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“What’s wrong, Nick? I heard a big sigh. Tell me about it.” Santa drank his hot chocolate.

“I guess this is as good a time as any to share my thoughts.”

“True, you’ll soon take over the business, and your mom and I’ll retire. She wants to keep grandkids when you produce some for her.”

“That’s just it, Dad. I can’t think about children. Holy mackerel! I’m supposed to have a wife, and I don’t even have a girlfriend.”

“Whose fault is that?”

“Mine. I’ve procrastinated about going south to find one, and here’s what I propose: I’ll marry ASAP and move to a warmer climate.”

“Seriously?” Santa paused and then issued conditions for the move.

Nick gasped. “Find a suitable locale so I can move our entire operation. At the same time find a wife. If I don’t find one, I must adopt a baby boy?”

“That’s it.”

Nick extended his hand and his dad shook it. “Cross your fingers for me.” 

“Son, I don’t cross fingers, but I’ll say a prayer. You’re gonna need a lot of help.”

“You got that right. I hope there’s a guardian angel up there who’ll take me under her wings.”

Sarah beamed down at Nick. “I’m not a guardian, but I’ll help you.” The angels giggled in The Heavenlies.
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Gay Lewis makes fantasy become real with the funny antics of the lovely angel, Sarah. This story makes me not only believe in Santa again, but I'd also love to have the North Pole operations moved to Texas! I laughed out loud in places. Sarah, coming out of the ladies’ restroom as a grandpa was hilarious. And the scene where she accidentally walloped Nick on the back of the head with a wonton? Oh my! I loved the names of the elves, too. This is a perfect book for adults to read, and they can read it to kids any time of the year.

—Melissa Helms

Registration Administrator, Access Intelligence

This is one of the sweetest, most endearing novels I’ve read in a long time. Being an avid Sarah fan, I couldn’t miss her next assignment, but this one was awe-inspiring. Sarah’s current charge, Nick, was none other than the son of Santa Claus. Nick had been given a large responsibility himself—find a wife. Sarah steps in, but the hard part is making Nick’s intended, Julie, believe. Through a magical, well-written tale, a match is made. While a vast array of characters played by the transformed Sarah help Julie understand, she has to trust herself to find that dreams really do come true.

—Victoria Pitts Caine, best-selling novelist.

Just when I think I’ve read the best of Gay Lewis and her quirky angel, Sarah, Mrs. Lewis releases yet another over-the-top-wonderful story full of Sarah’s angelic antics to help humans understand there is a world beyond our ability to comprehend. A world created and promised by our sovereign Almighty God and His son Jesus Christ, whose love and power is beyond our ability to fathom.

Mrs. Lewis hits the nail of truth when Julie has trouble believing she is actually seeing and experiencing supernatural events. events most humans have lost the desire and ability to believe exist. Can Nick Claus convince her he’s not crazy—they are real?

Having twice experienced what can only be explained as entertaining angels unaware, this particular Sarah story was more than an enjoyable read...it made me desire to be quiet and attuned to what God’s plan is for me. I especially enjoy Sarah’s joy in loving and giving glory to the Father, Son, and Spirit, which causes me to examine my love, faith, and obedience to Him. Great story. Great read. Wish there could be more than a 5-Star Review!

—DiAne N. Gates

Author of the Y.A. Roped Series~Roped, Twisted, and (WIP) Untied; Faith from Fiction; Heavenly Company, Entertaining Angels Unaware; and Heart “wings” Devotionals.

Gay N. Lewis does it again in this Sarah adventure. The idea of Santa moving the North Pole to Midland, TX was a novel approach to a Christmas story. This book is appropriate for all ages. Kids will love it.” 

—Dirk Wilner, a dad who reads to his daughter

What a delightful whimsical tale that may one day be as much a part of a child’s Christmas as Rudolph the Red Nosed Raindeer! As is usual for Sarah, the dyslexic romance angel is sent down from the Heavenlies to assist couples in finding suitable mates. Ms. Gay N. Lewis challenges Sarah to find a mate for Nick Claus, the only child of Santa. Nick, fed up with the icy cold weather at the North Pole, wants to relocate the entire operation to a warmer climate. For various reasons, he finds it difficult to proceed with his plans. As always, Sarah, with the help of her angel friend, Gabriella, succeeds in assisting Nick with choosing the right person to fill his needs.

—Dr. Juanita Blezinger, Retired Educator

Gay N. Lewis has a way with words that clearly defines her protagonist’s heartfelt guidance. With Sarah as the angelic vessel through which modern-day issues are solved, Lewis is able to focus on all of the goodness that is meant for each character, mixed with humor and practicality. No matter the size of the issue, nor the bumbling that Sarah appears to add to the mix, the outcome is a wonderful creation of the type of story we’d all imagine our own celestial guide to be journeying through. She writes it with ease in a manner that makes Sarah appeal to our sensibilities: grounded and yet whimsical enough to be entertaining!

—Spring Sault, Writer, Texas Media Group
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To three young sweeties who steal your heart with their smiles:

Holly, Charleigh, and Tommy Campos Jr.
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Sarah smoothed her snowy robe and twirled about. Her feet failed to grace the heavenly floor as she gestured with her hands and spoke to her friend.

“Christmas here in The Heavenlies is beyond my feeble description. The celebration up here compares to nothing below. Gabriella, look down there at all the red and green color themes. People decorate with lights and trees and other doodads; we don’t add anything to our home, but our faces seem to take on an extra glow as we celebrate the season.”

Gabriella’s blue eyes twinkled. “Yes, and our golden avenues shine more, too. Remember the activity leading up to the grand event all those years ago? We all knew Jesus was to leave us and be born human. And yet, He would remain God. Amazing, isn’t it? No one had ever done that before, and no one ever will again.”

“Christmas is as mind-boggling to me today as it was for humans on earth the first time. Isn’t it astonishing that God allowed angels to take part in the first Christmas?”

Gabriella grinned. “Yes, it is.”

“I laugh when I think of the shepherds in the field that night. I watched from my cloud and knew the host would appear, but I didn’t know the exact timing. Our representatives materialized and scared those guys clean out of their sandals. Two of them jumped a mile high at the sudden appearance of our angel choir. One shepherd kicked his shoes behind a rock.” Sarah giggled at the memory. “He had to find his shoes before he could walk to the manger.”

“Our group didn’t intend to terrify the shepherds, but they did.”

Sarah nodded. “True, but I can understand how a multitude of us appearing out of nowhere could shock the daylights out of a person. I still wish I could’ve played the harp as the angels sang the announcement that night.”

“The chorus did it all a capella, but you’d have done a superb job on the harp.”

“Thanks. I love playing and singing the hymns here in our eternal home, and humans enjoy the familiar melodies they sang on earth. They like the new ones, too. Doesn’t make me nervous at all to play here in The Heavenlies.”

Gabriella chuckled and pointed below to earth. “Yes, down there you have a tendency to become anxious—just as humans do. God gifted you with empathy so you can identify with them. Such worries and fears don’t exist in our natural realm. Are you concerned at all about your new assignment?”

“A little. Like me, Santa and his son possess a few super powers too, and I’m not sure why they need my help.”

“All people need a little push in the romance department. You’ll do just fine helping Nick find a mate.”

“I hope so. I’m going to ask Gale of the Four Winds to build me a cloud right above Santa’s place. There’s no natural puff or swirl between the North Pole and heaven—Santa’s place is too far away above earth, but Gale of the Four Winds can make me one. After Gale of the Four Winds gives me a comfy cloud, I’ll watch the proceedings and go down when I’m needed.”

“You like cloud sitting, don’t you?” Gabriella waved as she floated away. “Let me know if I can help. I’ll know where to find you.”

“Thanks.”

Gale of the Four Winds seemed happy to create a cloud for Sarah, and she soon settled down with her favorite blue blanket. She observed the scene unfolding below and smiled.

Santa had kicked off his boots to relax in a comfortable chair by the fire. He looked tired but happy. Tomorrow his son and the elves would start toy production for the next year. They worked long hours, but all of them seemed to relish their occupation.

She’d zoomed by Santa’s home several times as she flew back to The Heavenlies from an earthly mission, but she’d never visited him. She always slowed down when near Santa’s North Pole. The lights in his buildings and home sparkled like stars. Humans viewed his properties as part of the galaxy. The sight was breathtaking.

Sarah knew Santa and his elves existed, but they didn’t know she did. Oh, they believed in angels, but to her knowledge, they’d never encountered one personally. Wonder what they’d think if they knew she was about to invade their lives? Oh well, time would tell, but at the moment, she had nothing to do but sit and mind her own business. She’d wait until something or someone needed her, either at Santa’s house or farther south—all the way down to Earth. She plunked down on her cloud, placed her chin on her forearms and watched the scene below.

~ * ~
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NICK CLAUS STRODE INTO his dad’s study carrying two mugs of hot chocolate and a carafe of the sweet drink. “Glad you’re back, Dad.”

“Thanks, son. I made good time this year, and everything went off without a hitch. No bad weather anywhere in the world tonight.”

“I know. I watched you make your rounds.” Nick’s sigh was loud enough to be heard all over the large house.

“What’s wrong, Nick? That sigh I heard sounded like it came from your toes. Got something on your mind? Want to tell me about it?”

“Might as well. I’ve been dreading it, but the clock is ticking. I guess this is as good a time as any to share my thoughts.”

“True. In two years, you’ll take over the business, and your mom and I’ll retire. It’ll be a bittersweet time for me, for your mom, too. I’m sad to leave one life behind but eager to start a new adventure, and your mom feels the same way. We Santas spend the first one-hundred years working and the next hundred years watching our sons work. We’re drawing plans now for a log cabin over on the north ridge. Your mom is getting more excited every day.” Santa gave his famous ho-ho-ho laugh. “She started out with a small design, but it’s growing. She drew a house with two bedrooms, and now she’s added a third one. She plans to keep grandkids when you produce some for her. We love children—spent our lives with them, but nothing is better than grands, or so I’ve been told. I’ve never seen your mom in such a dither.”

“That’s just it, Dad. I can’t think about children. Holy mackerel! I’m supposed to have a wife, one is required for this job, and I don’t even have a girlfriend.”

“Hmmm. And whose fault is that?”

Nick’s shoulders slumped. “Mine. I admit it. I’m shy. I failed to go down below to meet any women, and none live here at the North Pole. I’m sure you’ve noticed. No eligible female neighbors live near us.”

“Every Santa is expected to do what I did. We go across the world to find true love. We marry and then bring our wife back here to assume the business. You know that’s how it’s done.”

Nick cleared his throat. “I’ve been thinking about it for some time. I’m looking for eligible females on TV as well as our snow globe.”

Santa picked up the snow globe and shook it. “This is a mighty fine gadget. We can’t see the future, but we can see what’s happening in the present. I know who’s being naughty and nice.” Santa’s well-known ho-ho-ho laugh burst forth again. “Looks like all the kiddies are nice right now. Look at them down there. Happy with their new toys and tech contraptions. So, you’ve seen prospects for a wife on this gadget, have you?”

Nick took the globe from Santa and directed it to a beach near Malibu. “The ladies in southern California are real beauties. They’ve got blonde hair, voluptuous figures and they’re really smart. I’ve watched them enjoy fun activities and wished I could join them. Their laughter alone would make a guy happy. I’d like one of those California lovelies for a wife, but it’s impossible. We’re too different.”

“How’s that, son?”

“They wear bikinis. They can’t dress like that in our place. They’d freeze faster than a popsicle.”

“That’s true. We gotta wear clothes up here.”

“Yeah, a lot of them. Most of those California girls prefer sandy beaches. Do you see any sand around here? No, of course not. We own snow. Acres and acres of snow and ice.”

Santa rubbed his chin. “They’d love it once they got here. I’m sure of it.”

“I don’t think so. Those gals love surfboards and waves. An ocean isn’t within thousands of miles of our place, so surfing is out. Some of them spend hours in the sun to get a glowing tan. The poor things would get a wind burn and frostbite in two seconds in our climate.”

“You could teach them to bundle up and snow ski or ice skate. Your mom and I used to like that before age crept up and arthritis set in.”

Nick watched his dad bite into a sugar cookie. “And diet is another thing.”

“What’s wrong with their food?”

“Nothing, that I can see. It’s just different. They eat sushi and organic bean sprouts. Such things aren’t available at the North Pole.”

Santa finished his cookie and reached for another one. “Sushi and bean sprouts. Yeah, that stuff isn’t real appetizing. One little girl left a plate of it by the fireplace last night. I offered it to Blitzen, but one whiff and he turned up his nose.”

“Those reindeer are finicky eaters. You’ve spoiled them.”

“You’re right. I get delicious goodies left by the sweet kiddies and I share. Refill my mug with hot chocolate, would you please?”

Nick obliged.

“Son, why don’t you go to California and date a few of those ladies you’ve admired from afar? You’re handsome, intelligent, and already hold a good career. You have a lot to offer a woman.”

Nick pointed with his index finger. “Thanks Dad, but it takes a special person to live in the arctic conditions twelve months a year. We don’t have seasons like they do down there.”

“You don’t know who will like our lifestyle until you investigate. Your mom loves it here. I found her in Alaska. Of course, she was used to cold and she grew up with all sorts of wild animals.” Santa guffawed. “Flying reindeer seemed natural to her. But all joking aside, this is a special place...it’s mystical, romantic and charming. If a woman loves you, she’ll view this place as perfect, but the job requires a wife, so you’d better hop to it and find one. That’s the way it’s been done for generations.”

Nick inhaled slowly. “I’ve got a proposal for you.”

Santa set his mug on the table and frowned. “I’m listening.”

“It’s like this. I’m tired of frigid weather. Truth be told, I hate it. I’ve lived with snow and ice for thirty years. I need a change—a warm climate. Some place where I don’t chop wood and wear long johns every day.” Nick scratched his leg. “I’m wearing two pair under these red jeans and they’re itching me to death.”

“You’re still not used to long johns?” Santa sounded surprised. “I often wear three pair under my fur trimmed suit. They don’t bother
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