
-69-



cl>e

sixcl) yARp

SAPCAS q)fC

-70-



uias cuio uieeKs BeFORe
Christmas and the North Pole
home of Santa Claus was full of
activity. Great white clouds of
steam rose from the tall

smokestacks of the toy factory into the snow-filled air.
Inside, elves worked night and day to complete the toys
that Santa would soon give to the children of the world.

A knock came at the kitchen door of Santa's home.
When Mrs. Claus opened the door, she found a delega
tion of elves standing in the yellowlight that flooded out
from the open door. "Hello," said Mrs. Claus. "What can
I do for you?"

"Hello, Mrs. Claus," said an elf named Gransen.

Knowing that Gransen was the foreman at the toy fac
tory, Mrs. Claus's heart skipped a beat. For a split sec-
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ond she thought to herself, "Oh no, not a breakdown at
this time of year. It's only two weeks till Christmas!"

But she was soon relieved, for he continued, "We've
come to ask your help. We would like to give Santa Claus
a gift this year, but we don't know what to give him.
He seems to have everything.

"He's always so jolly when he comes to visit the
toy factory. He goes
from bench to bench

with a 'HO HO' here

and a 'HO HO' there,
encouraging our work
and our creativity.
Each Christmas Eve,
just before he climbs
into his sleigh, he calls
us together and gives
each one of us a big
bonus and a six week's

vacation. This year we
want to give him a gift.
Mrs. Claus, help us

please. What gift can
we give to Santa Claus?"

"Right now I can't think
of a thing," said Mrs.

Claus. "You will have to let
me think about your request.

That's my problem too-not
only every Christmas but on
his birthday as well. He doesn't

want any new clothing. You know, he's worn that same
red suit every day for hundreds of years now! He's a sim
pleman withsimple needs. I don't know what you cangive
him. But let me think about it." So the elves returned to
the toy factory and Mrs. Claus to preparing dinner.
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That evening after their dinner, as Santa was study
ing a collection of huge maps of the world, Mrs. Claus
said, "Santa, you must find that midnight ride difficult.
You're not as young as you used to be. As the popula
tion of the world grows, you have to keep adding new
addresses to your list. And there are new streets to find
and all those new homes to visit. You must be tired at
just the thought of that long trip."

'Yes, dear," sighed Santa. "It isn't easy."

"What if this year,"said Mrs. Claus, "as a gift from all
of us here at the North Pole, maybe the elves and I could
take your place and give the gifts to the children?"

BSOLllCeLy impossible,''
said Santa. "We must not

forget tradition, dear.
The children don't expect
to see Mrs. Claus coming
down the chimney! And

think of all the disappointment if a team of little elves
were to take my place. The children do love them, but
on Christmas Eve they want Santa Claus to visit them.
No, no, no, thank you for the thought, dear, but the
children want to see me. It's my vocation, and, difficult
or not, I must carry out the Christmas tradition."

The next morning Mrs. Claus visited the toy factory
and told the elves what Santa had said about her only
idea. The elves all shook their heads sadly. But Gransen
said, "Perhaps we need to give him a magical gift."

"A magical gift for Santa?" asked Mrs. Claus. "What do
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you mean?"

"Let us think about it," the elves said. They waved good
bye as they returned to their work benches, talking
amongst themselves.

Two weeks later, after dark on Christmas Eve, San
ta's great sleigh was parked in front of the house with
the reindeer all harnessed. The tiny silver bells on the
harnesses jingled in the crisp night air as all the elves
from the North Pole Toy Factory arrived at Santa's home.

l)e elves knocked, and Santa called
out, "HO HO, come in." As they
opened the door, they saw him
standing by the fire filling his
great bag with toys and gifts.

"Merry Christmas, my friends! Well, I'm all ready to
go. HO HO HO! Lookout there at the falling snow. It's
going to be a great night for the trip. HO HO HO!"

The crowd of elves only smiled and nodded. Then
Gransen stepped forward and said,"Santa Claus, we have
a gift for you."

"HO HO HO, for me?You have a gift for Santa Claus?
HO HO HO . . . ." And Santa roared with laughter. But
inside, Santa was a bit frightened, for he didn't know
what that meant. "Little friends," he said, "I give gifts-
that's who I am. I don't receive gifts! Besides, I don't need
anything."

Gransen just smiled and winked. As he did, the elves
pulled a toy sled into Santa's house on which sat a
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beautifully wrapped present! The elves all applauded
loudly and cried out for Santa to open his Christmas
present.

Now, Santa didn't know what to do. For all these hun
dreds of years, if you can believe it, he had never un
wrapped a gift! Santa only gave gifts, so he was quite
embarrassed and awkward as he began to unwrap his
first Christmas gift.

fCl) the elves crowded
around him, Santa un
tied the ribbon, tore
off the wrapping and
opened the box. When

he looked inside, his face became full of puzzlement, for
the box was completely empty! "HO, ho, ho. . ." Santa's
jolly laughter melted away like snow on a hot kitchen
stove. "I don't understand," said Santa. "There's nothing
in here!"

"Because we love you, Santa," said Gransen, "we've
given you the one gift you truly need-nothing! It's a
magical gift. Your gift box is full of the precious gift of
emptiness."

Santa Claus looked at his gift of emptiness, and fear
howled like a timber wolf in his heart. For Santa, to be
empty was to be needy. Ever since he was a child, San
ta had feared being needy, for who loves a needy per
son? People seem to love only those who are full of
talents and can do many things!

Santa looked again at his gift of emptiness and shook
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his great white head in confusion. Gransen said, "The
gift of emptiness is to be needy in a way that isn't bad,
Santa. Emptiness is an enchanted, hollow space that we
all need in our hearts. Even you, Santa, the world's most
generousgiverof gifts, need to have an enchanted place
in your heart that only another or others can fill." As he
finished speaking, all the elves nodded in silent agree
ment. Mrs. Claus wiped a single tear from her eye with
a corner of her apron.

There was a long silence in which Santa slowly began
to understand his Christmas gift. How can anyone, even
Santa Claus, celebrate Christmas unless there is in his
or her heart an emptiness, a hollow place that needs
filling? Then he understood: to be empty isn't a fault
that one tries to hide for fear of looking weak. In his
emptiness Santa felt the joy and eagerness of anticipa
tion. Emptiness, he thought, is the one condition that
is absolutely necessary to truly taste the feast of
Christmas!

Mrs. Claus embraced him and the
elves jumped up and down,
shouting with joy, tears
flowed down Santa's face, for
his heart was as full to

bursting as his great toy bag."Come on," cried Santa, wip
ing the tears from his cheeks with a sweep of his sleeve.
"Hurry, dear, get your fur coat. And all of you, my good
little friends, you too! Let's all ride together in the sleigh
tonight. This Christmas Eve let's all deliver the gifts and
share our joy on this most holy and magical of nights!"
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