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“Dear Saint, happy birthday!”

“My name is Ricky and | live on 4 Wh/te Rabbtt
Could | please have a box of paints with lots of caf
a real paintbrush and some candy?

I made the drawing for you wrth my markers
Thank you! Ricky.”
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o The next day Ricky and his Mommy go to the toy store.

Ricky is carrying his letter. He wants to give it to the Saint himself.
A lot of bunnies are waiting impatiently.

“St. Nicholas will be here any minute,” the man promises. “In the meantime we can already start singing

a song for him. Here we go: Saint Nicholas, you rascal, put something in my little shoe, put something in
my little boot! Thank you, Saint Nicholas.”
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After seven songs the Saint is still not here. Disappointed, Ricky looks at his letter.
Suddenly he hears thumping from the back of the store.
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It is Helper Pete, who runs in panting.
“Saint ... Nicho ... las ... will be ... er ... here in a minute. His horse ...
suddenly ... got sick.”
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A couple of minutes later, St. Nicholas arrives.

“Children, children ...” he sighs as he flops onto his throne.
The Saint is tired because he had to
walk a long way. One by one the rabbits
go up to him.

Helper Pete checks his Big Book each
and every time.
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Finally, it’s Ricky’s turn.

“Good afternoon,” St. Nicholas says kindly. “What’s your name?”
“My name is Ricky, St. Nicholas.”

“A very good rabbit,” Helper Pete whispers.
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Rlcky gives his letter to the Saint.

“Here you are, St. Nicholas,” he says. “Mommy has written everything down and |
made a drawing for you.” 1

“Thank you, Ricky,” St. Nicholas says, “that’s very nice. Is there something else you
want to tell me?” V

“Yes,” Ricky says softly. “About your horse ... When my Grandpa was ill, | gave him
two sweet carrots and three kisses. And only a little while later he was better.”
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“Did you hear that, Pete? Sweet carrots and
three kisses ... Could those cure my horse
as well?”
“At least we can try,” Helper Pete thinks.
“Because we can't get the presents
delivered to all the rabbit children
tonight without your horse.”
“Dear Ricky, would you like to help
us?” St. Nicholas asks.
Oh yes, Ricky would really like
that.







