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Santa Claus: The True Story

Then she drove me over to Bobbie Decker’s house, explaining as we went
that I was now and forever officially one of Santa’s helpers.

2B EF RS - RARNGE, £8 L WwdiFE AAEL,
RILARA ZWREAMNEXBF T, KREREZ,

O Th Qg THO

remember my first Christmas party with Grandma. | was just a kid. |
remember tearing across town on my bike to visit her on the day my
big sister dropped the bomb:

“There is no Santa Claus,” she jeered. "Even dummies know that!"

| fled to her that day because | knew she would be straight with me. |
knew Grandma always told the truth, and | knew that the truth always went
down a whole lot easier when swallowed with one of her world—famous
cinnamon buns.

Grandma was home, and the buns were still warm. Between bites, | told
her everything. "No Santa Claus!" she snorted. "Ridiculous! Don't believe it.
That rumor has been going around for years, and it makes me mad, plain
mad. Now, put on your coat, and let's go." "Go? Go where, Grandma?" |
asked. | hadn't even finished my second cinnamon bun.

"Where" tumed out to be Kerby's General Store, the one store in town
that had a little bit of just about everything. As we walked through its doors,
Grandma handed me ten dollars. That was a bundle in those days. “Take this
money," she said, "and buy something for someone who needs it. I'll wait for

you in the car.” Then she tumed and walked out of Kerby's.
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| was only eight years old. I'd often gone shopping with my mother, but
never had | shopped for anything all by myself. The store seemed big and
crowded, full of people scrambling to finish their Christmas shopping. For a
few moments | just stood there, confused, clutching that ten—dollar bill,
wondering what to buy, and who on earth to buy it for. | thought of everybody |
knew: my family, my friends, my neighbors, the kids at school, the people who
went to my church. | was just about thought out, when | suddenly thought of
Bobbie Decker. He was a kid with bad breath and messy hair, and he sat right
behind me. Bobbie Decker didn't have a coat. | knew that because he never
went out for recess during the winter. His mother always wrote a note, telling
the teacher that he had a cough, but all we kids knew that Bobbie Decker
didn't have a cough, and he didn't have a coat. | fingered the ten—dollar bill
with growing excitement. | would buy Bobbie Decker a coat. | settled on a red
corduroy one that had a hood to it. It looked real warm, and he would like that.
“Is this a Christmas present for someone?" the lady behind the counter asked
kindly, as | laid my ten dollars down. "Yes," | replied shyly. "It's for Bobbie."
The nice lady smiled at me. | didn't get any change, but she put the coat in a
bag and wished me a Merry Christmas.

That evening, Grandma helped me wrap the coat in Christmas paper and
ribbons, and write, "To Bobbie, From Santa Claus" on it—Grandma said that
Santa always insisted on secrecy. Then she drove me over to Bobbie
Decker's house, explaining as we went that 1 was now and forever officially
one of Santa's helpers. Grandma parked down the street from Bobbie's
house, and she and | crept noiselessly and hid in the bushes. Then Grandma
gave me a nudge. "All right, Santa Claus," she whispered, "get going."

| took a deep breath, dashed for his front door, threw the present down

on his step, pounded his doorbell and flew back to the safety of the bushes
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and Grandma. Together we waited breathlessly in the darkness for the front
door to open. Finally it did, and there stood Bobbie.

Forty years haven't dimmed the thrill of those moments spent shivering,
beside my grandma, in Bobbie Decker's bushes. That night, | realized that
those awful rumors about Santa Claus were just what Grandma said they
were: ridiculous.

Santa was alive and well, and we were on his team.
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When Christmas Comes to Town
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I'm wishing on a star

And trying to believe

That even though it's far

He'll find me at Christmas Eve

| guess Santa is busy

Cause he never comes around

I think of him when Chggmas comes to town

. &5 @
The best time of the year
When everyone comes home
With all this Christmas cheer
It's hard to be alone
Putting up the Christmas tree
With friends you come around
It's so much fun when Christmas comes to town

Presents for the children wrapped in red and green
All the things I've heard about, but never really see
No one will be sleeping on the night of Christmas Eve
Hoping Santa's on his way

When Santa's sleigh bells ring

| listen all around

The herald angels sing

I never hear a sound

And all the dreams of children

Once lost will all be found

That's all | want when Christmas comes to town
That's all t want when Christmas comes to town

“-rn/ ”‘fl/ lql‘/ ”-f.‘i ﬂj ;[ ......

AR RSN NS
L2k 47 22 M
LI 2.

i 25 TE R IEFAOK f TR

JEA AL & A R

PR AL BRI L) A A P8 o 3% Tl
Tef 1 R T Y R VL] i TR AT 2 MUl

—~4. R LF ALY
RE A Al 3420 e
W AT T N B R

FEA~ KB AS IR

B B YS FRI S I et BE T R
Jﬁc S

I AV TR Y

R RS BIEEI Y E AU R (A R R 2 S UM E R
jxﬂt K 1R HE & NN AR A AR

LM ASES LY l}¢j~1

ﬁ N4 (3 VBRI

ﬁf‘”%lL— ¥ }\(f:]ii"'
G IRE AR F IR TR o
T WA 5K 1 1[4l
SRR F T A
Fe AT A~3 4 ¢
NEERPLRNG EA SN
JXIET A S ekdrey
FEAVEE R T ERNG TR R T



NOA JO 1seg ay) Bunaspyy

UmEma

Wy ejues

Alolg ana| auyg s

auQ s91deyn

Popsicle Sundays

Even on my worst days, the thoughts of our special Sundays light up my

world.
PPl AR RAEHATE, AR BEHNG I, RGER®
LREF,

3 LT Ol

s a young girl growing up, dealing with life changes, and withstanding

A my parents' brutal divorce, there was a place | would go, and always

feel truly loved. Hidden by huge swooping oak trees and a long gravel

driveway was a house that | visited every Sunday, and | knew as soon as |

arrived that | would have a special treat waiting for me. This place, where |
felt such enjoyment, belonged to my Paw—Paw.

Every Sunday, Paw-Paw and | would eat orange cream-filled popsicles,
and he always had a way of making something so small very special. | knew
no matter what my parents were doing, they would take me to my Paw-Paw’ s
on Sunday afternoon. | would walk through his heavy oak door, like a queen
coming into her palace, and there he was, always laid out on his old orange
and brown plald sofa, acting shocked to see me. After we exchanged huge
bear hugs, he would convincingly say that the grocery stores had stopped
selling cream-filled orange popsicles, yet amazingly enough, he just
happened to have the very last one for me in his ice chest. We would run
hand in hand to his chest, and when he handed me that cold delicious treat, |
would curl my tiny fingers around the popsicle stick, and hold it like | had just
been handed a prize golden egg. Next, as the coldness of it cooled off my
fingers, | would carefully open one end of the white wrapper, and watch the
cold smoke puff out of the opening. Finally, as | pulled the bright orange
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popsicle out of its wrapper, | would look at my Paw-Paw, and | don’t know
exactly whose eyes were bigger with excitement, his or mine.

| always felt an explosion of joy when Paw—Paw would take me and my
dripping popsicle outside to his old front porch swing. While we slowly swung,
1 would tell silly stories, yet despite how stupid they were he always listened
so intently, hanging onto every last word, as if it would be my last. As he
listened, his eyes sparkled, and he used to tell me that only his favorite
granddaughter, with her careless smile, could make him so happy, and when
he said this | felt like the most special girl in the world. As we laughed and
played, | knew that soon | would be going home, but | was excited when |
would pretend that my parents had forgotten me, and 1 got to stay with my
Paw-Paw forever and be treated like a princess.

Now as an adult, everyday is a hustle and bustie there are no longer
popsicle Sundays, but in the midst of all the havoe, a simple remembrance of
Paw—Paw and our special aftemoons caims the storm. When | am having a
horrible day, or just feeling down in the dumps, | go to the closest store, and
buy myself orange cream—filled popsicles, and then | go sit on my front porch
swing, and think about all the wonderful Sundays my Paw-Paw spent with
me.

My Paw—-Paw died about ten years ago, but the memories of him and me
eating popsicles and talking will always vividly live inside of me. Even on my
worst days, the thoughts of our special Sundays light up my worid.
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