratefuL You ’re the best! I  must go away 
for I  have a mission, an assignment I  will be safe. Do 
not worry. Everything is falling into place for me. You 
will see me again somewhere, after the autumn leaves 
fa ll and snowflakes dance and fill the air.

Love, Nicholas
P.S. Tell John I  miss him and someday I ’ll call him.

Several years later on a sunny afternoon, I was visiting my foster parents to 
mow the lawn. I was mowing away and mother called out:

“John! John! There’s a phone call for you. Hey, John.”
I shut down the mower and hustled to the phone. “Hello — this is John,” I

said.
“Hello, John. How are you doing, old buddy?”
I sat down slowly. I knew right away who it was. It was the voice of 

December. “Is this who I think it is? Is this that ugly Santa from yesteryear?”
“It sure is, old friend.”
“Where are you?”
“I’m at the North Pole. Where else did you think I would be!”
“Yep — and I’m on the moon! Nick, where are you? Let*s get together.” 
“John, I’m serious -  I am at the North Pole. Now listen to me. I need you; I 

want your help. I got word that you are now out of the Army and you’re moving to 
Virginia. Is that right?”

“That’s right -- in about a month or so. I’m taking a job with a major 
garden supply company. I’ll be selling garden supplies and nursery stock to garden 
centers and major hardware stores.”

“That’s great, John. That’s why I’m calling you. I need you. I have a plan 
and you are the only one I know who can make it work. I want you to come up here 
and see what I’m doing and hear my plan.”

“Nick — Have you lost your mind! I don’t know how to get to the North Pole. 
Come down here; we can meet at mom and dad’s — we’ll all go out to dinner. 
You’re not at the North Pole so stop messing my mind up, Nick.”

“I can’t do that, John - - 1 don’t want to be seen traveling down there in July. 
John, I’ve changed a lot since you last saw me. Yes - a whole lot! Now listen: I 
have a lot to show you and I am really depending on you. I’ll send you directions 
on how to get here. And wear warm clothes. I’m signing off now, John. I’ll see you 
in a few days. I’ll meet you at the gate tower. I’m so glad we talked. So long, 
John.”
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“Wait! Wait, Nick! Don’t hang up!” Then John said to his foster mother, 
“He hung up on me, Mom. He’s up to his old tricks again. He wants me to think 
he’s at the North Pole and he’s probably down at the corner calling from a pay 
phone.” But just moments after I said that, the phone rang again. I picked up the 
phone and a voice I had never heard before said, “He is not at a corner phone booth. 
It is not a trick. Do as he says.” And then the phone went dead. I just stared at the 
phone and looked at Clara and Matt. “I think this is serious — I must go. I’ll wait 
for the directions to arrive. I’m going to have the car checked over for the trip and 
go to the bank for money.”

The very next morning a small package arrived from FEDEX. Inside was a 
map to the North Pole and a compass — the very compass I gave to Nick before I left 
for the Army. A note was attached that read, “You will need this — there are no road 
signs up here.”

I traveled across the Peace Bridge at Buffalo, New York and got on the 
Queens Highway going north. As I traveled north, the traffic disappeared. Soon 
there were no cars coming or going, and after traveling about 800 miles I saw a sign 
in the middle of the road ~ 10 ft. high and 10 ft. wide -- that read in big, bold print: 
STOP! STOP! STOP! THE ROAD ENDS HERE!

I pulled off the road into the parking lot of a large, log cabin lodge. There 
wasn’t another car in sight. I went into the lodge which was dimly lit and realized 
there were no electric lights — just kerosene lanterns, candles and gas lights. I was 
met by a dear, grandmotherly-looking Esksimo who spoke softly, saying, “Welcome, 
dear traveler. Do you wish to go further north or will you return to the States?”

I replied, in a rather embarrassed way, “I’m trying to get to the North Pole.” 
I half expected her to laugh at me, but instead she said, “That’s possible but not 
today. You will need a guide and a sled, and the guide you need to hire just got 
back. His name is Igloo Star. He needs to rest his dogs and himself for one day. So 
we will make you comfortable ‘till it’s time to travel. Let me take you to your 
room.” She led me to a small but comfortable room with a single bed and a wash 
basin on the dresser. “Make yourself at home, and please come join us for dinner 
and story time by the fire.”

I was exhausted so I laid down on the soft bed and daydreamed a little about 
why was I doing this and wondered if I should really go through it. In moments I 
was asleep.

Suddenly I woke to singing downstairs. I looked at my watch — I must have 
slept for several hours. I slowly made my way — almost tiptoeing — down the stairs. 
The singing got louder and I heard foot-stamping. I followed the noise to a big 
living room with a huge, roaring fire place. In the center of the room, dancing in a 
circle, were a dozen, very happy Eskimos singing in a language I had never heard. 
When they finished, they all looked at me, and — almost as if rehearsed -- they 
smiled and bowed at the same time, saying, “Welcome, stranger. May our 
hospitality please you. Come join us, for it’s story time.” They all pulled furskin- 
covered chairs up in a huge circle and sat down. I joined them, and the dear, 
grandmotherly Eskimo lady offered hot tea and biscuits. Another Eskimo added 
more wood to the fire and said, “Who wants to start the stories?”

31



They told stories for over two hours -- stories of heros, stories of hunting, 
stories of sadness and stories of joy. Then the oldest Eskimo said to me, “Dear 
stranger, do you have a story to tell?”

I replied, “Well, I do — but it’s rather long and very bizarre.”
“Let’s hear it, dear friend — let’s hear it.”
I stuttered a bit at first, and then told the story of why I was coming up to the 

North Pole. After I finished my tale, all the Eskimos looked back and forth at each 
other, shaking their heads in a negative way.

Finally I asked, “What’s wrong? Did I say something to offend you?”
“No! No! But do you know what you’re asking? Did you know that no one 

goes there just to visit? You will be asked to work. You will automatically become 
an elf. Oh, you will be treated well — lots of food, fun and games -- and, most of all, 
lots of love. But you will not come back as you are now. You will be a changed 
man. You will think different about the world when the man gets through with you. 
Oh yes — you will be a changed man.”

I interrupted: “What do you mean ‘ when the man gets through with me’? Is 
it good or bad?”

“It will be for the good, you can be sure of that,” replied the Eskimo. “But 
some people can’t handle the change, particularly a change for the good for 365 
days of the year. Some people can only handle goodness and a loving disposition for 
just December.”

“You make it sound like it is some kind of ‘brain washing’.”
“No — it’s nothing like that: it’s the environment, the people, and their 

actions. And it becomes contagious.”
“Well,” I said — “now I’m even more curious to go. I was told to ask for an 

Eskimo guide whose name is Igloo Star. Is he here?”
A very old man with a weather-worn face stepped forward. “I’m Igloo Star, 

my friend, and I’ve been told to expect you. Yes, I will take you after my dogs rest 
for one day. In the meantime, you must go to our supply room and get extra 
blankets, food, water and a flash light. Then get as much rest as you can. We will 
leave the day after tomorrow.”

Departure day arrived. I was up early and already had a big breakfast. I 
was waiting in the lobby with all my gear when Igloo showed up and said, “Let’s go, 
John.” Igloo hitched up the yapping and barking dogs. Other Eskimo guides 
showed up to help. I was told to sit in the sled and relax because “We have a long 
way to go.” One of the Eskimos hollered to Igloo, “Take the short cut — there will 
be less traffic.” Everyone laughed at the joke for they knew there would not be 
another soul out there.

Mush! Mush! Mush! And off we went across the desert of white snow. And 
in a matter of minutes we became just a speck in the distance.

The temperature dropped close to 30 degrees below zero, but the sky was 
clear. The dogs were making good time, pulling steady at about seven miles per 
hour. There was no sign of life in any direction — nothing but snow, snow, snow as 
far as the eye could see. The first day after traveling about 60 miles, Igloo decided 
to rest the dogs and ourselves. We unhooked the dogs, fed them and bedded them
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down for the night. We put up low tents for ourselves and made a fire for supper. I 
remarked, “Why couldn’t I have gone by airplane instead of dog sled?”

Igloo replied, “You probably could have. There are planes shuttling supplies 
and materials to the North Pole airport every day. You may want to return to the 
States that way. They land at the Buffalo airport.”

I said, “Why did he tell me to come this way?”
“Oh, he’s testing you to see if you have what it takes to do the job he may ask 

you to do,” replied Igloo.
After a good, hot meal, we crawled in the tents for a good night of sleep. 
During the night a storm moved in — a big Canadian Northwest blizzard! 

The wind whipped up to gale proportion. The snow fell at a severe angle. At one 
point the gale winds pulled loose one of the supply sacks that was covered with a 
tarp close to the tent. The sack was picked up and carried away in the storm. The 
storm lasted about five hours. Morning came and it was all quiet. Igloo and I 
crawled out of our tents and surveyed the damage. All the dogs were alive and 
curled up asleep. Igloo brushed snow off them and they began their yapping. I said 
to Igloo, “Where are our supplies? I see only one sack in here. Igloo looked 
alarmed and double checked the spot where he had tied down the sacks and covered 
them with a tarp. He frantically groveled about the snow, mumbling to himself, “It’s 
got to be here -  it’s here somewhere.” He then looked up at me and said, “I think 
we are in deep trouble, John. The sack that’s missing has our first aid kit, our 
flashlight, matches and -- most important of all — my compass. We can’t go any 
further north without those things. We will be lucky to get back to the lodge. We’ll 
have a rough 60 miles back.”

I replied, “How are we going to know which way to go? There’s nothing to 
use as a land mark — just snow! The storm covered our tracks and the wind blew 
the snow in drifts that make everything look different. How are we going to know 
which way to go?”

Igloo answered, “I’ll use the sun in the daytime and the stars at night. Let’s 
hope there is a not a lot of cloud cover. We can’t allow ourselves to be out here 
more than a day or two.”

We hitched up the dogs and loaded what gear we had left. Igloo looked at 
the sun and the horizon for several minutes, then said, “OK, John. Let’s go. I think 
this is the right direction. We have to keep the sun to our left. Mush! Mush! Mush!” 

Off we went, and after traveling for about 30 minutes I hollered as loud as I 
could: “Stop! Stop, Igloo! Stop! I’ve got great news. Stop!”

Igloo pulled up the dogs and said, “What’s the matter? What’s wrong?” 
“Nothing’s wrong — Everything is right!” I yelled. “Igloo, I’ve got a 

compass. Look here - 1 forgot all about it. It’s the one I gave Nick years ago and he 
sent it to me saying ‘I might need it’. This is great; it’s a life saver.”

We did a little dance in the snow, and then Igloo examined the compass. 
“This is perfect!” He turned the dogs around. Then lined up the needle to the 
North, and we took off. We traveled for five days and nights.

It was on the fifth night that I said to Igloo, “Do you see what I see or is it a 
mirage? Look at that! They have trees growing up here — hundreds of blue spruce
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trees decorated with thousands and thousands of blue lights!”
Igloo hollered, “We’re getting close. We should be there at sunrise.”
We approached the gates of the North Pole. It was quite impressive: 

Massive silver gates decorated with the initials “S.C.” that glowed in the dark. 
Flanking each side of the gates were tall candy-cane-painted towers, with cone roofs. 
Triangular green and red flags waved in the breeze atop the towers. A hugh arch 
connected the two towers and inscribed on it in Old English scroll were the words 
SANTA CLAUS LAND NORTH POLE. At the center of the arch hung a silver bell 
with a gold rope. Igloo walked up and pulled the rope. The chime of the bell echoed 
into the forest. The gates swung open to the tune of “ Walking in a Winter 
Wonderland”.

Igloo said, “Santa should be here shortly with his private sleigh and 
chauffeur. You will ride into town in style. I’ll come in and rest my dogs for a day 
and then head back. I’ll return in one week to take you back. I’ll give your 
compass back to you on my return trip.”

Two white reindeer appeared pulling a silver sleigh. The chauffeur, dressed 
in a green and gold costume, halted the reindeer.

“Hello, John,” Santa hollered. “How was your trip?”
I could hardly believe my eyes; it seemed surreal. “Nick, is that really you? 

You have really changed; you’ve gained weight and your hair’s turned white.” (I 
could see now why he didn’t want to be in the States in June.)

I said, “Nick — or should I call you ‘Santa’? -- we had a terrible blizzard our 
first night out and lost some of our supplies. Luckily I had your compass or we 
might not have made it.”

“Well, I’m glad you’re here. Get up in the sleigh; I’ll take you into town. I 
could have let you come by plane but I thought you’d get a kick out of traveling by 
dogsled.”

I told him, “You owe me big time for this!”
Nick just laughed and said, “John, you’re in for the biggest surprise of your 

life. What you’re going to see is so unique there is no other place like it on earth.”
Boy was he right! We arrived in downtown North Pole. The streets were 

decorated with large candy-cane poles that reached about 40 feet high, making a big 
X archway over the street. From the center of each arch hung bells and ornaments. 
The candy-canes were on every street about 50 to 100 feet apart.

“Wow! It’s certainly beautiful,” I said. “Say, Santa, the streets are made of 
solid ice, and the sidewalks are clean and dry. Why is that?”

“Well, you see, John — my elves love to roller skate, and some have the new 
roller blades, so I devised a way to heat the sidewalks with steam heat, and presto! - 
clean sidewalks! I had to build bridges over every intersection, and now my elves 
just race around town. The Eskimos, however, don’t care much about roller skates 
— they prefer ice skates, so this keeps everybody happy. It’s not uncommon to see 
roller skating and ice skating races.

“Well here we are, John. This is my little ‘castle on the hill’.” The house 
wasn’t too much different from any other house except the way it was decorated 
inside. Almost every wall was covered with letters to Santa -- hundreds and
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hundreds covering every square inch of wall.
I said, “Holy catfish, Nick! What’s with the letters to Santa?”
He replied, “Well, John, those letters represent the dreams of thousands of 

children from all over the world. They remind me of the importance of my work. I 
have an obligation to keep the letters and try to answer their dreams. They are 
wonderful — and look at the beautiful art! It would be wrong to dump them in a 
box and store them in the dark.”

“John, come. I have a very pleasant surprise for you. I want you to meet my 
wonderful wife, Ann.”

“Your Who! Your wife? When did you get married?”
As we walked toward the living room, he said, “John, after you left for the 

Army I became very despondent and I spent a lot of time in church. One day I met 
Ann, and after a month or so of courting we knew we were for each other. We got 
married and moved up here.”

We entered the living room and there she was -- this very attractive lady 
pouring ice tea. She looked up and said, “Welcome, John.” She put down the tea 
pitcher and gave me a hug. “I’ve heard so much about you and it’s been all good. 
Nick talks about you all the time. He’s really missed you. Come sit, have some tea 
and homemade chocolate cookies. They just came out of the oven.”

I sat down in an overstuffed chair and observed Nick and Ann giving each 
other winks. The three of us sat by the fireplace, and Nick said, “John, I have an 
idea -- a plan that I would like you to be a part of.”

“Oh, no — not another one of your bizarre brain storms!” I looked at Ann 
and she just smiled and nodded her graying head and offered me more cookies.

Nick leaned forward in his chair and continued. “Listen, this is a great idea; 
it’s a plan that cannot fail. First of all, I understand you are about to take a job 
with a wholesale nursery grower. Am I right?”

 ̂ “Why yes — I start next month; in fact, I bought a house in Northern 
Virginia -- in a town called Annandale.”

“That’s perfect, John”, said Nick. “ Now this is what I want you to do. Find 
a store in Northern Virginia that will allow you to set up a Santa headquarters for 
me. I want a store that will allow you to set up a Nativity display and allow me to 
give out my holy cards. Work it out with the owner and explain everything to him.” 

“Santa, are you out of your mind! I think this cold weather up here has done 
something to your brain. What makes you think I can do that! What makes you 
think a business would allow me to build a creche and allow you to hand out holy 
cards? I think you’ve lost it, Santa.”

“John, are you through ranting at me? I know it will work for the same 
reason I knew the Santa mobile log cabin idea would work. A good merchant 
knows a good deal when he hears it.”

I said, “But why me ~  and what about the Hamburg, N.Y. deal? Is it over?” 
“John, first of all, you are not going to be in Hamburg; you’re moving to 

Virginia, and I can’t keep doing this alone. You’re my closest friend. You know me 
better than anyone. I need a front man; I need you to set things up for me. I’m 
plenty busy up here and I can’t be traveling around looking for a place to set up.
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This will be good for both of us: You’ll get in good with the store owner and I’ll 
have a headquarters set up the way I want it.”

I looked at Mrs. Claus and she just smiled and said, “Have faith, John -- it 
will work.”

I said, “OK — you win. I’ll look into it when I move down there — but it 
won’t be easy.”

Nick said, “Thank you, John. You’re the best. I want something set up for 
this year. You only have six months to find a place and when you do, I’ll send you 
directions on how I want it designed.”

“I’ll do my best, Santa.”
“Well, we’ve settled that. Now let’s take a tour through the village. I’ll show 

you the work shops.”
Nick and I thanked Ann for the tea and cookies. Then we put on our coats 

and strolled down the heated sidewalks. Elves were racing and weaving past us on 
their roller blades and roller skates.

I said, “Nick, “not all these people are elves - are they? None of them are 
small with pointed ears and curled up shoes.”

He laughed and said, “John, I still have some very little people as elves but 
most are people just like you see back in the States or in Europe, Africa or Asia. 
They come from all over the world. They are all ages -- male and female. We have 
skilled electricians, artists, designers, seamstresses, computer technicians - you name 
the trade and we have experts. Even though they come from different countries and 
different cultures, we are all a team; we are a family. They call themselves ‘Santa 
elves’ and that’s fine with me.”

We approached the first shop. A sign stretched out over the sidewalk 
reading “Ye Old Ornament Shop” We went in and I noticed everyone was wearing 
striped uniforms of every color and combination of colors. Some outfits had the 
strips running perpendicular and others, horizontal. Some uniforms had strips 
running at angles and some, in circles. The strips were all widths. Even the hats 
had strips.

“Wow! Fancy uniforms, Nick!”
Nick said, “Yes, all the ornament workers wear strips, and they design their 

own. As we go from shop to shop, you are going to see that in each shop the elves 
wear a specific style uniform.”

Everyone was very busy. Some were sitting on stools blowing hot glass into 
beautiful shapes. Some elves were taking turns working the bellows to keep the fires 
going. Some were painting and gilding. Many were wrapping and boxing the 
ornaments that were traveling on conveyors moving in every direction.

Nick turned to me and said, “This is where I lost my favorite pet about a year 
ago. He fell into the ornament-capping machine.”

“Your what? Your pet? What kind of pet? What happened?”
“I had a little blue cricket. He slept in my hat. He was about an inch long. 

His eyes were green and he had long lashes. His feet were white and he had red 
paint on his head. One of my elves put a red strip on my cricket. My cricket used to 
sit on the tassel of my hat and swing back and forth. In the morning, John, when I
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would have my cereal he would wait patiently until I was through, and then he 
would scamper down my beard and jump into the bowl and eat the sugar off the 
bottom. I always put extra sugar in my cereal just for him. Sometimes he would 
clean up the spots of milk that splashed on my beard.”

I interrupted Santa and said, “Well, what happened to him?”
“Well, John, I was walking through this shop and he jumped off my hat and 

landed on the long pipe above your head. The ornament-capping machine was 
making a lot of noise and my blue cricket became excited and slipped off the pipe 
and fell into an ornament. We stopped all machines to look for him but to no avail. 
I think someone may find my blue cricket some day. Well, enough about that. 
Let’s go to the Sport Shop next door.”

When we entered, I noticed everyone there was wearing a blue uniform with 
various forms of white trim. Even the hats were blue with a white tassel. These 
workers were packing basketballs, baseballs, and every kind of sport equipment you 
could think of. They were working hard but there was still some bit of playing. 
Once in a while a football would fly aross the room, or a volleyball would sail 
through the air. Tennis balls were almost constantly seen popping about.

Next we went to the shop on the corner where all the musical instruments 
were made. The sign on the building was designed with musical notes. One could 
hear the music from within before we opened the door. We entered, and at first the 
sound was almost overwhelming. The elves were testing out the instruments before 
they packed them up. One could hear drums, violins, flutes, guitars, accordions - 
you name it —you could hear it! Everyone working in this shop wore a bright yellow 
uniform decorated with all types of musical instruments. On the second floor, the 
elves were labeling and packing CD’s and DVD’s.

We left the music shop and crossed the street to the Wagon Shop. The wagon 
factory was the busiest and had the most employees. It also was the first shop to 
make use of robots. The sign on the building had just a wheel on it, and inside 
everything they made had wheels. If a child received a Christmas present that had 
wheels such as a bike, a wagon or roller skates, it was made by elves in polka-dot 
uniforms. The uniforms were all different colors and the polka dots were all sizes 
with hats and shoes to match. These elves were the nosiest group of workers in the 
village.

The quietest shop was the Computer Shop. The elves were designing some 
type of video game or working on software. These elves wore bright orange 
uniforms with decorative brown and/or white trim. They barely looked up or made 
a sound, and when they talked it was a low mumble. Santa said that the computer 
shop is the fastest growing shop at the North Pole. It is expanding in leaps and 
bounds. He predicted that almost every child in the 21st century will have a toy 
made in the computer shop.

I asked Nick where the doll factory was.
“Let’s go there next,” he said.
We went to the end of Main Street to a large four-story building. On the first 

floor the workers made dolls of every kind. On the second floor, they made doll 
clothes and little blankets. The humming of a hundred sewing machines seemed to
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make the whole room vibrate.
On the third floor, the elves were busy designing and constructing doll 

houses and furniture.
The top floor of the doll factory was called the Animal Kingdom. The elves 

who worked there designed and made every kind of cuddly animal that one could 
dream of -- teddy bears, puppy dogs, elephants, kittens, lambs ~ you name it, they 
made it!

After touring all four floors Nick said, “Let me take you to the doll museum 
in the basement. I have a collection of dolls from around the world. Pm also going 
to show you the dolls of the future.”

When we opened the door of the doll museum I saw row after row of shelves 
and table after table loaded with dolls. Nick picked up a doll made of sticks and 
hemp grass woven together. “This doll,” he said, “is over 200 years old, made in 
Africa. Take a look at this doll made by the Indians of America; its made of corn 
cobs and corn seed.” As I went along I picked up a doll made of cotton wool from 
Australia, and next to it was a porcelain doll from Japan. Santa said, “Look — here 
is a Cabbage Patch doll and the original Barbie Doll. All these dolls are from years 
ago. Now let me show you the dolls of the 21st Century. Come follow me into this 
room.”

We went into the room to see a display of dolls that looked and felt like a real 
child. The dolls represented every race and culture. Santa said, “These dolls with 
the use of a computer chip can play music or speak in their native tongue. These are 
teaching computer chips that can be inserted into the doll so it can tell nursery 
stories or sing songs or teach a language. We are now working on dolls that can 
teach math, science and medicine. The dolls of the future are far different from the 
dolls of yesteryear.”

I was at a loss for words at what I was seeing. I finally said, “How is all this 
being done? How and who is supporting everything you’re showing me?”

“John, I have toy manufacturers from all over the world, along with 
scientists and engineers, all working with me, supporting me with knowledge and 
financial aid. Now to change the subject, come over to the window -- I want you to 
see our heliport.”

“Your what!”
“I use helicopters to bring people and supplies in. I also use them to fly out 

poinsettias.”
“What are you talking about, Nick — I don’t see any greenhouses.”
“John, the large, flat-roofed building is the heliport landing pad and inside 

the building are my poinsettias. You don’t need a greenhouse to grow plants; you 
do need good light, and I can assure you they get plenty of controlled light. 
Furthermore, did you know that poinsettias need approximately 15 hours of 
uninterrupted darkness each day for approximately 8 weeks? That’s what helps 
them color up so beautiful, and it’s easy to do in a building with a light switch. 
When they are ready, we load them on helicopters and fly them to the trucking 
companies to deliver. I’ll take you there later. Right now, let’s go across the street 
to the Puzzle Shop.”
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The shop sign looked like a piece of a puzzle. The elves working in the shop 
had on the most creative uniforms. Every uniform was plaid but no two were alike 
~ small plaids, large plaids, and even angular plaids. Some outfits looked like a 
puzzle part in the way they were cut and sewed.

The elves worked in groups of ten and each group made a different game. 
They sang as they worked and some were even yodeling.

I complimented Santa on how unique each shop was and how creative his 
workers were. We left the Puzzle Shop and went to the Truck and Bulldozer Shop. 
Their uniforms were purple with red and white trim. The elves were making match 
box cars, tanks, trucks, trains, fire engines — every kind of toy vehicle imaginable. 

The finished toys were placed on conveyers that seemed to go in every direction. 
The train department was the most interesting. The sound of whistles and horns and 
the humming of a hundred trains was almost overwhelming.

Next we went to the Book Shop. To get in you had to go through a revolving 
door that was designed like pages of a book. All the workers were in white uniforms 
and trimmed with various colors. The elves put together books, art supplies, paint 
supplies and song books. They were opening up a new department to handle DVDs 
and CDs, which I knew nothing about. Santa said it was going to be the wave of the 
future. When we left the Book Shop I asked, “What is that big warehouse across 
the way?”

Santa laughed and said, “That building has the newest, most modern piece of 
machinery on the planet earth. It is so new, so revolutionary, so different that I 
have to chuckle every time I see it in action. Come — let me show you this dream 

machine that every mom with a large family would like to own.”
We entered the warehouse and there before me was a machine that looked 

like something out of a Dr. Suess book.
I asked, “What is this machine?”
Santa said, “John, this is Santa’s Automatic Computerized Gift-Wrapping 

Machine. Isn’t it beautiful? We call it the SACGWM.”
There in front of us stood a machine 48 ft. long, 10 ft. high and 8 ft. wide. 

New, empty boxes were stacked in a collapsed position, in racks against the outside 
walls of this machine. All boxes were numbered according to size. Gift-wrapping 
paper, in rolls, were on large, revolving drums on top of this machine. The paper is 

fed down through a slot in the roof. At one end of this machine a conveyer is set up 
to carry the gift or toy into this huge machine. A large photo scanning light over the 
entrance informs the control operator what size box to use. A trained computer 
operator sits on a chair which is on a track that rolls back and forth along the length 
of the machine. The computer technician reads the scanning screen, which indicates 
the box size, and he then presses a key button, and - whoosh! - a box pops out from 
inside the machine and is forced open with the aid of a specialized air compressor. 
At the same time, a robotic arm lifts the gift up off the conveyor and gently places it 
in the box. If the gift is delicate and needs packing, the technician presses another 
button and - poof! - a shot of Styrofoam peanuts drops into the box. Then slap!- 
smack! - the box is closed. The operator can see all this on the computer screen. At 
just' the right moment, he pressed another button for the wrapping paper. Long,
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agile, rubber-fingered robots spring into action and with a swish-swash motion, the 
box is wrapped and taped tight. Then from somewhere within the machine you 
hear a loud, whirling-and-twirling like noise as ribbon encircles the box. And pop! 
-- the bow is placed on top. A bell rings when the gift is wrapped, and out it comes 
from the other end of this machine. It rolls on the conveyer and busy elves carry it 
away to the proper stack.”

“My word, Santa -- that’s some kinda machine! Who developed it?”
“Well, John, it took a long time for my computer engineers to perfect it. 

When we first started using it, we ended up with bowling balls in with tea sets, and 
that wasn’t good! Now that it’s perfected, I can wrap over 1,000 gifts a day. We did 
have a problem with some mischievous elves. They would put baby reindeer in the 
machine and they came out boxed and wrapped. I put a stop to that. Well, John, 
let’s go to supper, and tomorrow we’ll go to the reindeer barns.”

After supper we went to Santa’s study to read some ef his mail. He said he 
tries to read forty or fifty letters every evening. When I asked him if he ever 
answers them, his reply was, “John, these are the dreams and hopes of thousands of 
children from around the world. Most of the letters are joyful requests for games 
and trains, skis and skates and toys of every kind. There is a small percent of letters 
from children who are reaching out for someone to help them. Those are the letters 
I answer as best I can.”

We each took a mail bag of letters and picked a comfortable chair and began 
to read. I was overwhelmed with some of the requests. Let me give you a synopsis 
of a few:

- “J want my daddy to come home. **
- “Santa, I  would like my own bed. **
- “7 want my sister to not be sick. **
- “7 want one each o f all the Beanie Babies, but if  that*s too much, 

ju st give me half. **
- “7 want my mom and dad to stop fighting so much. **
- “I  got lots o f stuff so give my toys to someone poor, except I  could use

some skates, please. **
- “7 want my dad to have a job. **
- “7 want my big brother Mike to come home from the war. **
- “Can you make my grandpa and grandma live a long time?**
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- “Santa, I  need a bike with a basket so I  can help my mom shop — we don ’t have a car. ”
- “Iju st need money — I ’ll buy what I  want ”
- “Could I  have a new dog because Henry got hit by a car?”
- “Santa, last year I  wanted a brother and you sent a sister.

Can I  get a brother?”
- “Santa, my mom died and I  really miss her. ”
- “Santa, we have two chimneys. Don *t use the one by the 

driveway. Dad always has a fire in that one. ”
- “Santa, I  don *t need toys; Ijust want friends. ”
- “Santa, I  want mom to be nice to me and not hit me so much. ”
- “Tell dad to go to church with us kids. ”
That’s just a sample of some of the letters. It was a very emotional 

experience; however, as Santa said, over ninety percent of the letters were upbeat, 
cheerful and optimistic.

After an hour or more reading letters I felt exhausted and I told Nick I 
needed a break. Nick kept right on reading and making notes, and said: “John, 
you had a long day. Why don’t you go upstairs and get some sleep. We have a big 
day tomorrow.”

I was getting ready for bed when I heard a commotion outside my window. I 
looked down into the courtyard and saw a strange sight: A dozen or more Eskimos 
gathered with sleds and yapping sled dogs. It looked like the Eskimos had air 
mattresses or some sort of sleeping bags, and they all carried radios and what 
looked like walkie-talkies. As I looked out into the dark courtyard I could see what 
seemed to be like oval-shaped galvanized metal tubs tied to the dog sleds. I raised 
the window to listen but I couldn’t understand their language. After 30 minutes of 
conversation, and laughing and waving of arms the Eskimos divided up into 4 
teams, each facing in opposite directions. Then with a loud command they took off 
into the darkness, one team going north; another, south; and the other two, east and 
west.

I crawled into bed and in less than 30 minutes the commotion started over 
again as four more teams arrived in the courtyard with the same equipment as the 
first group. They took off in opposite directions but they seemed to split the pattern, 
so instead of north or east, they went north by north-east, south by south-east, west 
by south-west, and north by north-west. What a strange thing to see! Why were 
they there and where were they going? I fell asleep thinking about it.
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The next morning at breakfast, I told Nick what I saw.
Santa said, “Yes, they go out five nights a week. They are Star Gazers. They 

mean no harm — they work for me.”
“Star Gazersl What is a Star Gazer?”
“Well, John, each member of the team takes with him a battery-heated 

canvas air mattress, a radio and a walkie-talkie. They go off several miles into the 
white snow desert. They lay down on their warm air mattresses, turn on their 
radios and gaze at the stars. Each team covers a section of the heavens. When they 
see a star falling in their section, they rush to the spot where the star landed. They 
have no trouble finding it for the star is so hot that steam rises up from the snow. 
When they get to it, they wait till it’s cooled by the snow and they dump it into the 
galvanized tub. If the star is too big to lift, they get on the walkie-talkie and call for 
help from the nearest team.”

I asked, “What do they do with the fallen star and how often do they fall?”
“John, it’s like going fishing. Sometimes you’re lucky; sometimes you’re not. 

They usually get one to two stars a night. They bring the star back to me and I have 
trained elves who work in the castle basement where they grind up the star with 
diamond-tipped grinders and make star dust. It’s put in glass jars and stored in a 
huge cooler room.”

“Why do you need star dust, Santa?” I asked.
Santa replied, “You really don’t know much about what goes on up here, do

you?”
“No, I don’t.”
“It is the star dust that gives my reindeer the magic to fly. You see -- three 

days before Christmas my elves dust the backs of the reindeer. They do that three 
times a day, and by Christmas Eve the reindeer are ready to fly.”

I laughed at him and said, “Are you serious! Are you kidding me?”
“No, it works. I remember one day one of my Eskimo friends dumped a 

whole jar on his dogs and on himself and we didn’t see him for a week.”
“Wow! Does NASA know about this?”
“I’ve told them several times but they don’t believe me. But they are doing 

great research on the stars. They’ll catch on pretty soon.”
“Star Gazersl What a neat job to lie on a warm mattress and gaze at the 

heavens!”
“John, today we will tour the reindeer barns and then I’ll take you to the 

sleigh barn.”
As we approached the reindeer barns I questioned why he had six barns. 

Santa said, “I need six barns because I have over 300 reindeer plus their cousins the 
moose, elk and caribou. I put them to work pulling Christmas trees down the 
mountain so the trees can be loaded onto trucks headed to the States.”

We walked up to the reindeer corral and Santa pointed out Blitzen, his oldest 
reindeer. He had fur as white as Santa’s beard. “He can’t see very well, John, so 
we are going to fit him with glasses. We think it will work. Oh, look — there’s 
Donner, Blitzen’s partner! She is also pretty old. Notice just her head and chest are 
white. She is one smart deer -  she knows her way around the world. Look! See
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those two little ones over at the feed trough? One is Comet; the other is Cupid.”
I asked, “What are those two over by the fountain doing? They look like 

they are dancing?”
“They are Prancer and Dancer. They don’t stand still very long. They are 

always prancing and dancing about. John, look over there — you’ll see Dasher 
chasing Vixen around the barns. Dasher is the fastest of all my deer and he likes to 
chase Vixen. She has big, brown eyes and can leap higher than all the others.”

I said, “Where’s Rudolph? I didn’t see him anywhere.”
“He is over there sleeping under the pine tree.”
When I got close I noticed his nose was not blinking red. “It never did flash 

on and off,” said Santa. “That’s what the Hollywood movies made up. His nose is 
stained red because I feed him cranberries every day and he mashes them in the pail 
with his nose. Sometimes at night when the moon beams hit his nose, it causes it to 
glow. Well, that’s enough about my reindeer. Let’s cross the street to my sleigh 
barn.”

We approached the big sliding door to the barn. We went in and it took my 
breath away. There in front of me were a hundred or more silver sleighs. “Wow, 
Santa. How come so many sleighs? I thought you had only one big sleigh.”

“I’m amazed at how little you know about the Santa world, John. There is 
no way I could carry everything in one sleigh. I have sleighs hidden from sight in 
almost every major city in the world. My helpers load them up and hide them out 
of sight in parks, woods or on top of high buildings. I use the relay system: When 
one sleigh is empty, I drop down and pick up a loaded sleigh and I’m on my way. 
All my sleighs are equippd with a Global Positioning Satellite (GPS) Navigation 
System. This GPS system is even voice-activated. What do you think of that?”

“I’m amazed, Santa — it’s absolutely astounding what is going on up here. 
Have you ever had any serious problems with the sleighs or your reindeer?”

“Oh, yes. Several years ago things were terribly wrong. I landed in Africa in 
the city of Nairobi in the nation of Kenya, and the sleigh I was to pick up for that 
area was loaded with the wrong toys. It had skis, ice skates, gloves, football 
equipment and snow boards.”

“What did you do?” I asked.
“I called Lockheed Martin and they saved the day with their space ship. 

They made it to the North Pole and then to Nairobi, Kenya in a matter of a couple 
hours. It happened again in Zurich, Switzerland. The sleigh was loaded with beach 
wear, surf boards, beach balls, and Hawaiian clothes, which were supposed to go to 
Mauna Kea, Hawaii. That was a rough year. It seems the computer system crashed 
or something. Sometimes if a child gets something totally out of context, so 
contradictory to the child’s personality and desires, I blame it on the computers.” 

Santa continued: “Tomorrow, John, we will go to the two-day toy
convention held at the North Pole Community Center.”

“What’s the toy convention all about?” I asked. “I thought you made all the
toys.”
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“John, years and years ago, before Columbus discovered America, it was 
easy to make all the toys and games. We did not have a lot of children then, but 
today there are so many children that it’s impossible to make all the toys. So I have 
contracts with all the major toy makers in the world. They give me 10% of their 
production — companies like Milton Bradley, Fisher Price, Mattel, Marvel, Vetch -- 
and dozens more.”

The next day Santa and I entered the community center. The place was 
bustling with noise. As we walked down the aisles, we saw all kinds of dolls, games, 
books, puzzles, trucks, trains, sports equipment........  You name it, it was there!

Santa explained to me: “The reason I have this toy convention is to see what 
the manufacturers are making. I want to know that what they offer is safe. I don’t 
want the children to get toys that could be dangerous to their health and well being. 
I don’t want things they may choke on such as buttons or small balls. I don’t want 
things that may damage their eyes, or cause them to cut themselves, or stain their 
clothes. I don’t want harmful chemicals like Phthalates, Bisphenol or lead in 
children’s toys. Even the cuddliest toy may fool you. I test everything -- sippy cups, 
baby bottles, rattles — you name, I test it!” As he walked along, he would pick up 
an item and drop it into one of the large rolling hampers that were being pushed 
by a parade of elves.

I remarked, “This is big business, Santa. There is a lot to think about; it’s a 
big responsibility.”

Santa replied, “That’s right, John, and I take it very serious. There are 
acceptable gifts and then there are gifts that are not acceptable. It’s easy to pick out 
the acceptable gifts and toys but it’s harder to pick out unacceptable gifts and toys 
because it’s a judgment call. What I don’t like, someone else may like. What I 
think is dangerous or detrimental to a child, someone else may thing it’s no big 
deal.”

I said, “Give me an example, Santa.”
“OK, John, come over here.”
We approached the manufacturer of video games. Santa said, as he picked 

up a dozen different videos, “These are not acceptable because I believe they are 
much too violent — yes, too violent. They give young minds the idea that violence is 
fun. The same holds true with that toy manufacturer over there. They make all 
kinds of toy guns and knives. They’re unacceptable toys. I don’t think we need to 
teach or let our children believe it’s ‘fun and games’ to pretend to kill or stab 
someone.”

“But, Santa,” I said, “you know that guns are legal in many parts of the 
world. Do you get any flack from the NRA, Santa?”

Santa replied, “Oh, yes ~  I get hundreds of letters and e-mails but I will not 
give up my moral ground. It hurts their pockets when I won’t deal with them. They 
never give up trying. They’re here every year hoping I’ll give in. John, you know 
and I know that guns are made to kill either a bird, an animal or a person, and I’ll 
have no part of that. There are plenty of books and videos to make people happy 
and caring individuals. That’s part of what Christmas is about: It’s about new life, 
love and family ~  not violence.”
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Santa and I went up and down the aisles with an enthusiastic group of elves 
taking directions from a chief elf, rejecting and accepting items. Santa was signing 
contracts as he went from booth to booth.

When they were through, Santa gave the chief elf some directions on what to 
do, then turned to me and said ,44John, I know you have to leave Sunday morning. 
Igloo Star will be here to take you back. Before you go you must come and enjoy our annual NATIONS DAY.”

I was puzzled and asked, “NATIONS DAY -  what is that about?”
“John, there are many, many countries in the world. In fact, there are 

approximately 200 nations in the world — some very large and powerful and some 
very small and relatively unknown. I have a minimum of ten people from every 
nation in the world working for me to help children everywhere. They all work 
together as one big family. This Saturday is NATIONS DAY and each country will 
parade ten of their countrymen down main street in their native dress. You will see 
native costumes from all over the world. Each nation will play music from their 
land. They will parade to the dome-covered community center where there will be 
food from all over the world. Saturday night we will have a dance that will 
probably last till sunrise.”

“You surprise me more every day,” I said. “It seems almost like a dream. 
How often do you have this celebration?”

“Once a year, John, and everyone looks forward to it. It is great way for 
people of different nations, different languages and cultures to get to know each 
other. I just wish the idea would spread to towns and villages all over the world.”

“That would be impossible and impractical, Santa. How would you get all 
200 nations to show up in a town? Santa, be realistic!”

“John, John, listen! -- it’s not the idea to have all the nations there but to 
have those cultures already living in your town or village, or your county. We both 
know, for example, that America is made up of many cultures and nationalities. 
What’s to say you couldn’t set aside one day a year for people to mingle, eat and 
dance together -- to display their dress and music? It could be a healing process of 
working and playing together for a common interest -- and a respect for differences. 
You know, John, your country has a St. Patrick’s Day parade, and a Thanksgiving 
and a Fourth of July parade. Why not a parade for all cultures and traditions? 
Our world is getting smaller and smaller, and it’s time to step into the 21st Century 
with a better understanding of each other.”

“Santa, you are an idealist. Your utopian thoughts are commendable but 
such an idea may never happen.”

“John, everything is possible if we will it to be. We need each other.”

The old man stood up and stretched a bit and said, “Folks, that’s the way it 
was. This Santa you want to know about is a die hard idealist, sometimes to the 
point of being impractical.

“Let’s all take a fifteen-minute break, and when we come back I’ll tell you 
the rest of the story. It’s just incredible! Just incredible!”
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This is one of Santa’s sleighs. He has been using it in Northern 
Virginia for over 40 years. It was built in France by skilled ship
builders, between 1865 and 1890.
The sleigh traveled through Europe, including the mountains of 
Switzerland. Some time in the 1900’s it was shipped to America 
and was used in New England. It was retired in an old barn in 
Maryland. Santa found it and his elves restored it.
If Santa’s sleigh could talk, what beautiful stories we would hear.
Nearly 2,000 children cross through Santa’s sleigh every year, 
along with their special Christmas dreams.



Chapter Four
The next morning, bright and early, all types of music could be heard coming 

from the far end of town. After breakfast I strolled down to the main street. I 
noticed that someone had sanded the street so that no one would slip on the smooth 
road of ice. Crowds of people gathered along the sidewalk. At 9 AM sharp the 
parade began, each country leading off with their pennant and their flag. The 
costumes were splendid and the music superb. Each nation paraded with great 
pride. There were drums, bagpipes, horns, accordions, flutes, tambourines, 
trumpets ~  any instrument one could name from all parts of the world, giving off 
festive music for the ALL NATIONS parade. People were dancing in the streets — 
glad to be part of the excitement.

Nation after nation paraded to the domed stadium. When everyone was in 
position, all began to sing the national anthem of ALL NATIONS:

Praise to all Humanity. Praise to all Humanity 
Let us all live in harmony. Let us all live in harmony 
Be kind and gentle — honest and fair 
Let us all be that way everywhere
Praise to all Humanity. Praise to all Humanity 
Let us all live in harmony. Let us all live in harmony 
Let us stop all wars and stop all hate 
Let us save our planet before it*s too late
Praise to all Humanity. Praise to all Humanity 
Let us all live in harmony. Let us all live in harmony 
Countries, nations — large and small 
New and old — one and all
Let*s be kind, gentle andfair 
Let*s be that way everywhere
Together — together in peace and harmony 
Together - together in peace and harmony 
Together - together - together
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As the anthem was sung, nations left rank and mingled with others and 
danced. The collage of European, Asian, African, North American, South American 
and Middle Eastern Nations was a sight to behold. It was breath-taking; it brought 
tears of joy to everyone. A feeling of joy and hope filled my heart. Wow! What a 
show of love!

When the anthem was over, everyone gravitated to the community center for 
food and refreshments. At the community center, there were dozens of tables set up 
with food from around the world. There were several bands playing, and dancing 
went on into the night. It was awesome: Santa’s NATIONS DAY — or culture day- 
- call it what you wish -- it was bringing people together.

I was enjoying the party, tasting bits of food from every table, when an elf 
came up to me and said: “Hello, John. Welcome to our party. I’m the Chief Elf of 
the Music Shop. My name is Sharp Note and here are my two brothers, Flat Note 
and Half Note. We, along with other elves, made up a theme song for Santa and we 
would like you to hear it.”

“Hello,” I said, “I’m glad to meet all of you. Why, sure, I would love to hear 
i t”

Sharp Note let out a shrill whistle through his teeth, and a dozen elves came 
running up. They formed a row, and with a signal to the band, they began:

Santa travels all over the world 
Santa travels all over the world
He travels where the cold wind blows 
He travels where it never snows
He travels where it's blazing hot 
He travels where the snow never stops
I f  we all love children and family
Then the Spirit o f Christmas travels with thee
Then the Spirit o f Christmas travels with thee
Because the Spirit o f Christmas is in you and me 
Because the Spirit o f Christmas is in you and me
You and me
The Spirit o f Christmas is in you and me 
You and me

Suddenly everyone formed a conga line and they all began to sing the song, 
snaking around the room. When they were through and the applause subsided, a 
beautiful, white fairy queen showed up dressed in a long, white gown sparkling with 
tiny silver snowflakes. I whispered to a nearby elf, “Who is that?”
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“That’s our Snow Queen. She has come to ask us to do a snow dance,” 
replied the elf.

I said, “Snow dance? Are you kidding?”
“It is true,” said Half Note. “She has the power to make it snow and she is 

going to ask us to join in the snow dance.”
“How do you snow dance?” I asked. “What are we supposed to do?”
Half Note replied, “Well, you clap your hands three times and wiggle your 

body from side of side, and at the same time shout SNOW, SNOW, SNOWl and go 
HO, HO, HOI Do this three times and do a complete turn-around in place three 
times. Then end it with LET IT SNOW, LET IT SNOW, LET IT SNOW. Quick -  
let’s go over -- she is getting ready to sing. Let’s join in.”

Snow, Snow, Snow and a Ho, Ho, Ho 
Snow, Snow, Snow and a Ho, Ho, Ho
Snow, Snow, Snow and a Ho, Ho, Ho 
Let it snow, let it snow, let it snow!

When they were through, I asked the Snow Queen, “Does that really work? 
I mean it sounds a little strange?”

She answered, “Of course it works but you have to have faith. You have to 
think snow and believe. You wait and see tonight. We will see it snow, and 
tomorrow it will be snowing in Buffalo, Detroit, Moscow and many other places 
around the world.”

Moments later there was a commotion at one end of the room and some of 
the elves began to holler: “Rudolph is here!” Sure enough — Rudolph came
prancing in on a leach with Wapiti Will, the chief elf in charge of all reindeer. 
Wapiti led Rudolph and said to all: “Let’s here it for Rudolph! It’s time for a 
reindeer song. Let’s all sing ‘Rudolph the Red Nose Reindeer OK? But I want you 
all to do what I do. If I touch my nose, you touch yours; if I touch my eye, you touch 
yours. Do whatever I do. OK? Is the orchestra ready? Let’s do it! ‘Rudolph the 
Red Hose Reindeer................. ”

When it was over, everyone danced and pranced around, having a great 
time. As the evening drew to a close, Santa came to the center of the stage to say a 
few words.

“To all my dear and wonderful elves I thank you for your devotion to your 
work, which in the end will make many happy children around the world. I could 
not do it without your help. Again, I am eternally grateful. Now, could the 
orchestra and everyone join in my song (uSend them to bed with a kiss”) that I wish 
every mother and father could hear:

Oh, mothers and fathers so weary and discouraged 
Worn out with the cares o f the day 
You often grow cross and impatient 
And complain o f the noise and the play
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For the day brings so many vexations 
And so many things go amiss 
But mothers and dads, whatever may vex you 
Send your children to bed with a kiss
The dear little feet wander often 
Perhaps from the pathway o f right 
And the dear little hands find new mischief 
To try you from morning ‘till night
But think o f the desolate mothers 
Who ’d give all the world for your bliss 
And as thanks for your infinite blessings 
Send your children to bed with a kiss
For some day their noise will not vex you 
The silence will hurt you far more 
You will long for the sweet childish voices 
And for a sweet childish face at the door
And to press a child’s face to your bosom 
You’d give all the worldfor this 
So for the comfort it will give you in sorrow 
Send your children to bed with a kiss
Merry Christmas, mom and dad,
From Santa Claus

Author Anonymous
And the party broke out in a great cheer for Santa and all sang Silent Night. 
The evening festivities slowly came to an end and Santa’s workers from 

around the world broke off into little groups and drifted off into the midnight air, 
then strolled off to get a few hours of sleep before sunrise.

At sunrise Santa greeted John with “Good morning! How are you this fine
day?”

“I’m great, Nick, and I must admit that was a great party last night. You are 
absolutely right — it would be nice if that idea could catch on in the world.”

Nick sat down next to me and said, “John, we have come a long way together. 
It’s been a long time since you and I were together in the orphanage. A lot has 
happened since then.”

“Yeah, Nick ~ you got that right! When I think back on that first night - 
Wow! You were one ugly Santa! Sometimes I thought you were losing your mind; 
’fact is I still question you a little bit. I must say, however, that you are certainly
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putting to good use the gifts God gave you.”
“John, I have another surprise for you and I hope you’re ready for it. Come, 

follow me.”
“Oh, no! Not another surprise!,” I exclaimed. “You know sometimes I 

don’t think you’re human.”
“Be quiet, John. Just follow me.” We left the lounge and went upstairs and 

down a long corridor. Santa began this conversation.
“John, as you know, we are all on this earth for a given length of time. No 

one lives forever. Some of us are very fortunate to live to a very old age and some 
are not so lucky. When we go, someone else has to take over where we left off; 
someone else has to carry the torch; someone else has to pick up the baton and go 
on. If we live right and do good, our spirit will live in others.”

I interrupted: “Nick, why are you telling me this? What are you trying to
say?”

“John, I’ve been doing this for many years and, with God’s permission, I’ll 
continue for many more years.” He stopped at a door at the end of the hall, and 
before he opened it he looked into my eyes and said slowly, “Santa Claus lives in the 
hearts of people. He can be of any nationality. He can come from any culture 
throughout the world. John, we are about to enter a very special room. It is the 
shrine of the original Saint Nicholas. It is a very, very special place. No one can 
enter unless invited. Please remove your shoes.”

Santa unlocked and opened the heavy Mahogany door. It actually creaked 
as he opened it. There before me was a dark room, lit only by special indirect 
lighting. The ceiling was as black as the sky at night but a million tiny star lights 
glowed down into the room. One star was brighter than all the rest and stood over a 
huge life-size Nativity creche in the center of the room. The Nativity creche had 
subdued light coming from within. The walls were also dark except for the white 
clouds that seemed to be lit from within. Each cloud had the name of a nation 
painted on it, and below the name it said “Merry Christmas” in the nation’s own 
language. All around the walls were life-size statues numbering over 100 on 2-ft. 
pedestals. Each one represented a Santa Claus as he came down through the ages of 
time. Illuminated by indirect lighting it was a breath-taking sight. The floor was 
carpeted in a thick, white, almost cloud-like material, and it seemed to glow from 
some sort of up-lighting.

I was speechless as I slowly walked along. Finally I said, “Who are these 
people? This is awesome!”

“John, they were real live people who lived long ago and performed the work 
of Saint Nicholas down through centuries of time. They came from Germany, 
France, England, Russia, Poland, Belgium, Italy, United States and other countries 
around the world. You are standing in the Saint Nicholas Hall o f Fame. And if you 
look at the center focal point — the Nativity creche - you will see the original Saint 
Nicholas kneeling by the Christ Child and Mary and Joseph.”

“Nick, is this what you were trying to say when you said, ‘No one lives 
forever’?”

50



“Yes, John, very, very few people earn the right to wear the uniform and 
while so doing proclaim to the world the true meaning of Christmas. When they do, 
they earn the right to enter the Saint Nicholas Hall o f Fame. Some day someone else 
will come along and take my place.”

As I walked along, Santa gave a narration of each statue: “Look over here, 
John. This is a Pere Noel from France. He had a white beard and a long red robe, 
and on his back was a wicker basket full of goodies. Next to Pere was a sculpture of 
Old Man Winter representing Finland. Next to him stood the Romanian Nicholas, 
Mos Craicun. Santa pointed out Denmark’s Juletomite and Sweden’s “Jultometen. 
Further down was Father Christmas of England and Weihnachtsmann of Germany. 
It went on and on. Next we came upon Grandfather Frost representing Russia, and 
next to him was the sculpture of Czechoslovakia’s Svaty Mikulas, and then Nino 
Jesus of Spain and Gesu Bambino of Italy. All these and more did the work of Saint 
Nicholas down through time. Each statue had a plaque with a brief story and a 
button that if pressed you could hear the country’s traditional Christmas music.

I noticed over in a dimly lit corner, in an almost dungeon like area, many 
more statues. They were smaller and not on pedestals, nor were they illuminated. 
One bare light bulb hung over head. I asked Santa, “What is it with these statues?”

Santa began to tell the story about the counter partners who seemed to 
gravitate to Saint Nicholas down through the age. “For example,” he said, “Pere 
Noel of France had Pere Fouetard (Father Whipper). He carried bundles of 
switches to whip naughty children. Luxemburg had Hoesecker who also carried 
switches, as did Krampus of Austria. The most famous of all was Holland’s Zwarte 
Piet or Black Pete. He was a Turkish orphan, a garish looking little man with 
bright red lips, a long red tongue and gold earrings. He would carry off bad 
children in his black bag.”

“John,” Santa continued, “they are no longer part of our Christian 
Christmas. They are no longer connected with Santa Claus. Christmas is about the 
birth of Christ, the Savior of Mankind. It is about kindness, love and forgiveness. 
These ghoulish, garish, dark creatures of the past shall remain banished into an 
obscure corner of oblivion. We are now in the 21st century — a far cry from the 
dark ages.”

I said, “OK, OK! Wow! I think you made your point.” I tried to lighten up 
the tone by adding a little humor to the somber moment. I said, “Nick, if I were to 
design your statue I’d make it look like the first time I saw you: You were one sad- 
looking Santa.” We both laughed and gave each other a “high five”.

As we continued through the room I noticed encased in glass was the original 
manuscript of the poem, “A Visit from S t Nicholas” written in 1822 by Dr. Clement 
Clark Moore. Next to it was the manuscript of Charles Dickens’ story “A Christmas 
CaroF written in 1843. A few steps away stood a glass case with drawings (1862- 
1886) by the most famous cartoonist in America, Thomas Nast. Saint Nicholas has 
been depicted by artists more often than any saint except Mary; in fact, he is the 
most popular non-biblical saint in Christendom.

After circling the entire room, Santa and I went to the center of the room to 
pay silent tribute to a beautiful creche display. A Small sign dangled from the center
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of the manger scene. It read:
Billions o f stars have shown over the earth for billions 

o f years, but one sta r shown upon the earth that 
changed the lives o f a ll mankind for all time.

I said, “This is so very impressive, Santa.”
He said, “John, do you know who constructed the first manager scene? It 

was Saint Francis in about the year 1223 or 1224 in Greccio, Italy. As long as the 
Christ Child remains in Christmas, Santa will be happy. For hundreds and 
hundreds of years there have been people who have been subtle and, in some case, 
bold in trying to removing Christ from Christmas.”

We left the room, and I must say I was truly impressed. I never expected or 
even Imagined there was a Saint Nicholas (Santa Claus) Hall of Fame.

We returned to the lounge in time to see Igloo Star walk in and holler out: 
“Hello, John! Are you ready to go back to the real world?”

“Oh, yes! This has been an experience — to say the least. Igloo, you 
wouldn’t feel hurt if I went back by helicopter, would you?”

“It makes no difference to me, John. I have supplies I can take back on my 
sled. What do you think, Santa? Should we send him airborne?”

“I think that’s a fine idea,” Santa replied. “I’ll make the arrangements.” 
Igloo reached deep into the pocket of his leggings and pulled out a compass 

and said, “John, here’s your good luck compass. You may need it again some day.”
I said, “Thanks, but it really belongs to Santa.” Santa shook his head and 

told me to keep it. And I carry it with me all the time. I thanked Igloo and wished 
him well. Igloo told me my car was buried under the snow but his Eskimo friends 
could have it dug out and ready to go when I got there.

Santa and I headed to the heliport as two elves followed carrying my luggage. 
“Now, John, don’t forget me. I’m counting on you to find a place for me to set up 
headquarters. It must be a place where I can do pretty much what I want.”

The elves loaded the luggage, and Santa and I embraced. We looked into 
each other’s eyes and, as if on cue, we simultaneously said, “Let’s do it together!”

The old man John stood up and said, “And that’s the way it was. These old 
Eskimo guys were right: I left there a changed man.”

Wayne asked, “Well, what happened next?”
“Well, a lot of things happened but I don’t want to hog the floor. I would 

like to take a break and let others add their experiences -- their story.”
“OK, John. I agree — let’s take a short break and then we will hear from 

others”.
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Chapter Five
After the break, a lady in the front row stood up and said, “I remember taking my 
two children to see him at Fischers Hardware Store in Springfield, VA. The line 
was an hour-long but it was worth the wait. I took my children there for two or 
three years ~ then he left. I don’t know why.”

Wayne said, “Does anyone know why he left?”
A man in the far corner of the room stood up and spoke: “I’m Mr. Fischer 

and I had Santa in my store for three years. And it was a great idea and I was glad 
to have him. But, unfortunately, the crowds got so large that they Oiled all the aisles 
in the store — and the crowds were going to increase. Santa and I agreed it was not 
a good arrangement. So Santa’s front man, John Buckreis, made arrangements to 
go to another store.”

John spoke up: “Yeah! — I set it up at the Bicycle Shop but the same thing 
happened there, so I set up in the Pet Shop; they also could not handle the crowds. I 
Anally went to a nursery out on Route 7 called Cappers Nursery. They had a lot of 
room and a big parking lot. (They aren’t there any more -- they sold the property to 
a hotel chain.)”

At that point a man stood up and introduced himself: “My name is Dan 
Capper. I owned and operated Cappers Nursery for Ofteen years, and when John 
came to me with the idea of a Santa headquarters I was delighted to make room. 
I’ve made a lot of good decisions in my day and this one was one of my best. I gave 
John the run of the place to set up as he saw At. I even made arrangements to bring 
Santa in by helicopter. I can say one thing: He sure brought in the crowds. It’s a 
good thing I had an exceptionally large parking lot. We had some great Christmas 
seasons, but when I retired I sold the nursery and John had to And a new home for 
Santa. I would like to ask at this time if there is anyone here who visited at my 
nursery when Santa was there.” Ten or Afteen people stood up, and they all 
wanted to talk at once. After a bit of confusion, they settled down and each took his 
turn.

A grandmother stood up and said, “I remember taking my daughter there, 
and it was Axed up like a winter wonderland. All the trees were covered with 
artiAcial snow — and the colored lights and all. It was impressive. My daughter is 
grown and married and has a son. Now we all three still visit this Santa.”

Another lady stood up and said, “I took my four boys to see Santa, and I was
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never so surprised in my life! My boys were as shocked as I was. The whole room 
was upside-down — 1 mean everything was on the ceiling! Chairs and tables were 
attached to the ceiling. Rugs, toys and shoes were on the ceiling. Even the 
Christmas tree was attached to the ceiling. Windows were upside-down as were 
pictures and calendars. There were gifts under the tree and a train on a track 
encircling the tree. On the table were plates with peanut butter sandwiches and a 
bucket of Kentucky Fried Chicken. How it all stayed up there I don’t know. We 
asked Santa why it was set up that way and he said: “It represents The Land of 
Gosh -- a place far, far out of our universe.” He then began to tell us the story of 
The Land of Gosh, but I can’t remember just how the story goes because it’s 
been so long since I heard it. Perhaps John knows the story since he’s been so close 
to Santa. John — do you know the story about The Land of Gosh?”

John stood up and said, “I sure do and I’d be glad to tell it to you.” 
Everybody applauded and John began to speak as if he were Santa:

GOSH
Boys and girls, I have traveled around the world and have 

seen every land there is to see. But there is one very special 
place that I would like to tell you about. It is a place not on this 
planet. It is a far-away planet well beyond Jupiter and Mars. 
No one has ever written about it and spacemen have not found it. 
This place is called The Land of Gosh.

The Land of Gosh is the strangest land of all lands that 
anyone will ever see. It is round like the earth, but not nearly as 
large, and it spins through space from place to place. It has a 
different sun and a different moon. The moon is round but flat 
like a plate and much bigger than our moon. One side is blue and 
at night when the stars reflect off of the blue moon, everything 
has a beautiful blue look. In the morning the moon turns and the 
other side is silver. The Land of Gosh is warmed by the silverside 
of the moon. I guess I would have to say that the sun and the 
moon are one in Gosh. The people of Gosh do not call it a sun or 
a moon; they call it a Gooch.

There are clouds in the sky above The Land of Gosh. There 
are all the colors of the rainbow. The sky is absolutely beautiful 
with pink, blue, yellow, green, red, purple and white clouds 
drifting in the sky.

On The Land of Gosh all the people are very small, maybe 
only three feet tall. They look a lot like you and me, but they
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sure do dress differently! Everything they wear is either on 
backwards or inside out. When they put on shoes it seems like 
the left is right and the right is left. When they read a book, it 
is turned upside down. I believe up is down and down is up, back 
is front and front is back. You will never meet anyone as strange 
as the people from The Land of Gosh. Gosh people can walk 
upside down. I have watched them walk up a wall and across the 
ceiling as easily as a fly can. The gravity is different there -- 
nothing ever falls. If you were to drop a book, it would not fall 
-- you would have to push it to the floor. It is hard to tell what 
is ceiling and what is floor. Gosh people are on the ceiling; Gosh 
people are on the floor. Gosh people are everywhere. They even 
put things in the air and they just stay there. Gosh people 
sometimes fall asleep on the ceiling.

Now here is the strangest thing of all. At night when the 
Gooch turns blue and it is dark, things begin to happen. The 
gravity changes and everything that is on the ceiling or floating in 
the air, begins to fall gently as a feather to the floor. When 
morning comes and the silver side of Gooch is shining bright, you 
would see a very funny sight: Nothing is floating in the air and
Gosh people are piled up on the floor everywhere.

In the fall in October when the trees begin to drop their 
leaves, they really do not fall at all -- they just float in mid-air, 
except at night when the blue Gooch is shining. The leaves then 
flutter to the ground and never make a sound.

They have a winter in The Land of Gosh. The snowflakes 
are all colors just like the clouds. Can you imagine pink snowflakes 
from pink clouds and blue snowflakes from blue clouds? The snow 
comes in all colors. When it snows during the day the colored 
snowflakes just float in the air and stay there. Gosh people have 
to push them out of the way when they walk. Then at night when 
the Gooch is blue, the snowflakes fall gently to the ground to 
form pretty colored mounds.

Let me tell you more about the people of Gosh. Gosh people 
eat just like we do but they eat dessert first and the main course 
last. They eat very slowly, never fast. Gosh people won’t eat 
spinach, broccoli, liver or gizzards; they like burgers and fries and 
homemade pies. They talk backwards most of the time. For
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example, Gosh people will say “Coming I am" or "Outside I'm 
going." They even spell their names backwards.

I brought four young Gosh people back to earth to help me 
one Christmas Eve. Their names were Nad and Nod, Map and 
Tod. I asked them to help me decorate trees. Gosh! — they did 
not understand this Earth land because, believe it or not, they 
turned my Christmas trees upside-down and nailed them to the 
ceiling so they would not fall. Then they trimmed them with 
ornaments --lights and all. I laughed so hard when they did it 
that I had tears in my eyes. I wish I could have seen the look on 
the faces of the children that Christmas morning. I just know 
they said, “Gosh people do funny things."

End of story.

Everyone applauded and John sat down.
The lady thanked him and said, “Santa has so many stories. And that is 

what my boys and I remember about this Santa, and we’ve seen nothing like him 
since.”

Another woman stood up and said, “I would like to tell you about my 
experience with Santa. My aunt took me to see Santa when I was nine years old. 
My mother died on Halloween night. She was sick for a long time. When I saw 
Santa I asked him if he knew my mom, and I wanted to know if she was in Heaven. 
This is what he said to me: “You are lucky, little one. You have two guardian 
angels -- your own that came with you when you were born, and now your mother. 
She is with you every day wherever you go. And as you grow up and wonder 
Should I  do this or do that? Should I  go here or there — with these people or those?, 
just whisper to Mom and ask her. She will guide you on the right path. She will 
guide you through grade school, high school and college. She will be there for you; 
furthermore, I want you to put one pair of your best shoes under the Christmas tree, 
and when you wake up on Christmas morning you’ll find something special for you 
from your Mom.”

“Well, let me tell you folks: I was overwhelmed with joy when on Christmas 
morning I found Mom’s favorite earrings in my shoes. And every year ’till my late 
teens I found something from Mom in my shoes. Santa’s message was a wonderful 
guide for me as I grew up.”

“Thank you for listening,” concluded the lady, and wiped a tear from her 
cheek as she sat down.

Another person stood up and said, “My name is Joe, and let me tell you of 
my experience. When I was five years old I tried to catch Santa. It was Christmas 
Eve and my dear Uncle Charlie was visiting. This what happened.”
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“The house was beautifully decorated. Mom was in the kitchen finishing up 
the dishes. Uncle Charles was with me looking out the window hoping to see Saint 
Nick flying through the sky. Mom hollers to my Uncle Charlie: ‘Charlie — we have 
to get Joe up to bed. It's Christmas Eve and it’s past his bedtime. It’s getting late’.” 

Uncle Charlie replied, “Don’t worry — I’ll take care of that.” He said to me: 
“I have an idea, Joe, that we’ll catch Santa.”

I ask, “How are you going to do that?”
“I’m not going to catch him, Joe — You are!”
“I am? Really? How am I going to do that?”
“Yep,” says Uncle Charlie. “You stay right here; I’ll be right back.” Uncle 

Charlie went to the garage and got an old clothes line rope. He brought it in the 
house and made a lariat which he laid out carefully on the floor near the fireplace. 
He asked me to get a small dish of Christmas cookies. I put the dish on the floor in 
the center of the lariat. Then Uncle Charlie uncoiled the rest of the rope and told 
me to take the end upstairs to my bed. I took the end of the rope and went upstairs 
and crawled into bed. I laid in bed with the rope, and I was supposed to pull it if it 
moved. But I fell asleep waiting and of course I never caught him. And, by the way, 
the cookies were gone Christmas morning.”

When the laughing and rumble of applause stopped, a woman stood up and 
said, “I would like to tell my story about this Santa. I was ten years old and my 
family was going through a rough time. Dad had been out of work for several 
months. Mom and Dad hinted around that it was going to be a slim Christmas and 
we might not even have a tree. I went to see this Santa and explained our situation 
to him, and he said: ‘Now don’t worry. You will have a tree and a nice Christmas. 
Something good will happen ~ Just wait and see! Say a prayer ~ don’t give up 
hope.’ “The very next morning we found a beautiful Christmas tree on our front 
porch and an envelope tied to a branch with a ribbon. Inside was $200 and a note 
that read, Merry Christmas. It was the most memorable Christmas ever.”

And so it was. Many more people stood up and told their story, and finally 
Wayne said, “Well, I think we have some great information here. By the way, John, 
are you still working for him?”“Oh, yes. I’ll begin setting up his headquarters in October. He will send me 
his theme for the year and specific directions. I’ll have it ready for his grand 
entrance the Saturday after Thanksgiving.”

“Where is he going to be this year, John?”“Wayne, he is welcome almost anywhere in the world; however, he is going 
to be where he’s been for over a quarter of a century. He likes to go to the 
Merrifield Garden Center in Merrifield, Virginia. The reason he likes to go there is 
because they let him do whatever he wants. They give Santa a warehouse for his 
headquarters.”Wayne interrupted: “A warehouse? You mean he is in an old warehouse 
and not in the store?”“He is not in a store -  it’s the way Santa wants it; in fact, I think the owner 
of Merrifield is here, way in the back. Hello, Bob! Bob Warhurst — come on up
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here and say a few words.”
“Well, thank you, John. I’m Bob Warhurst and next to me is my partner, 

Buddy Williams. Buddy and his wife Doris, and my wife Billie and myself opened 
the Garden Center in 1971. We bought a lot of our merchandise from John. He 
sold garden supplies and nursery stock. One day John came in to see Buddy and me 
with the idea to have this Santa you are all talking about. We thought it was a good 
idea. We offered to set him up in the store, but John said Santa would have no part 
of that. He wanted our warehouse. He wanted us to empty our warehouse and let 
him turn it into a Santa land. We laughed at the idea but John insisted the store set
up would not be good on account of the amount of traffic. He told us about other 
places where Santa had been and how customers couldn’t shop because of the Santa 
fans. So Buddy and I agreed with John, and let me tell you: It was a good decision! 
We emptied the warehouse and Old John here comes in, and in about four weeks he 
creates a Santa Wonderland. Then when Christmas is over he takes everything 
down and converts it back to a warehouse. It has been a blessing and a real treat 
for families and their children to visit this Santa. John has a sign-in book set up, 
and we get people from Baltimore, Philadelphia, Pittsburgh, Richmond, Virginia 
Beach -- from all over, year after year as you can see by the testimony of the people 
here today.”

“Thank you, Bob,” said John -- “I couldn’t have said it better. Oh -- I see 
Buddy wants to say something.”

“Yes, John, I wanted to tell the folks that one year we got a phone call from 
the New York State Troopers from Fredonia, New York. A Trooper named Art 
Pearl and a Sergeant Miller wanted to know exactly where our Garden Center 
was. They said they had a few toys they wanted to donate to Santa’s toy collection. I 
gave them the directions, and after I hung up I thought nothing about the request. 
Sure enough, about a week later a big semi-truck pulled into our lot with nearly 
$10,000 worth of toys -- all new. We had to rent a warehouse to put them in. 
Sergeant Miller told me the toys were from the generous people of western New 
York. It was a token of appreciation for what this Santa did for Hamburg, New 
York and the Buffalo area. John, maybe you can tell the people what Santa did 
with the toys.”

“Thank you, Buddy. I had forgotten about that. Sure, I’ll tell you. Here’s 
the way it was. Get a picture of this in your mind. This is just amazing!”

Santa is driving a big station wagon loaded with toys, down to the low- 
income areas in Washington, DC. It’s almost dark. Santa pulls over and parks. He 
gets out of the car and jingles his bells. Children come from everywhere, crowding 
around the car. Santa sings and laughs with a “Ho Ho Ho” as he hands out toys to 
each child. There is a lot of shouting as little hands reach up from the crowd. After 
each child receives a gift and all are satisfied, Santa moves off to another block and 
repeats the same routine. At one stop as Santa is getting ready to leave,-an old lady
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with a cane, hobbled up to him and said, “Santa, would you have anything for my 
grandchildren? I have a little boy ~  His name is Earl and he’s in the first grade. 
His sister Emily is in the third grade. Emily loves dolls and Earl likes most anything.”

Santa rummaged through his toys and stuffed some in his bag. “Lead the 
way, Grandma. Take me to your little ones.” Wiping her eyes with a hanky, she led 
Santa to her house. Santa said, “Don’t be sad; it’s time to be happy!”

They went up two flights of stairs to a small, sparsely furnished flat. There 
was old Grandpa, with snow-white hair, looking after the children. There was no 
Christmas tree and very little furniture in the room. Grandma turned to Santa and 
said, “I’m not sad -- I’m tearing up because I’m so happy. You see, Santa, my dear 
husband and I prayed that somehow we could have something for Christmas for our 
babies. Our prayers have been answered. Their daddy was a good man. He died 
last January and it’s been hard on us. Their mom works two jobs, cashiering in the 
day at the market and cleaning office rooms four hours at night. It’s tough going, Santa — it really is.”

Santa said, “Well, let me help.”
The two children came into the living room and shrieked “Santa Claus!”
“Hello there, little ones. Sit down, Emily and Earl. Sit on the floor. It’s story time with Santa.”
After a few stories and songs, Santa reached in his bag for gifts. Earl hugged 

his new teddy bear and was delighted with his trucks and games. Emily kissed her 
new doll and thanked Santa for the books and the ribbons for her hair.

Santa gave each of them a holy card and told them to keep the faith — things 
would get better as time goes by. He left — wishing them all Merry Christmas. He 
went down the stairs jingling his bells and disappeared into the night.

Santa made many, many trips into neighborhoods in and around 
Washington. He took toys to various churches and shelters. Some went to the Police 
Boys and Girls Club. Santa had so many toys donated by generous families who 
visited him that he had to contact the Catholic Charities to assist in distribution. 
Every year Santa provided several truck loads of toys to children in need. Between 
hurricanes, fires, floods or just people in need, he did his best to help make 
Christmas a happy time.

Then another man stood up and said, “I would like to tell my story if I may. 
I was witness to something that some might call a miracle but in reality it was an 
event that I call ‘an answer to my prayers.’ Let me set the scene.”

I have a thirteen-year old son who is extremely gifted in music. He writes 
and composes his own music; in fact, he has given piano performances in 
Washington and in Philadelphia. He also plays other musical instruments. I knew 
my son was a little too old to see Santa but he insisted on seeing this Santa. It was
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mid-December and the lines were long but we finally got our turn. Kevin sat up in 
Santa’s sleigh, and after requesting amplifiers, piano tuning tools and other musical 
equipment, he asked Santa if he knew how to write and compose. Santa said he 
wrote a Christmas song. Kevin made Santa get out of the sleigh and sing it. Santa 
chuckled as he stepped out of the sleigh. After hearing the song, Kevin said the 
words were good but he would compose a better melody for him.

Santa asked Kevin what other gift he would like for Christmas and Kevin 
gave this reply. “Santa, what I really, really want for Christmas is to see my 
brother. I would like him to come hone. I miss him ~  a lot!!”

Santa said, “Where is your brother?”
Kevin replied, “I don’t know. My mother took him away last August, and 

Dad and I haven’t seen either of them since then. I sure miss him, and if you can do 
anything about it, I wish you would.”

“How old is your brother, and what is his name?” asked Santa.
“His name is Matt and he’s seven,” replied Kevin.
Santa then said, “Kevin, you are lucky that he is seven because if he were one 

or two, he would never remember you. But since he is seven, he knows he has a 
brother — and very gifted brother. Listen to me: He will find you someday — 
maybe not this Christmas, but maybe when he’s 10 — 12 -- 14 he will look you up. 
He won’t forget you. Now I want you to pray every night and light a candle, and I’ll 
do the same. I’ll put you and Matt in my prayers. Some good will come if you pray 
and believe. Don’t give up hope.”

“My son and I left Santa’s room. My eyes were wet with tears for I knew 
then why my son really wanted to see Santa.”

“Now let me tell you the rest of the story. Two weeks went by and we went 
back to see Santa. The room was jammed with people, and as I slid along on the 
Wait-bench I had someone with me besides Kevin: a little boy of seven. This seven- 
year old held up a sign so Santa could see it. The sign read:

I'M MATT AND I'M BACK!
Santa got up and made a big and happy fuss over this. We took pictures and had a 
nice visit. Santa called me over to the side and asked what happened. I don’t want 
to go into custody details — but my hired detective got lucky, and he apprehended 
the mother at the Kennedy Airport getting ready to leave the country with Matt. I 
said ‘The detective got lucky’ but I think it was a little miracle. Prayers do work. 
I’m not going to elaborate on the sordid details of this custody breach -- that’s not 
the story: Kevin and Santa — that’s the story!”

The gentleman sat down, and there was not a sound in the room. Then 
suddenly everyone applauded. Some even stood up and shouted “Brave! Bravo!”

Wayne stepped up to the podium and said, “That is a very moving story. 
This Santa has touched many lives in many ways, I must say. We must do a movie 
on this Santa. Now then, does anyone else wish to add their story?”

A lady in her mid forties stood up and said “Yes, I have a story, but I’m a bit 
nervous so bear with me if I get mixed up. I used to go to see this Santa when I was 
a little girl. As far back as I can remember, right up ‘till I was about 10 or 11, I
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would sit up in Santa s sleigh and make a wish, and I would tell Santa and my wish 
always came true. When I became a teenager and an adult, I never went back to see 
him. When I met my boyfriend I bragged about this Santa and I took him to see 
this Santa. It was late in the evening about 9 PM and Santa had just talked to the 
last family in line. I knocked on the door of his sleigh room and asked can we come 
in or are we too late. Santa bellowed out with his melodic voice “Come in. Come in 
— it’s never too late to see Santa.” I went in and coaxed my boyfriend in. He came 
with two of his best friends. I introduced him to Santa and then I got up into the 
sleigh. Santa asked me what I wanted for Christmas, and just being there took me 
back to when I was a child. I said, “Santa, what I want for Christmas I don’t think 
you have the power to make it come true. I always got my wish when I came to see 
you but I think it’s beyond you this time, Santa.”

And he said, “Well, now, you never know. Remember when you were a 
little girl I asked you to put one pair of your Sunday shoes under the tree? Then 
wrap a chocolate chip cookie in aluminum foil and put it in your shoe and the next 
morning you would find something special in your shoe? Remember that?”

I said, “Yes, I remember.”
Then Santa said, “Do that this Christmas Eve. You’ll never know what will 

happen.”
“At that point my boyfriend knelt down on the step that goes up to the sleigh. 

He reached into his pocket and pulled out a jewelry ring box and said to me, 
‘Wilma, my darling Wilma, will you be my wife? Will you be my bride? Will you 
marry me so I may love you till the day I die?”

“Well, let me tell you: The tears did flow. I turned to Santa and said, “My 
gosh! You work fast!” I was crying with joy; it was totally unexpected. His friends 
were taking pictures and my boyfriend asked, “Well, do I get an answer?” I said, 
“When I stop crying!”

“So that’s my story, and I want you to meet my romantic husband. We’ve 
been married ten years now. Greg, stand up. Say hello — say something!”

Greg stood up and said, “The only ones who knew I was going to do it that 
way were my two best friends. Even Santa didn’t know. Or did he!”

Everyone applauded. Wayne stepped up to the podium and said, “What a 
great story! We really appreciate all these wonderful, touching stories about this 
real Santa Claus.”

A tall, robust-looking man stood up and said, “I would like to tell my story 
about this Santa. My wife and I wanted children for years and we tried everything. 
The doctors told us it didn’t look good for us. We prayed and prayed, and after 
three years our prayers were answered. We took our infant son to see this Santa, 
and after we took several pictures, Santa gave us this poem that he wrote. I made a 
copy of it and I want you to have it. May I read it to you ?”

Wayne said, “Yes, please do. Come up here. Use the mike.”
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Dear Santa,
Special Gift

Please go back through the centuries o f time. Look through your records and 
in your ledger book of gifts. Pick out a very special giftfor a very special child.

It must be a gift no one could buy.
It must be something you can *t see with the eye.
It must not break or tear.
It must not make a noise or ever need repair.
It must not take up any space
It should be a gift that can be used every place
It should be a gift that cannot be sold 
It should never go out o f style or become too old
It should give pleasure to all people 
When you*ve found it, wrap it tight 
Lay it beneath the tree on the magic night 
Santa, how do you wrap -

Patience................. through adversity
Wisdom ...................and common sense
Kindness.................. and mercy
Time........................  well spent
Respect.................... for others* creeds
Willingness............. to share
Consideration......... for others* needs
Commitment........... to God, who gave his life

because he cared
A gift like that would bring forth love for all people, for all time. Put it 

in a box, under the tree for this child o f mine.

“My wife and I treasure that poem. We framed it and hung it in our son’s 
room. It is the epitome of what this Santa is all about. Our son is growing up and I 
know I’m a bit prejudiced, but he seems to be gifted with all that’s in that poem. 
Thank you.”

Then a gray-haired lady stood up and said, “I would like to say a few words 
about this Santa. If you intend to make a movie about him, you will never capture
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the real feeling -  the real magic -  unless you actually are there in the midst of it all. 
My children have all grown but when I took them to see Santa, I was struck by the 
loving, careful way the parents listened and watched while Santa talked. Year after 
year I have witnessed the deep, real feelings on the faces of parents and have seen 
through my own misty eyes the silent tears that appear as Santa speaks his very 
personal, special “Message” to the ten- and eleven-year olds. I’ve watched moms 
and dads stand in line for sometimes as long as three hours for the few minutes that 
will live in their hearts for a whole year. Many times I have watched and wondered 
just who is getting the most from the visit. I wish you luck with your idea of a 
movie. It should be a good movie, but remember there is an old saying: ‘You had to be there to know what it’s like’. Thank you.”

When she sat down, another mom stood up and said, “I’m from 
Germantown, Maryland. I visited this Santa as a child. He has been an inspiration 
to our family for over twenty years. I first sat on this Santa’s lap at Cappers 
Nurseiy, then Burke Nurseiy, and years later I took my son to see this Santa. Now I 
bring my grandson to see him. He looks forward to visit the Santa who knows 
Jesus. He had taught us many lessons and values that we carry through life.”

Then a man stood up and said, “I’m from Alexandria, Virginia. Each year 
we wait in line and wonder why we have done it again. But alas, when we emerge 
from Santa’s sleigh room, we again realize why we invested the time and effort. His 
example of patience, love, giving and responsibility is so wonderful that I was glad 
to be part of it. When our daughter was nine years old she was not anxious to see 
him because her belief was weakening. She too found her belief reinstated and 
strengthened. Our six-year old thought Santa was next to God. That’s all I have to 
say except this: This Santa is as close to real as you can get. He always brought 
‘Christ into Christmas’.”

Then another man stood up and said, “This Santa has a way about him that 
sets him apart from everyone. He can make you believe in fantasy land where 
houses are made of gingerbread and trees are laden with jelly beans. He can make 
you believe that there is a land where bushes produce chocolate creams and leaves 
are made of curly fries and the sky is full of butterflies. A place where toy dolls can 
walk. And barn yard animals can talk. Yes, he is definitely different. Our family 
enjoyed 20 years of his love, laughter and stories.”

Next a woman stood up and said, “My name is Loraine Hicks. I’m from 
Leesburg and over the years I’ve taken all seven of my children to visit with this 
Santa, and each year Santa would give each of the them a signed holy card. We put 
a small hole in the top of the card, then slip a ribbon through it and hang the card 
on our Christmas tree. We have over a hundred beautiful holy cards with a special 
handwritten message and Santa’s signature on them. We treasure these cards.”

John stood up and said, “I would like to say something about those holy 
cards. One year a lady came in to check Santa’s headquarters and said she was 
from a Fairfax County school. She wanted to know if Santa gave each child a card 
and I said “Yes - Each child receives a signed card.” She said she could not bring 
children in if Santa gave these Nativity cards out, and said she could arrange for 
bus loads of children if Santa agreed not to hand out those cards. I told her Santa
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would never agree to those terms. He would not take Christ out of Christmas just to 
please those who don’t want Christ in Christmas. I also said I respect where she was 
coming from and understood her predicament. She has rules she has to live by but 
so does Santa.”

A very fragile man stood up and asked to have the floor for a minute or two, 
and said, “One evening during the Christmas season I went to the mall. The house 
where Santa Claus was sitting looked like it had been ravaged by a storm. Paper 
and flashbulbs littered the floor, and trash cans overflowed with junk. Santa was 
still there although he didn’t seem to be having a good time. Maybe he had heard 
one-too-many requests for Barbie clothes or Nintendo games. His polyester Santa 
suit and disheveled beard were not very convincing. My kids weren’t impressed. 
They knew he wasn’t the real thing. A few days later my wife Chris and I took our 
children to see this Santa you’re talking about. Our fourth-grader who claims to 
have figured out this whole business of Santa was shocked. He said, “Dad, this 
Santa could be the real thing! He sits in an old antique sleigh. His beard and 
clothes look like they should. He treated each child like they were the only children 
in the world.”

“We waited 45 minutes to see this guy. As I stood in line I kept asking 
myself, ‘Is this worth it?’ After we left, I knew it was worth it. I’m a minister at 
the Vienna Presbyterian Church, and some may be surprised that I took my 
children to see Santa. But this guy is not the crass, commercial, money-making 
symbol of Christmas. This guy probably could not ever be a shopping mall Santa -  
he doesn’t fit the mold. He personifies the real Santa, particularly when he 
unabashedly acknowledges the great meaning of Christmas with his message and his 
cards. This took place in 1989 and my son, now 30, still remembers and travels over 
300 miles at Christmas time to bring his son to see this Santa you want to know 
about.”

Then a lady stood up and said, “My name is Kimberly, and when I was a 
child my parents traveled for miles to visit this Santa. The magic look of Santa’s 
house and all the toys made the wait in line well worth it. As I grew older, I started 
to have a deeper admiration for ‘My Santa’ because he would explain things about 
the true meaning of Christmas. He would even kneel and sing to the Baby Jesus. No 
other Santa has done that. Just when my love for such a person couldn’t go deeper, 
it did! One Christmas when I was a grown adult, my parents divorced. My mom 
became despondent and sick. My brother was 18 and I was 29 at the time. We went 
to see Santa with our dogs as we thought a picture of them and us with Santa might 
cheer mom up. Santa’s enthusiastic reception, his singing and dancing with the 
dogs, his hugs — it was magic! We caught it all on film and mom loved it. There is 
so much to tell. There are grandchildren in the family now and they drove all the 
way from Texas to see this Santa. My mom came with us and it was incredible. 
Santa asked mom to get in the sleigh with him ~  it was so magical! As I stood 
watching Santa kneeling with the children, which I did a few decades ago, I began to 
ciy as they all sang, ‘0  Come A ll Ye Faithful.’ I guess I’ve said enough -- except 
that I agree with what the lady said awhile ago: ‘You had to have been there to 
know’.”
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Then a man stood up and said, “My name is Tom and this is my wife 
Michelle. We brought our boys ~  Mark was 8 years old, Scott was 10, and Brian 
was 14 years old. That was back in 1997 and they still talk about this Santa today -  
how he knew they didn’t clean up their rooms and how they sometimes fought All 
the boys have said that when they get married and have kids they will take them to 
visit with this Santa that we are all talking about. Thank you.”

A woman stood up and said, “My name is Gail and this is my husband Ray. 
We’re from Herndon, Virginia, and we know this Santa because we’ve been visiting 
for 28 years: First, me, and then my daughter, and then my granddaughter. And I 
just want to say there is no other Santa like him. Thank you.” And she sat down.

Then a lady stood up and said, “I brought my sons Robert and Andrew and 
my daughter Sarah with me. My husband Jeff couldn’t make it. As you can see, my 
children are all adults now but they wanted to come and say a word or two. Then 
the oldest son stood up and said, “I don’t have any great story to tell except when I 
was 16 I was helping Dad bring in the Christmas tree and I knocked my dad’s 
camera on the floor and broke it. Sarah said, “Don’t worry -- say a prayer and have 
faith. Santa has faith. The camera will be OK. We took it to a shop and they 
salvaged the film and the camera. At this point Sarah said, “That’s because I took 
Santa donuts every year.”

A man stood up and said, “My grandfather called me ‘Joe-Boy’ when I was 
little. He took me to see this Santa you all are talking about. My dad knew him real 
well and he wrote a letter to Santa. It’s dated 1986:

Dear Santa Claus,
From the time I  was eight yeas old until I  was nearly seventy-eight, Fm 

afraid I  shared the attitude of all those skeptics who maintained the idea that 
there is no Santa Claus. But all o f that was before I  became acquainted with 
the “REAL” Santa Claus in his beautiful *castle* at the Merrifield Garden 
Center.

This loving, loveable, dedicated, saintly Santa, who stresses and 
emphasizes the “REAL ” Christmas Story o f the Holy Christ Child’s birth as he 
ministers to the children as Santa Claus, is certainly a satisfying and reassuring 
ceremony to hear and see. Fm sure that everyone young and old who visits this 
“REAL” Santa experiences much joy and happiness and inspiration.

We thank you, Santa Claus, and may your Christmas be warm and 
joyous in the miracle o f His love. We’re sure that each moment of your 
Christmas activities has a beauty all its own. We’ll remember all the things 
you’ve done, in all your special ways, that brought much EXTRA happiness to 
our own Christmas days.

Merry Christmas and much love,
Your friends,
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Joe-Boy and Sloan
(O r Granddad Knecht and his fine young grandson, Joe)

‘Thank you for letting me read this letter. My Granddad Knecht would be 
proud if he was here today. Granddad gave me many happy memories with him and 
this old Santa Claus. Thank you.”

Wayne stepped up to the podium and said, “My Lord above! I never 
realized I would hear so many beautiful stories about this Santa. I thought I would 
hear a few funny stories about children pulling his beard — and that would be 
about it — but what I’ve heard today — the testimony of all of you — is awesome. I 
can see there are more hands up. I’m going to ask you folks who haven’t had a 
chance to talk to get in line in front of my screen writer and secretary Mary Ann 
McGraw. Mary Ann will tape-record your comments and stories. I know it’s been 
a long day and some of you want to leave. Before you go, I want to say I am 
eternally grateful for your appearance here today. We accomplished a lot, and I can 
see that I have a great deal of work to do to make this movie justify your feelings for 
this legend of a man. Thank you from the bottom of my heart. Thank you.”

Then there was a round of applause and a few shouts of “Thank you for 
letting us tell our stories.”

Wayne said, “John, could you stay a few minutes? We need to talk.”
“Sure. Let’s go over in the corner away from the crowd,” replied John.
“How can we meet this man and talk with him in private?” asked Wayne.
John said, “Wayne, I’ll tell you what to do. When October 20th arrives, I’ll 

give your office a call, and you can come over to the Garden Center and film 
everything from the very beginning — from ‘day one’ — of the building of Santa 
Headquarters. If you don’t want to do that, then wait ‘till after Thanksgiving and 
film when Santa’s there. That’s up to you.”

“Ok. Give us a call when you start. And thank you, John, for showing up 
today. I don’t think our meeting would have been a success without you. Keep in touch.”
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I

THE LAND OF GOSH WITH THE SUN 
AND THE MOON CALLED GOOCH



Fantasy Fair
Fantasy Fair, Fantasy Fair Come with me, Fll take you there.

The dreamerfs world is always safe,A romantic, warm and wonderful place.
With love and laughter and a smile,
So put off reality for a little while.

Let me take you by the hand,Come with me to Santaland.
Feast your eyes on a wonderful sight. /

Fantasy fair, it*s a magic night
House are made of gingerbread,Brown and white, green and red.

The trees are laden with jelly beans.
The brushes are made of chocolate creams.

Leaves are made of curly fries,And the sky is full of butteiflies.
March to the tune of Frosty the snowman.All this can happen in fantasy Land.



Chapter Six
The phone rang at the Broad Spectrum Production Office. Mary Ann picked 

it up. Hello, Broad Spectrum Productions. How may I direct your call?”
Hello, Mary Ann. This is John. Guess what? Your crew can come over to 

the warehouse any time. I’m going to start on the Santa Land, so bring your 
equipment. I’ll be here every day from 9 to 5 PM.”

Mary Ann gave a thumbs up sign to Ted who was sipping coffee as he worked on a camera.
Ted took the phone and said, “Sounds great, John. We’ll probably be over tomorrow.”
The crew arrived just as John finished mopping the floor for the second time. 

John said, “Welcome! Come on in. Set your stuff anywhere. First, let me tell you 
how I go about this. It’s going to take me about 30 days to accomplish everything, 
so you may not want to film all day and every day. Just pick what you want.”

“My first project is the ceiling,” continued John. “You can see the plywood 
ceiling is painted black, and I have inserted thousands of small common cup hooks 
into the ceiling. I’m going to string up about 10,000 tiny blue lights on the cup 
hooks.”

Ted said, “Why couldn’t you just staple the lights up? It would be easier and 
faster.”

“No,” said John -- “because some fire codes and insurance rules frown on 
that. My first priority is safety. After the lights are in place, I’ll hang up over 50 
white clouds. The clouds are made of thin plywood, and I painted Merry Christmas 
on each one, in different languages.”

“Next, I’ll put together Santa’s house with a big chimney, and also four or 
five small houses for the children to play in. Then comes the large toy bin for the 
donated toys. I’ll put a cat-walk-like structure over the children’s houses, so Santa 
can walk out over the crowd. On one whole wall there will be a huge Advent- 
alphabet calendar, and each day Santa will turn over another day closer to 
Christmas.”

At that point Ted said, “Do you do this all alone -- I mean you’re talking 
about a lot of work?”

“Well, Ted, let me tell you:' All the walls, partitions and doors are already
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made. They are stored flat against the walls of the warehouse. A team of Merrifield 
guys come in and help me assemble the big stuff and I do the rest. I have train 
displays to put up, animated figures to assemble — and a Nativity display has to be 
built. It goes on and on ~ with garlands, lights, carpets, benches, music, etc., etc. So 
that’s the plan. You can film what you wish. I’m going to start by climbing up on 
my scaffold and start putting up lights.”

As each day went by, the warehouse slowly unfolded into an enchanted Santa 
Wonderland. Thirty days later John was putting the final touches to the Santa 
Headquarters.

The day Anally arrived for Santa to make his appearance. The morning was 
beautiful. The parking lot was filling up fast. Parents, grandparents, children, 
baby strollers all headed towards Santa Land. Ted and Wayne had their cameras 
strategically placed to catch the action on film.

Suddenly someone hollered, “l  hear him! He’s coming! He’s coming! I can 
hear his bells.”

Sure enough, there he was — coming through a line of Christmas trees, 
singing “Here Comes Santa Claus”. As he entered the crowded room the children 
were hollering and yelling “Hi Santa! Merry Christmas, Santa!” Santa raised his 
hands over his head and gave a time-out sign. Everyone quieted down.

Santa said, “Hello, boys and girls and everyone. Give me your attention, 
dear parents and children. I start every day in a very special way. I would like all 
the school-age children to follow me. Parents, keep the little toddlers 2, 3, and 4- 
year olds with you -- I don’t want them to fall and go into a panic. I want first- 
graders on-up to follow me and sing with me, and when we are through, you can 
work your way back to your parents. Oh — and parents: If you want to get good
pictures, stand up on the benches.”

Then Santa broke out with his special song and began to wave his arms to 
the children to come along:

Oh let the children come 
Oh let the children come
Let the children come follow me — to the Nativity
Oh let the children come 
Oh let the children come
Let the children come follow me —to see Jesus, Mary and Joseph —

The Holy Family
Joseph, the quiet provider —
Mary, the loving mother 
Jesus, the Savior o f the World
So let the children come
Let the children come
Let the children come follow me
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As Santa worked his way through the crowd, the little children followed him 
like he was the Pied Piper and, as they followed, they imitated Santa’s dance/walk, 
moving their upper bodies left and right to the tune of the song. When Santa and 
the children reached the creche, Santa turned and asked all to kneel and join him in 
a song. Santa knelt in front of the creche and began the song “O Come all Ye 
Faithful,” and in moments he was joined by the crowd of parents and children. It 
was awesome. When Santa finished, he waited a moment and then began singing 
“Silent Night”. Again, everyone joined in. When it was over, Santa — still on 
bended knee ~ turned to the children and pointed to a sign that hung over the creche, and he read it aloud:

Billions o f stars have shown over the earth for  
millions o f years, but one star shown upon the earth 

th a t changed the lives o f all mankind for all time
“Now, children,” Santa continued, “if you don’t understand this, ask your 

parents and they will tell you all about it. Now it’s time for my press conference, so 
children, work your way back to your parents. Take your time. I’m going up to the 
chimney top to answer your questions.” Moments later Santa appeared from the 
chimney atop his house.

“Good morning mothers and fathers, grandmothers and grandfathers, aunts 
and uncles, neighbors and friends. Welcome to my headquarters. Some of you may 
wonder why I’m up here. Well, I’m up here for my press conference for the 
children. Boys and girls: You may ask any question you want about me, the North 
Pole, my elves or reindeer, and I will answer it. But don’t ask about toys — You can 
do that when you’re in my sleigh.”

Hands go up everywhere.
QUESTION: “How do you get around the world in one night, Santa?”

“Well, children, I actually have two nights because I use the international 
date line time. It’s a different time in London that it is in New York, and New York 
is different from Denver, and Denver is different from Los Angeles. There is a lot 
of magic involved — much like in Hariy Potter stories, only I don’t use wands. I use 
Spirits. Yes, the Spirits of Christmas Past help me every year. Every Christmas a 
new Spirit of Christmas is born, so in hundreds of years I have hundreds of Spirits 
who help me. Of course, the GPS (Global Positioning Satellite) navigation really has 
made it much easier.”
QUESTION: “How do you get down the chimney, Santa -- you’re so big?”

Slowly stroking his beard, Santa answered, “Well, I don’t go down the 
chimneys much any more. You see, years ago back when George Washington was 
alive, it was easy to go down the chimney because the chimneys were so big then. 
They cooked and heated with the same fire, but today chimneys are too small — and
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some of you have no chimneys at all. So I come right in the front door. I have a 
special key made of titanium, uranium, plutonium and other rare metals. All I 
have to do is just touch the lock and it automatically unlocks. I thank the space 
scientists and the Atomic Energy Commission for this key.”
QUESTION: “Do you have any favorite elves, Santa?”

“Well,” said Santa, “I have no favorite elves. I play no favorites with my 
elves ~  just like your parents should not have favorites. But I do have favorite 
things about my elves. Every elf is talented in a different way, and I favor that 
talent.”
QUESTION: “What do your reindeer like to eat?”

Santa replied: “They like hay just like cows and horses, but they really love 
apples and carrots, and— believe it or not — they like raw potatoes. My reindeers’ 
favorite treat is a reindeer salad, and I shall tell you how to make it. On Christmas 
Eve, go to the kitchen and take a bowl out of the cupboard. Put in that bowl nine 
small pieces of carrot, nine pieces of lettuce, and nine real cranberries or raisins. 
Take three pinches of sugar with your fingers — do not use a spoon. Sprinkle it on 
the salad. Stir it with your fingers, then lick your fingers, and go off to bed. When I 
arrive, I’ll put the salad in my pocket for the reindeer, and I’ll put something in the 
bowl for you. The bigger the bowl, the bigger the present.”
QUESTION: “Santa, are your elves only 3 ft. high, and do they have pointed ears?” 

“No, dear children. They do not have pointed ears — that’s all done by 
Hollywood. My elves look just like the people you see everywhere. They are from 
all the countries of the world. Some are tall, some are small. They are all ages, boys 
and girls, young and old.”
QUESTION: “What does Mrs. Claus do?”

“Well,” said Santa, “Mrs. Claus is very important. She knows so much 
about what children like, particularly in picking clothes, jewelry, books and games. 
Mrs. Claus is also my navigator. She plans out the course to take; she tells me 
where to go — sometimes in more ways than one.”

When the laughter subsided, another hand raised:
QUESTION: “Santa, if you’re Santa, who are those Santas in all the shopping 
malls?”

“My dear little one, they are all in the system. They work for me. I can’t be 
everywhere at once, and not every child can come here. Those are Santa’s helpers. 
They love children and they have the Spirit of Christmas in their hearts.”
QUESTION: “Santa, how do your reindeer fly?”

“Well,” replied Santa, “now that’s the best question of the day. Boys and 
girls, I use star dust. How many of you have looked up in the shy at night and have 
seen a star falling? I have Eskimos who work for me, and they go out at night and
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watch for falling stars. When a star falls from the heavens, it hits the snow and, 
because the star is so hot, steam comes up from the snow. My Eskimos work with 
binoculars and when they see a star fall from the heavens, they rush to the spot. And 
when it cools down, they bring it back to me. My elves grind it up and make 
stardust. They box it up, and it is saved to be used in December. Then, three days 
before Christmas, I dust the backs of my reindeer with stardust. I do that three 
times a day for three days, and that stardust is what makes my reindeer fly. It only 
lasts long enough to do the job, and no longer.

“Well now, boys and girls, if there are no more questions, let me walk out 
here on this cat-walk area to my alphabet calendar and I‘ll turn the first letter — 
the Letter A. Let’s see what I wrote about the Letter A.”

A = Awake
Be alert Get ready for the arrival 
of the Lord. Don’t waste your time.
It’s your life.

He walked along the cat-walk and said each letter represents a special 
message.

At that point a little girl said, “Santa, What did you write for the letters E 
and J? Those are my initials.”

Santa said, “Ok, let’s look,” and he turned the E over and read aloud:
E = Example

Every day lead. Be an example of 
compassion, unselfishness, love, 
kindness, respect - Parents and 
children all!

Then Santa went to the J and turned it over and read it aloud:
J = Journey

Joseph and Mary took the journey 
as God planned. Are you ready to 
follow Him in your life journey?

Then a boy hollered out: “What did you write for the letter M?”
Santa said, “OK, boys and girls. We can’t go through the whole alphabet 

but I will do this one more letter — the letter M:
M = Mary

Mary found a place for Jesus even 
though there was “no room in the 
Inn.” Can you find room for Him 
in your day?
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Then Santa said, “Now it’s my turn to ask a question. How come no one asks 
me what I want for Christmas?”

Four or five children hollered out “What do you want for Christmas, 
Santa?”

“Boys and girls, what I want for Christmas are the same things your mother 
and dad want you to have -- the same gifts that we all want. Look over here on this 
wall. Boys and girls — I’ve written the gifts in the display of clouds. I would like the 
Gift of Peace, the Gift of Wisdom, the Gift of Patience with each other, the Gift of 
Kindness toward each other. I would like the Gift of Faith and Love and the Gift of 
Understanding. Those are the gifts that I want -- not only for me but for all.

“Boys and girls, the true gifts of Christmas you can’t wrap with paper, silver 
or gold. The true gifts of Christmas you can’t even hold.”

Santa then walked off the cat-walk back to the chimney and said “I’m going 
down the chimney and sit in my sleigh, and I will talk to each one of you. Children, 
be sure to stop at my letter-writing booth and make out your list Your parents will 
help you.”

Santa disappeared down the chimney and reappeared in his sleigh. One by 
one the children stepped up into Santa’s antique sleigh. Santa took the letters and 
read them aloud, nodding occasionally. To some children he talked about school, to 
others he talked about the children’s rooms or the fighting among brothers and 
sisters. To the older children he brought their attention to the creche. To every 
child he gave a piece of colored ribbon about 3 ft. long. He told them to hang it high 
on the tree for his eye to see, and on Christmas morning it would be on a gift under 
the tree. He also gave each child a signed holy card. Parents were encouraged to 
take all the pictures and videos they wanted.

This went on all day long, alt through the Christmas season for six or seven 
hours, and Santa would never take a break.

Meanwhile, the camera crew was filming family after family, and Wayne 
went to Ted and said, “Let’s hold it up for now. Get all the crew and let’s get in a 
corner and talk about what we are doing.”

Ted rounded up the couple other crew members and Mary Ann. Ted said, 
“Let’s cut. I think we have plenty of footage.”

When they were together, Wayne said, “Ted and Mary Ann — we have to 
have a private meeting with Santa. He is on a roll in there with the children and he 
won’t be interrupted. Go find John — he’s around here some place.”

Mary Ann said, “Last time I saw him he was directing traffic in the parking
lot.”

Ted said, “I’ll go get him; I’ll be right back.” Five minutes later Ted was 
back with John.

Wayne said, “John, we have tons of footage and we might film some more. 
But what we really need is a private interview with Santa. Can you arrange that? 
You seem to be the only one he will listen to.”

“Well, yes, I can arrange a meeting but it will have to be on Sunday morning 
before he starts. Santa begins at noon so be here at 9. Is that enough time?”
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“Oh, that’s plenty of time. That’s great! We will be here 9 AM sharp.”
John said, “You are going to get an interview like no other; in fact, you have 

no idea of what you’re in for. There’s an old saying, ‘Be careful what you pray for.’
Well, I’m gomg to tell you ‘Be careful what you ask for.’ It may be more than you bargained for.”

Then Old John gave a little salute, turned and walked away.
Mary Ann said, “What was that all about?”
Wayne replied, “I don’t know, I don’t know.”

SANTA’S PRESS CONFERENCE FROM THE CHIMNEY TOP
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Chapter Seven
Sunday morning at 9 AM sharp, Wayne, Ted and Mary Ann were at Santa’s 

Headquarters. Ted wandered around to watch Santa’s trains as they went in all 
directions. Mary Ann busied herself with her tape recorder, making sure it was 
working properly. Wayne just sat quietly glancing at his notes when Santa came 
out of his sleigh room.

“Hello, my friends. Good morning! How are you all this fine day — a day 
that you shall remember for the rest of your life.”

Wayne frowned at that statement but said “Good morning, Santa. We are 
fine, thank you. You were really busy yesterday. Will it be that way right up to 
Christmas?”

“It will be busier -- much busier,” replied Santa.
Mary Ann and Ted came over to Santa and thanked him for giving them 

some time to do an interview. “Santa,” said Mary Ann, “I have a tape recorder. 
Do you mind if I record our conversation?”

“No,” said Santa -- “not a bit. Please do.”
Then Ted said, “Santa, can I set up my camera and get everything on film?”
Santa replied, “Well, I don’t see why not; in fact, it would be a good idea to 

have it on film because otherwise no one would believe you. Bring your stuff into 
my sleigh room. We’ll talk in there.”

As Ted set up his equipment, Wayne began by adjusting his glasses three or 
four times as he looked at his notes. “Santa, we only have three questions to ask, 
and I’ll ask all three and you can answer them as you please. The first is: Some 
people don’t believe there is a Santa. What do you say to that? Second: If Santa is 
real, what are his qualifications? Third: what is Santa’s goal?”

Santa sat, not saying a word for a minute or two, then said: “To answer 
your first question: I think I am real; I feel real; I laugh and cry; I sing and dance 
like real people; I even eat real food.” Then he laughed and stroked his beard 
several times and continued: “On a more serious note, let me put it this way: The 
Spirit of Christmas has to come from within you. The little children who save their 
allowance for weeks and weeks to buy a gift for someone: they are Santa Claus. 
The husbands and fathers who slip a gift under the tree in the dead of night: they 
are Santa Claus. The grandparents who rummage through the toy stores looking 
for just the right toys for their grandchildren: they are Santa Claus. And the moms 
who secretly save and plan every detail as to who gets what: they are Santa Claus. 
Yes, the Spirit of Santa dwells in the heart In some, the spirit is just a little, and in 
some, the spirit is abundant.”
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Santa continued: “Now let me explain it another way. Come over to my 
sleigh.” He lifted the seat cushion — there under the seat were two small red boxes, 
each marked with gold lettering -- one labeled THE PAST, the other labeled THE 
FUTURE. Santa spoke in a very serious tone: “In these boxes lay the answers to 
your questions. I will not open the boxes -  you must choose to do so. Inside you 
will find stones called Dream Stones. They are true pieces of stars from other 
galaxies far beyond your Milky Way. In the box labeled THE PAST the Dream 
Stones are opaque, and in the box marked THE FUTURE Dream Stones are crystal 
clear. Take one of each, hold them tightly in your fists. Fold your arms and put 
your fists under your arms close to your body. Sit in my sleigh, close your eyes and 
start counting slowly to 100. Breath — relax; breath — relax. The Stones will cause 
you to go to sleep and be invisible for two hours and two minutes.”

Mary Ann said, “No way! How can that be? Are you serious! And what if 
we don’t do it? What if just Ted and Wayne do it? I’m nervous about this whole idea.”

Santa’s reply was slow and deliberate. “Yes, Mary Ann, I am serious. You 
will not be hurt -- you will be safe. No harm will come to you. You have no choice — 
you all have to do it together.”

Ted said, “You know, Santa, we are getting this all on film.”
“I know,” Santa replied. “Now listen to me — pay close attention. You will 

meet people from the past who lived the true Spirit of Christmas. They lived a life 
of kindness. They helped the poor, they fed the hungry, they gave shelter to the 
homeless and helped cloth them. You will meet people who fought for justice. You 
will see people from every corner of the world -- from different countries and 
cultures. You will see kings, soldiers, merchants, farmers, priests, nuns, teachers, 
mothers and fathers. You will see people young and old from all walks of life. You 
will be invisible to them but they will be able to hear you.

“Each of you may ask only one question, so pick your question wisely. 
When your time is up for the Past, you will go into the Future. Remember you will 
still be invisible until you return to this world. When you get to the Future it will 
really be the Present and there will be no need for questions — your questions will 
have been answered. Now then, are there any last questions?”

Mary Ann said, “What about you? Where will you be?”
“I will be here, kneeling at the Nativity creche, praying for you, asking the 

angels from the far distant heavens to protect you and to bring you back to this 
world. When you come back, I will be doing what I have to do, for I have a mission. 
If you elect not to open the boxes, you will not get the true answers about the Spirit 
of Christmas and the Spirit of Saint Nicholas. Good luck now, and when this is 
over, take your cameras and equipment from this room because I will need this 
space for my children. Oh — and one more thing: I have extra Santa hats that each 
of you must wear. Hang the tassel over your right shoulder. So long, Good luck!”

Santa left the room to pray at the creche. Wayne, Ted and Mary Ann stood 
looking at the boxes for the longest time. Finally Wayne said, “You know - - 1 think 
he’s playing with us, so let’s go along with it. What do you say, Mary Ann? Should 
we go along with his little joke?”
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Mary Ann said, “I don’t know -- it sounds crazy to me.” Ted convinced her 
to play along by saying, “Let’s all sit together and do it at the same time; after all, 
it’s all going to be on tape.”

They opened the boxes. Each one took one Dream Stone from the boxes. 
They closed the boxes and then did as Santa told them. They held the Stones 
tightly as they made themselves comfortable in Santa’s sleigh. With folded arms 
they closed their eyes and began counting slowly to 100. They relaxed and breathed 
deeply. In a matter of several minutes, all three went into a very deep sleep and, as 
Santa said, they disappeared. All that was left in the sleigh were six Dream Stones 
sitting on top of three Santa hats. Wayne and his crew became Spirits and were 
invisible to all earthlings and heavenly spirits. They then began twirling and 
swirling as if in a funnel or a tornado. They went off into space, and suddenly they 
came crashing down onto a planet they had never seen. There were gardens and 
fountains everywhere, blooming flowers of every kind — in all glorious colors. And 
there were hundreds of rainbows shooting up into the air in every direction.

The three stood dumfounded, and in moments they heard voices. Looking 
around they saw couples and groups of people walking along the garden paths. 
Some people were sitting on benches near the fountains. Everyone seemed to be 
carrying a small, glowing silver star. The star looked to be about the size of a 
quarter. Occasionally the people would look at the glowing star and caress it, and 
sometimes they would bring it close to their lips and whisper something to it. 
Everyone seemed to be at complete peace and elated to be where they were.

The three new invisible guests began to discuss what questions to ask. They 
all started whispering at once: “Let’s ask Where are we. Let’s ask How did they get 
here. Or how about -- Who they are. Or why not ask Where does this garden lead to. 
Yeah — and How long have they been here. Or maybe — Why are they so happy.”

Wayne said, “Wait! Stop! Stop! We can’t ask all those questions. We can 
ask only three. Remember?”

Mary Ann said, “Who do we ask? They can’t even see us. How is this going 
to work?”

Ted laughed and said: “They can’t see us but they can hear us. So let’s pick 
three good questions and see what happens. I think our first question should be 
Where are we? But we can’t ask it that way — We have to ask “Where are THEY? 
Right? Then the next question I think we should ask is What are those elowine 
things that look like stars?” Good questions — do we all agree on that? Wayne, 
Mary Ann — do you agree?”

Wayne said, “OK — but we need to know more about the Spirit of Christmas 
and the Spirit of Saint Nicholas. After all, that’s why we are here. But I don’t know 
how to make that one question. How are we going to do that?”

Mary Ann said, “We can ask What is the meaning of Christmas, and they will 
have to tell us what we need to know — at least I hope they do. OK? Everyone 
agrees? (Silent approval) Let’s do it!’

They walked along a garden path checking out people as they strolled along. 
“Look!” exclaimed Wayne — “Isn’t that Gandhi from India? It is!! And wow! — 
Look who’s walking with him! It’s Clara Barton. Didn’t she found the Red Cross?
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I think she did. Look over there. Is that William Booth ~ the man who founded the 
Salvation Army? And look who is sitting on the bench: It’s Mother Theresa! This 
is something! This place is loaded with people from history. Look, there’s Florence 
Nightingale who became a leading figure in the nursing of soldiers during wartime 
in the nineteen century.” Wayne could no longer control himself and without 
thinking he shouted out: “Where is this place?” (He had just asked his one and 
only question!)

People lifted their heads, and some even turned to see where the ‘noise’ came 
from. But no one answered.

Ted and Mary Ann were shocked. They looked at Wayne and realized they 
just used up one question. While they stood looking at each other they realized that 
no one gave them an answer. Wayne was going to holler out “Doesn’t anybody hear 
me?” but he caught himself realizing that would have been a second question. 
While they stood there in confusion, a young man appeared next to the bench where 
Mother Theresa was sitting, and he spoke to her:

“Hello! Hello! Pardon me, ma’am. Excuse me. Where am I? Where is this 
place? Please help me, lady -- I’m confused. The last thing I remember is that I was 
in a car accident on my way to a football game. My brother was with me. Where is 
he? Where am I? I want to call my parents. Help me, please.”

Mother Theresa replied, “Peace be with you, young man. You are safe. You 
are in the Garden of Heaven. You are now with Christ in Heaven. You are now at 
home here in this beautiful Garden. You will never feel sad or be in pain again. 
You will never be lonely — that emotion is gone forever. You will soon meet some 
of your friends, but of course not all of them for some did not make it. You will also 
meet your past relatives going back through a century of time. There are unending 
surprises coming to you. I know you want to know about your brother and your 
parents. They too will be with you some day, but right now they are going through 
a period of grief. They are OK and, as I have said, they will be here with you some 
day. Now listen closely to what I am about to say. Follow this path to the angel 
with the glowing stars. She will tell you what to do to contact your loved ones. Go
now. And peace be with you.”

“Thank you, thank you,” said the man. “But who are you?”
“I am Mother Theresa. Now go, dear one, to the angel.”
Off he went — down the path — almost out of sight.
Wayne said, “Ted, Mary Ann: Quick, let’s follow him. Don’t let him out of 

our sight.”As they went along Ted said, “Wayne, you got your answer. Now we know 
where we are.”Mary Ann said, “I don’t know about you guys but this is scary; it’s surreal; 
we must be dreaming.”They followed the young man to a flat area of green grass surrounded by 
roses of every color. A golden podium stood at one end of this area and a beautiful 
angel stood at the podium. Fifty or more people were sitting on the grass listening to
her. “Welcome, dear newcomers, to this heavenly place. You have earned the
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right to be here because of the way you lived on the distant planet Earth. You may 
not realize this but you are a very long way from Earth; in fact, ten times forty 
million light years away ~ well over one hundred galaxies. For each person who 
lived on earth and then left it when their life ended, there must be some place for 
their spirit to go. If you lived a life helping others, feeding the hungry, clothing the 
naked, sheltering the homeless, helping the sick and supporting the traditional 
family life, your spirit -- your soul -- ends up here. So you have all earned the right 
to be here and you also earned the right to stay in touch with your loved ones back 
on your earthly world. I am going to give each of you a glow stone — it’s really not a 
stone but an actual star from the heavens. It’s a special star because with this star 
you can contact your loved ones or anyone on earth. Let me explain how to use i t ”

The angel then walked over to one of the hundreds of rainbows that seem to 
rise up from the ground and shoot up thousands of feet into space, forming a 
graceful arc.

“Take your glow stone, put it in the open palm of your hand and hold it in 
the rays of the rainbow for a minute or two. Then take the star from the rainbow 
and you can contact whomever you wish. You will actually be able to see the person 
you wish to contact. You can transmit your message to them; however, they will not 
hear your message as a voice although they may think so. They will hear it as a 
thought in their mind. You will be sending messages to the mind while awake or 
when they are asleep as in a dream. On earth they talk of text messaging; well, this 
is called star messaging.”

At that point, one of the newcomers asked “How can that be? It seems 
impossible! They are so far away.”

The angel replied, “Oh you of little faith! If the people on earth can use 
wireless phones, I-Pods, internets and GPS — and they are mere humans — what do 
you suppose we can do here? We are millions of light years more advanced and we 
are infinite in our capabilities. Have you not seen rainbows on earth? I’m sure you 
have but no one has ever claimed to have seen a rainbow’s end. We have been 
communicating for thousands and thousands of years. Let me make this point very 
clear: It will be impossible for you to send negative or evil thought messages
because you are all God’s spirits now and have no negative molecules in your spirit. 
That is why you are here and not in space like so many others — drifting aimlessly 
alone with no hope of giving or receiving love or salvation. You will not be able to 
take physical pain away from people you contact because they are still humans 
living on earth. You are all spirits and can only work with the spirit and the soul of 
humans. If there are no questions, bless you all. Be on your way, meet your friends 
and relatives up here, and feel free to star message to your earthlings.”

When the three guests heard all of this, they were dumbfounded! They were 
astounded -- almost to the point of being hypnotized! Wayne whispered to Ted and 
Mary Ann: “Can you believe what we just heard? We now have two questions answered.”

Ted said, “I’m just awestruck; this is a miraculous place!”
Maiy Ann said, “Look at the time — we have only about 30 minutes to get the 

answer to our third question (What is the meaning o f Christmas?). Let’s hurry.
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Who should we ask?”
Ted replied, “I don’t know. Let’s go down this path to that group of people 

over there.”
A little way down the path a group of children were gathered around two 

very old men in long white robes. The men seemed to be giving a lecture or maybe 
telling a story. Wayne said “One man looks a lot like he could be Saint Joseph.” As 
they got closer they realized it really was Saint Joseph. They didn’t know who the 
second man was but they went up and sat on an empty bench to listen to Saint Joseph.

Saint Joseph was talking: “And so, my dear children, when I realized I had 
to go to Bethlehem for the census, I bought a donkey. I packed up supplies and 
secured them on the donkey. Then I lifted my wife Mary onto the donkey and we 
headed for Bethlehem. I led the animal along the dusty road and joined the 
procession of men, woman and children, all going to Bethlehem. Many of the 
travelers had beasts of burden, chickens and sheep traveling with them. They 
would be used for food and barter for shelter. I plodded along for days and nights. 
You could hear the baying of the sheep, the clanging of pots and pans, and the 
cackle of chickens as we paraded down the dusty road. Mary had to ride on the 
donkey because she could not walk very far for she was with child. We arrived in 
Bethlehem and it was a madhouse. People were everywhere — rushing to the inns to 
get rooms. I went to my distant relatives in town. They were glad to see me. I was 
treated warmly but was told there was no room. 1 left and led the donkey down the 
street, knocking on door after door and was told there was ‘no room’. I reached the 
edge of town at the last inn; I thought I might be lucky. When the inn keeper 
opened the door, she said, ‘Sorry, I have no room.’ But seeing Mary on the donkey, 
tired and with child, she said, ‘Go to the stable down in back. You can find room 
there’.

“I led the donkey down the path to the stable, and I made a bed for Mary in 
the hay — there among the beasts. There was a light from a star in the Heavens that 
beamed down through the rafters. During the night, Mary gave birth to a boy child, 
the Savior of the World. We wrapped Him in swaddling clothes and laid Him in a 
manager ~  with straw for a mattress. A star in the Heavens beamed brightly over 
the stable. No star in the Heavens ever shown as brightly as that star -- its rays 
shining on the Child who would change the lives of all mankind. Suddenly we heard 
voices of angels as they filled the air singing ‘ Glory to God in the highest, and on 
earth peace, good will toward men’. The song echoed out over the plains of 
Bethlehem to the shepherds in the fields. So, little children, that’s how it all began. 
Now I want you to hear what Saint Nicholas has to say about his role in Christmas.”

Saint Nicholas started off with “Well, little ones, to help you understand the 
feast of Christmas as it is celebrated on Earth, and the giving of gifts and all, you 
first have to understand what God Himself gave. God gave us His Son as a gift. 
That’s right! He really did! His Son came down from Heaven and through Mary as 
a human being — born not in a castle or on a throne, but in a humble stable. He 

came as another human being so that He might be recognized by man as a human. 
He could experience hunger, thirst, pain and suffering. Thus no one can say, ‘God
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does not know what it is to suffer.’ He gave us gifts and all are free:
He gave us the Gift of His Life.
He brought the Gift of Joy.
He brought the Gift of Light.
He brought the Gift of Hope.
He brought the Gift of Love.
He brought the Gift of Peace.
He gave the people of Earth thousands

and thousands of gifts — far too many to list.
So on the birthday of God who took the form of man, the people on Earth give gifts 
to one another, and they share the gifts that God has given them. Where do I fit in 
this story? Well, I too give gifts. Now it’s true that my gifts are things like bikes, 
dolls, toy trucks, and games ~ because I know children love toys. But the children 
on Earth must learn to know that these material gifts of toys are not the ‘Be all and 
end all’ of Christmas. Santa’s job is to bring the toys but also to spread the message 
of the true gifts of Christmas.

“Now then: Your job, dear children, is very important,” continued Saint 
Nicholas. “You can help do that. It will be fun and the results will be rewarding to 
you and to the people on Earth. Take your glowing stars and contact the children 
and also the grown-ups of the world. Send star messages to them to help the poor, to 
feed the hungry, to shelter the homeless. Star message them to learn more about 
different people; help them to learn about different religions and customs. Help 
them to learn about other lands so that they may know the width of God’s Kingdom. 
Star message to the people on Earth to live in love and peace -- not in hate and war. 
You will be a great positive influence on them. You will help put family, love and 
peace into Christmas.” The children all yelled and clapped their hands with joy. 
They even jumped up and danced arm in arm, and then began to star message 
thoughts to the earth children.

At that point, Wayne looked at his watch and said, “Oh my! Hey, group ~  
our time has run out. We are about to be cast into the future. Get ready — it’s 
about to happen!” Suddenly from out of the sky came a funnel-type cloud. It 
swirled just above them, pulling them up and into the swirl. Then the cloud drifted 
far off into space, and finally curved around and headed for the planet Earth. 
Moving faster than the speed of light, they saw the planet Earth in the distance as it 
spun around the sun. Soon they were close enough to recognize the continents and 
oceans.

“I can see Europe -- and there’s Africa and India!” hollered Ted. “Yes — and 
there’s North and South America!”

Then in a matter of minutes they were low enough to see people. And what 
to their wondering eyes should appear but a little old man in a red suit and with a 
white beard singing:
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Oh let the children come 
Oh let the children come
Let the children come follow  me — to the Nativity
Oh let the children come
Oh let the children come
Let the children come follow  me — to see Jesus,

Mary and Joseph — the Holy fam ily
Joseph the quiet provider, Mary the loving mother 
Jesus the Savior o f the world 
So let the children come, let the children come 
Let the children come follow  me

Following Santa was a parade of children that seemed to have no end -- children all 
ages from all over the world, singing with Santa.

As Wayne, Ted and Mary Ann spiraled down to earth and still invisible to all 
humans, Wayne commented: “We now have the answers to our questions. Yes — 
anyone can be ‘Santa Claus’ and you don’t have to wear a red suit. To qualify you 
must have faith and believe in God.”

Mary Ann chimed in: “Yes, a Santa goal is what everyone’s goal should be - 
and that’s to spread the true spirit of Christmas to others.”

Ted remarked: “What a movie this will make. We got more than we ever 
bargained for. I’ll say one thing: We can’t put an end to it because Christmas will 
go on forever. We may have a scope on this Santa but it doesn’t end with him.”

Wayne whispered, “Hang on! We are about to land in the sleigh. Hang on! 
They landed without a sound. All three woke up as if from a deep sleep. 

They looked at each other and shook their heads in disbelief as to what happened to 
them.

Wayne was the first to speak, as he stepped out of the sleigh. “I thought we 
were going to the future. Gosh, we are right back where we started.”

Mary Ann followed Ted out of the sleigh and said, “And I’m glad to be back. 
I do think I know what Santa meant by the future. I think he meant ‘How we live in 
the present determines our future’.”

Ted said, “Hey, guys! Our cameras are blank. There’s nothing on our film. 
This is too weird. I’m getting outta here.”

He took off his Santa hat, laid it on the sleigh cushion, and placed his dream 
stone on the hat. The others did the same. As they left Santa’s sleigh room they saw 
Santa at the creche on bended knee, singing with the children “O Come A ll Ye 
Faithful” All three joined in the singing, and Mary Ann glanced back at the sleigh 
just as the Dream Stones melted away before her eyes.

The End
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W H A T 'S  H A P P E N IN G ?  W H E R E  A R E  W E  G O IN G ?



O  com e a ll y e  fa ith fu l,
J o y f u l a n d  triu m p h a n t,

O  com e y e , O  com e y e  to  B e th le h e m ; 
C o m e  a n d  b e h o ld  H im ,

B o rn  th e  K in g  o f  a n g e ls ;
O  com e le t us a d o re  H im ,
O  com e le t us a d o re  H im ,
O  com e le t us a d o re  H im , 

C h r is t  the  L o rd ,

C O M E , L I T T L E  C H IL D R E N ,  
F O L L O W  M E  T O  T H E  N A T I V I T Y





\
\
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tpe £ e*lt/v  „

R e jo ic e !! T h e  L o r d  m ade y o u  
sp e cia l. N o  on e  can take y o u r  

p la ce . M a y  y o u r  C h ris tm a s  
dream s com e tru e .
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The following pages contain a small sampling of the hundreds of letters 
that I ve received. It would be overwhelming to put all of them in this book.

Thank you, my dear friends, for your kind words and prayers.
Santa Claus

DEAR SANTA:
DECEMBER 1997

THE KOZLOWSKI FAMILY WOULD LIKE TO THANK YOU FOR MANY YEARS OF
AND PLEASURE. we first VISITED YOU WHEN WE LIVED IN VIRGIN!

7 YEARS AGO. THE BOYS (MARK - 8 years old; SCOTT - 10 years old;
and BRIAN - 14 years old) STILL LOOK FORWARD TO VISITING YOU EACH
y e a r, even THOUGH THEY LIVE IN PENNSYLVANIA NOW. THERE IS ALWAYS
MUCH DISCUSSION ABOUT WHAT TO PUT ON "SANTA'S LIST," GIVING US
THE OPPORTUNITY TO DISCUSS WHY GUNS AND NASTY COMPUTER GAMES 
CANNOT BE PUT ON THE LIST.

or afamOy we went to visit an wonderfidSanta ChtusT 
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You have been the source of joy for numerous Christmases for me and my 
amily dating back to the early 1980s when my mother would take my 

brother and me to see you at the Burke Garden Center. Now I have the 
pleasure of reliving this joy when Ibring my two young children to see you. 
We would like to share a little gift with you this Season. God Bless you, 
Santa, for keeping the Spirit alive for generations—literally.



Springfield, VA ZZlb3 
December 22, 1996

|

i Dear Santa,
i

Today, for the sixteenth time, my family comes to visit you. 
j I hope that it is not our last. I wish to thank you for the seeds 
i of faith you have planted in our family and in countless many other 
| f am i 1 i e s .
| Last year you told me to put my shoes under the Christmas
tree, and in them would be "something shiny". I did as you said 

land on Christmas morning there was a beautiful necklace with a 
imedal depicting the Virgin Mary, a medal known as the "Miraculous 
|Medal". I was thrilled to receive it as I had not worn one since 
j I was a child. I took the medal and had it blessed by a priest who
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Thank you so much for your recent donation of toys/money to make our 
Catholic Charities Hogar Hispano Christmas Toy Drive a success. You
have made it possible for many families to celebrate a happy holiday season. J
Initially we were unsure of the response we would receive from our call 
for toys. Through the generosity of our givers, we were able to expand 
our assistance from an early conservative number of 50 to a final count of 125 families and 335 children.
The Christmas season is a time to celebrate. Happily, Christmas and the 
holiday season in 2006 were merrier for more than 335 children who benefited from your kindness.
Best Wishes for the New

Pequitte Schwerin 
Ignatian Lay Volunteer 
Hogar Hispano

Dear Santa,
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Thank you for giving me tons 
and tons of presents. I hope you 
enjoy this winter. I have been a 
great boy this year and my sister 
has been a great girl. Thank you

! for helping us celebrate Jesus'!' birthday. Please help make 2004 
i a great year! I hope this will be 
the best year.

Love,
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<$s_ ĵ tt. k-adt. ^  -£(XcJL tum. ^  ^p-e-ri^cdl

^  ^  aAJjU^is us >uk

v '



w O i a R t

Y v x v e ,

s j q v x  T D r ___ s e v e r a l  v j € C w 5
'  O s C K t  r t o r v j u t V M x t e X t

b t  a b l e " k >  e < vV jc e ,  !c * \ 0 —

t a n q l i n e s  u a h k K  Q juocM '

' P c h o S  '
w

g o o  ;  m u  c b A d r e r *  V x u * ,  
f t M *  t l w r  lo e i i r f S -

4 W i i A k - . - t a  K « * o d rk# ss  

.. U ) e  _ o A l l o o k

A

" f l v S s  j j i e o c r  x l v v >  a s b i n g '  a .  
a . - f a r — p w t



\ i^lldUu ^CunJuiU C k/LC t^j ̂
| ®LLXs £fiyhxs»~^j
j jjb /QJUL aA$-ca~' frtsyUtJU W 7^-
I JtyfL JL*aJ4L CL, JbDuU-^K&A; B e fiL , <u>4i *0 1 3

CLa J L cc )0& *-' $)UaJ uli£  / jM jt' ju s jtti ^
JUkJ ̂ L/yLc*^0JL*-̂  ̂•

CA,tuxfc /L * t^ , /$&siCZ*Ls & <LU^s 
JU pU L / M tM ,; t f j f ' /

J lOs&L. CAsXsC&fc /XsHjA' Os&C,
^  ffijK L X s T f^ fh ^  (*~Ct-/h /

| ' ^ A^ -U ^ A ^  sC^CJXJLsLS
j J^LA/<-

fftvCU^LXLS ^AlsiuAL
J% jL> /yn^-^rnA*iujuQ_j ^Csk> 
(L cryyix___ 1
£&£&' •**- - '.V. ;ViUC' : > ■ V--̂.

^ 3  y&&& stfyL , ■ a***'

ZJ U <ris

z A ' —

&£<£»a<7*<±S . ^LssiL ,
7 ■



. ' -  ^  u  
^  ^ s- fc ^  ^  ^  ^  ^

U u ( X  / £  ^— r J^- ^ 1  L < ^

^  ^ j ,
, C 4  - A * ^  “ ^ y  :

H  ^  4j. .j < o ^ £ f2 ::
t r * - ^



'S a n ~ & \
)

G r o d  & U S S O b ' - f o r"

b r > n c j / n < ^  " S ^ c K  ~^'<~>

■ k - h- P  c b i M « ' e r ^  Q r ' c (  <b>5

^  Xj 'Z Y 'u rfc h m c j ^

o H i ld r t y ^  ^ o O  
ô
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,  __Cl. maqyc v\uTeV
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Dear Santa Claus

you i n s t t d ^ ' H t ^ r  See‘ng y,°U *his yS3r’ 50 my mom told me t0 w ife  y u instead. I am 10 this year and in the 4th grade. I would like a GameRnv
Advance, an Instant Bake Oven and a Polly Pocket Mall, and one mo”  ,h,nK
or me I want a surprise. I made a small ribbon, it is on the tree, since I canft

g one from you this year. Can you put it on my surprise gift? ’
I hope you had a n.ce year and again, I will miss seemg you this year!

Love,
Katie Fountain
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