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Adam adjusted the focus of his binoculars. He’d promised community police officer PC Marks that he would carry out observations, because of the recent burglaries in the area. Adam was an unofficial deputy and in training for when he’s old enough to join the force. It was already dark outside, and Adam had been on stake-out since tea time. He could see people in the garden, but they weren’t burglars. It was his mum and dad. He went to see what they were doing. 

Mum was holding a shiny red bicycle and a torch. Dad was doing something to the wheels with a spanner. The bike was a really good one, with lots of gears and it had metallic paint. It must be for his older brother Jimmy. Nine-year-old Adam knows a big bike like that can’t be for him.

“Please don’t tell Jimmy, it’s a surprise,” said Dad.

“Jimmy’s getting a new bike for Christmas?” Adam asked.

“We’re helping Santa. He can’t get to everyone’s house in one day so he asked us to help,” Mum explained.

“So is Santa real then? You saw him?”

“Santa’s real, Adam,” said Mum. “He’s just not quite like the man in the story books.”

“Does he have a red suit and a beard?”

“Only when he’s working. It’s his uniform.”

As soon as Mum said ‘uniform’, Adam thought of his hero. “Like PC Marks’ uniform?” he asked.

“That’s right.”

“And like a policeman he can’t do everything on his own,” Mum said.

“So are you helping Santa with his enquiries?”

Dad laughed. “Granny did that bit. You remember that she asked you to write letters to Santa?”

“Yes, Dad.”

“Well Jimmy asked for a bike. We bought it to help Santa.”

“So mums and dads are like special policemen?”

“Well, sort of. Will you promise not to tell Jimmy about the bike?”

“Yes, Dad.”

Adam knew that if you are told a secret you should never tell, and if you make a promise you must always keep it. Except if it’s bad and someone might get hurt, then you should tell a responsible grown up, like a teacher or a police officer. He wouldn’t tell anyone about Jimmy’s bike. That was a good secret.

“Mum, if Santa doesn’t bring all the presents what does he do?”

“He takes care of the magic of Christmas.”

“What’s that?”

“It’s all the good things that happen, but you can’t buy in shops.”

Adam was happy. When Granny got them to write to Santa, Jimmy had asked for the bike. Adam had asked to be a police officer. He knew he couldn’t be a real one for years and years, but he wanted to be a special agent or something. He’d seen programmes on the telly where the police were confused but children helped round up the criminals. Adam wanted to do that. He wanted to go on stake-outs and look for clues and take finger prints. When he wrote the letter, he’d thought it was a waste of time, because it wasn’t the kind of present that could be wrapped up and put under the tree. He didn’t think Santa was real either. How could one man deliver all those presents? He also thought it was odd that no one saw him except at Christmas. If you went round dressed in bright red you’d expect to get noticed. Now that Mum and Dad had explained, he hoped he would get what he’d wished for.

When Jimmy came home, the first thing he said was, “Mum, do you know where my football boots are?”

“I didn’t think you would be needing them. I’ve tidied everything up.”

“Wasn’t going to play, but they said they need me. The usual goalie’s got a cold.”

“When’s the game?” asked Mum.

“Next week, but I need the boots to practice. Where are they?”

“In the shed,” Mum told him.

Adam remembered the bike was hidden there. He had to stop Jimmy going to the shed.

“I’ll get them for you.”

He jumped up and took the key from the hook.

“Thanks, Squirt. I’ll get changed. You can come and be linesman if you want.”

Adam loved being linesman, ever since Jimmy called the officials ‘football police’. 

It was dark in the garden, so Adam took a torch. The shadows seemed to move about as he walked. One shadow looked just like a big man trying to look into the shed. As Adam got nearer, the shadow came towards him. It was a man. He grabbed Adam’s arm.

“Shh kid, keep quiet, there’s a good lad.” 

Adam was frightened, he tried to think what a police officer would do.

“Who are you and what are you doing here?” he asked bravely.

“Don’t worry, Kid. I’m Santa.”

“Really?”

“Yeah, don’t be fooled because I’m not wearing the red suit, I’m keeping that clean for Christmas Eve.”

So Mum was right!

“Have you come to look at Jimmy’s new bike?” Adam asked him.

“Yes, and I need to check any other things your family have bought recently.”

Adam unlocked the shed and showed Santa the bike.

“Nice shed this,” Santa said, as he walked around looking at Dad’s tools and ladder. “It’s clean and dry and you keep it safely locked up. It gives me an idea. There are more presents I need to get for people in this street. Perhaps I could store them here?”

“I expect so, I’ll go and ask Mum and Dad.”

“No!” Santa shouted. “I mean, you can’t do that, I’ve got presents for them too,” he explained.

“But if we don’t tell them how will you get in? PC Marks says we must lock everything, because of burglars.”

“You can get me a spare one. What are you doing tomorrow?”

Adam said, “I’m going to the library after lunch.”

“Meet me there at two then. Remember don’t tell anyone, it’s our secret. If you break faith with Santa it damages the Christmas magic, and some people won’t get what they want.”

“I won’t tell, Santa. I promise.”

While Adam was in the library Santa borrowed the shed key and got a spare made. As Adam walked back to find Mum in the car park, he met PC Marks.

“Hello there, Deputy,” the police officer said.

Adam answered, “Hello. Have you arrested anyone today?”

“Not yet, I’m still looking for that burglar. Have you seen anything suspicious?”

“No officer. What has he stolen?”

“All kinds of things. TVs, money, jewellery, even a trombone. You keep an eye out.”

“I will,” promised Adam.

That evening Adam checked that Jimmy’s bike was OK and looked to see if Santa had brought anything else. He had; TVs and a trombone. Santa must have found out what had been stolen and was getting new ones for people.

The next day PC Marks came around to tell them about more burglaries. When he’d gone, Adam went to the shed and saw the same kinds of things as he knew had been stolen. Some didn’t look very new. Odd, he expected Santa to give new presents, but there were so many now. Perhaps he didn’t have enough money for new things?

The following day Adam found a big bag, like the one Jimmy used for football. In the bag were lots of rings and necklaces and bracelets. They weren’t in boxes like the necklace that Dad bought for Mum once. They were all jumbled together. There was another smaller bag inside. That was full of money, all in notes. There was too much to count. If Santa had so much money, why wasn’t he buying new presents? Why was Santa bringing exactly the same kind of things that some burglars were taking away?

That night PC Marks was on TV explaining about the robberies.

“The thief has taken some very distinctive items including unusual brooches.” He showed pictures of metal birds covered in jewels. “He’s also taken malt whisky and the trophies from the golf club.”

Adam thought he had seen birds like that in the shed. He wanted to go and look, but it was bed time.

The next day Adam, Jimmy and Mum all went shopping. Adam saw a sign for Santa’s grotto. He wanted to go and ask Santa about the things in the shed. There must be a reason.

“Come on, Squirt. Aren’t you a bit old for all that?” Jimmy asked.

“All what?”

“That’s just some bloke dressed in a suit. It’s all a con.”

“It’s not the real Santa?”

“No.”

Adam looked at the poster. Jimmy was right. The man in the picture was nothing like the man who was putting presents into the shed.

“But they say here it’s the real Santa. That’s lying.”

Mum said, “It’s more like telling a story.”

At home, Adam went straight to the shed and looked in the sports bag. The jewellery birds were the same as the pictures that PC Marks had shown on TV. There were also some bottles and shiny trophies. Adam looked carefully at the trophies; they had lists of names and dates engraved on little metal shields. One of the names was their neighbour’s, he had won the golf tournament last year. The things in the shed weren’t just like the things that had been stolen. They were the same things. That man wasn’t really Santa. He was pretending, lying. He must be the burglar.

Adam knew he should do something. The man was putting stolen things in Dad’s shed and Adam had helped him. Dad might be arrested, and Adam would never get a job with the police if he was a criminal’s accomplice. The man was lying, he wasn’t really Santa. The lies might damage the Christmas magic and if it did then Adam’s wish to be a police officer would never come true. Adam had to stop the burglar.

Adam ran indoors to tell his parents. He nearly did, but what if he was wrong? Then the real Santa would be arrested. There’d
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