

    
        
          The Gifts- A Holiday Tale

        

        
        
          Jim Garedo

        

        
          Published by Jim Garedo, 2025.

        

    



  
    
    
      While every precaution has been taken in the preparation of this book, the publisher assumes no responsibility for errors or omissions, or for damages resulting from the use of the information contained herein.

    
    

    
      THE GIFTS- A HOLIDAY TALE

    

    
      First edition. December 18, 2025.

      Copyright © 2025 Jim Garedo.

    

    
    
      Written by Jim Garedo.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

The Gifts- A Holiday Tale

The Gifts: A Holiday Tale | Santa’s Re-Awakening

Leo

Maya

David

Elena

Sarah

Arthur

Jake

Ben

Vernoica

Matthew

Finale: Santa


[image: ]

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]
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Santa’s Re-Awakening
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The workshop was silent, save for the rhythmic, soulless clack-clack-clack of the automated toy stamping machines. Santa sat in his office, a cavern of warmth and memory, but he felt only a chill in his bones. He was a giant of a man, his frame seeming too large for the chair, his shoulders slumped not with age, but with a weight far heavier. He stared at the “Belief-O-Meter,” its red mercury sinking to a level that made his ancient heart ache. He picked up a production report: “1.2 million ‘Giggle-Gorillas,’ 900,000 ‘Princess-Unicorns.’” The names were hollow. The joy was gone, replaced by the crushing weight of industrial-scale monotony. He was a factory manager, not a toymaker.

This was not the sorrow of a widower, but the grief of a watching world lose its way. He remembered a time when a child’s Christmas wish was a pure, unblemished prayer. Now, it felt like a transaction. The magic had been squeezed out of the world by deadlines, demand lists, and the relentless march of “progress.” The act of giving, once his greatest joy, had become a logistical burden. His job, not the true act of love and kindness it had started out as. It was a heavy, heavy load for one man to carry.

The problem radiated outward. Down on the workshop floor, the elves still loved their work—their craftsmanship was as impeccable as ever—but a subtle gloom had settled over the halls. The usual symphony of cheerful whistling, hammering, and laughter was now a quiet, focused murmur. As Santa was the very Spirit of Christmas, the elves subconsciously felt his emotional drain. Even the jolly in “jolly old elves” was a bit subdued as of late. The spark that was the spirit of Christmas affected them all; even the elves were not immune to its dimming.

He pushed away the reports, the paper feeling like brittle ash in his hands, and walked into his private workshop. It was a place he hadn’t used in decades, a sacred space that smelled of sawdust, old wood, and linseed oil. His hands, large and calloused, which had become more accustomed to signing manifests and adjusting machine calibrations as of late, felt alien without a tool. He picked up a rough, forgotten block of pine from a dusty shelf. For a moment, he just held it, feeling the grain, the potential trapped within, a silent promise of what could be.

He walked to his workbench, his movements slow at first, then with a growing, deliberate purpose. He selected his favorite chisel, its handle darkened and smooth from a million hours of use. He didn’t think about what he was making; he just let his hands remember.

The shhnick of the chisel biting into the wood was the first beautiful sound he’d heard all year. It was the sound of a memory, of a time when his work was an extension of his heart. He worked for hours, a sheen of sweat on his brow, his brow furrowed in concentration. He carved not a toy, but a feeling. He whittled away the cynicism, the boredom, the doubt. He sanded down the sharp edges of frustration. He worked with a love and focus he thought had long since deserted him.

When he was done, he didn’t have a block of wood anymore. He held a flute. It was not just carved; it was sculpted. The finger holes were perfectly placed for a child’s hand, the mouthpiece shaped to invite a breath. The wood itself seemed to glow from within, the grain flowing like water. He lifted it to his lips and played a single, clear note. The sound was pure and full of a longing he didn’t know he still possessed.

He looked at the flute, then back at the door leading to the silent, automated factory. “This,” he whispered, his voice a low, rumble thick with emotion, “isn’t just a toy. It’s a potential. It’s a dream.”

This was his new mission. He wouldn’t be making toys this year. His elves could handle that part. He would be making something more. He would find people whose own dreams were buried under layers of doubt and “reality,” and he would pour his heart, his skill, and a spark of real Christmas magic into crafting something just for them. Each item would be a one-of-a-kind masterpiece, a physical key to unlock the spirit of the person receiving it. He was not just delivering gifts; he was delivering second chances, crafted by his own re-awakened hands.
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The descent was always the quietest part of the journey, a whisper of soot and a soft thud as Santa’s boots met the hearth. Leo’s house was immaculate, minimalist, and cold. A tree stood in the corner, perfect and artificial, adorned with color-coordinated glass orbs that threw prismatic, joyless light on the cream-colored walls. Beneath it were a few precisely wrapped boxes from family, each one likely containing a tasteful sweater or a new tie. Santa moved with a practiced grace, placing a few generic gifts for the children before reaching into his sack for the one that mattered. He pulled out a small, flat package, wrapped in simple brown paper and tied with twine. It wasn’t much to look at, but it thrummed with a quiet potential, a low-frequency hum of destiny. He placed it carefully under the tree, the tag written in elegant, spidery script: “For Leo. From Santa.”

Leo’s life was a study in controlled environments. His world was one of tempered glass, soft-close drawers, and the silent hum of a high-end HVAC system. He was an accountant at a firm that managed portfolios for people so wealthy they never had to look at their own numbers. His job was to be a human bulwark against chaos, a man who could find a misplaced decimal in a sea of data and feel a sense of accomplishment. He was good at it. He was respected. And he was dying inside.

The joy had been leeched from his life so slowly he hadn’t noticed it going. It was like the fading of a photograph left in the sun. There was no single moment of loss, just a gradual, almost imperceptible graying of his world. He remembered a time when he felt things—real, unquantifiable things. The thrill of a perfectly thrown baseball as a kid. The gut-punch of his first heartbreak. The soaring, limitless hope of his wedding day. Now, his emotional landscape was a flat, barren plain. He went to work. He came home. He ate his dinner. He watched television. He slept. He was a sequence of well-managed events.

His wife, Anna, still loved him, he knew, but it was a patient, weary love that had long ago stopped expecting sparks. She saw the quiet desperation in his eyes, the way he’d stare out the window at the city traffic with the hollow look of a man trapped behind glass. She tried. She suggested vacations, hobbies, nights out. But Leo would just shake his head, manage a tired smile, and say, “I’m fine, Anna. Just a long week.” The weeks were all long now. They blended into a single, monotonous year.

The only flicker of the old Leo, the one who’d once spent a summer building a go-kart from scraps and dreamed of Indy 500, was his daughter, Lily. She was eight, full of a chaotic, uninhibited joy that both delighted and terrified him. She was the one variable in his controlled equation, the one beautiful, unpredictable storm in his otherwise placid sea.
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CHRISTMAS MORNING DAWNED, crisp and bright. Leo sat on his expensive leather sofa, a cup of weak coffee in his hand, watching Lily and his son, Mark, tear into their gifts with a ferocious glee that felt like a foreign language. His own presents were opened with polite thanks. A new cashmere sweater from Anna. A bottle of vintage scotch from his brother. All very nice. All very expected. Each one was another perfect, sensible item for his perfect, sensible life.

Then Lily, her face flushed with excitement and a stray ribbon in her hair, held up a small, brown-paper package. “This one’s for you, Daddy. From Santa.”

Leo’s smile tightened. Santa. The annual, well-intentioned lie he and Anna maintained for the children’s sake. He took the package, his expression a mixture of amusement and a profound, internal awkwardness. He felt a pang of pity for the anonymous office Secret Santa, or perhaps a well-meaning neighbor, who had clearly drawn his name and come up with this... gesture.

He unwrapped it. Inside was a steering wheel cover.

It was... rustic. It was made of thick, dark leather, the kind that had stories to tell. It was clearly hand-stitched with heavy, visible thread in a pattern that was both functional and artistic. It smelled faintly of old airplanes, adventure, and something like cloves. It was beautiful, in a rugged, handmade way, but it made no
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