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			Teddy Brinker and Tommy Huff were the best of friends. They lived about five houses apart on the same street. On any given day they would be at one or the other’s homes. Teddy the husky, dark haired, dark eyed twelve-year-old was a sharp contrast to Tommy’s blond hair, blue eyes, and lanky frame. If you found one, you found the other.

			At Halloween Tommy had managed to prove to Teddy there were no such thing as ghosts. Now as Christmas neared, he was on a mission to prove Santa was real. Teddy on the other hand saw this as a chance to win back the five dollars he’d lost betting on ghosts at Halloween.   

			“Dude, you’re almost thirteen,” Teddy started, “How is it you don’t know Santa is just your parents?”

			“Because he’s not my parents,” Tommy said with exasperation for the umpteenth time. “Santa is one person. My parents are two people. I’d know if two people were walking around in my house at night.”

			“Are you trying to tell me you’ve heard Santa?” Teddy was incredulous.

			“You don’t hear Santa,” Tommy assured him. “He’s quite as a mouse when he comes into your house.”

			Teddy pondered this for a moment, “You don’t hear him, and you’ve never seen him, how do you know he’s real?”

			“Who said I’ve never seen him,” Tommy shouted. “I saw him about three in the morning a few years back. He was in his sleigh flying across the sky and he waved when I looked out my window. I even woke Robbie up so he could wave.” 

			“Oh, great! You woke up a kid who was what, four? Together you waved at something you saw in the sky?” Teddy shook his head. “You can’t expect me to believe this.”

			“I don’t care if you believe me or not,” sulked Tommy. “I know Santa is real. Besides, when you stop believing in him, he stops coming.”

			“Where did you hear that nonsense?” asked Teddy. 

			“Mom and Dad tell us every year.”

			“They are just pulling your leg. If you say you don’t believe, it’s one less gift they have to buy for you,” Teddy knew how this game was played. “Only a moron would believe they were telling the truth.”

			Tommy stopped and looked at his best friend, “Why are we even friends? My parents would never lie to me.”

			Reaching his arm around Tommy’s shoulder Teddy said, “Who else could you have this lame conversation with and not get into a fight?”

			Nodding in agreement, they walked on in silence. 
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			After dinner Tommy went to find his dad. Dad had a home office and sometimes did work there after dinner. He was writing something when Tommy approached the door. 

			Sensing someone at the door, his father looked up. “Something troubling you, Son?” he asked.

			“Kinda,” Tommy answered. “Can we talk, Dad?”

			“Sure, come on in,” he said laying his pen down and leaning back in his chair. “You and Teddy have a fight?”  

			“Not exactly,” Tommy said sitting in a chair across from his dad. “Teddy says Santa is fake. I know he’s not always dressed up in a red suit, but I know he’s real, Dad. I just don’t know how to convince Teddy.”

			“Is this like when you two went out on Halloween to find ghosts?” his dad asked.

			“Nope, I don’t plan to show him Santa. I did want to teach him there were no ghosts.”

			“So, what’s the problem?” 

			“I don’t know how to show him,” Tommy answered.

			“You do,” his dad replied.

			“Really?” asked Tommy.

			“Remember a couple of years ago when the family at church had their house burn the week before Christmas?” asked Dad.

			“Yeah, they got some little rental to live in and the people at church donated furniture and Christmas lights and a tree,” Tommy replied. “We bought presents and food and delivered them on Christmas Eve. Wait!!! That made us Santa for the family.” Tommy jumped out of his chair and ran around the desk. He threw his arms around his dad and said, “Thanks, Dad.”

			Tommy went to his room. He needed a good plan to show Teddy how Santa was real and didn’t always wear a red suit. They were going to be Santa. He just had to find some needy family to help. He finished his homework and got ready for bed. Picked up his favorite book and started reading until lights out. 
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			Morning came and Tommy still didn’t have a plan for helping a needy family. He got breakfast, dressed, and started walking to school. Teddy joined him.

			“What’s new?” he asked.  

			“I’m working on a plan to show you Santa is real,” Tommy told him.

			“Give it up, Bro,” Teddy said. “Santa is a myth.”

			Tommy shrugged. 

			“Well, let me know when you get this plan worked out,” Teddy sniggered.

			They were quiet the rest of the way to school.

			Class started with the morning announcements. This morning it was announced there would be a food drive to help the needy in the community. The winning class would win a pizza party. 

			Teddy whispered, “I wonder how many cans I can get from my mom for this?”

			Tommy shrugged. He knew Teddy didn’t see this as being Santa, he was in it for the pizza. He needed a plan. 

			Miss Belton noticed Tommy seemed out of sorts, when the class was dismissed for lunch, she asked him to stay behind. When the other kids were gone, she asked, “Tommy, is something bothering you today?”

			“I need to find a way to prove to Teddy, Santa is real. I know he doesn’t always come in a red suit, but the idea behind him is real,” Tommy answered.

			“What did you have in mind?” she asked.

			“I’m not sure,” he replied honestly, “One year my family helped a family whose house burned the week before Christmas. Someone helped them find a place to stay and our family bought food, clothes, and toys for everyone in the family. We showed up on Christmas Eve and put a couple of boxes on the front porch. I told my brother and sister to run to the car and I rang the doorbell and ran to the car. Dad slowly backed out their driveway with the lights off, but we could see their faces. It was like we were helping Santa.”

			“Tommy, that was a wonderful thing your family did. What if I find a family here at school you and Teddy could help?” she suggested.

			“You can help us?” Tommy was incredulous.

			“For something like this, I can help. Give me a couple of days to find a family and what they might need.”

			Beaming from ear to ear, Tommy said, “Thanks, Miss Belton.” He practically ran out the door to lunch but remembered there was no running in school.    
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			On the way home Teddy punched Tommy’s should and asked, “What’s the secret you have?

			“No, secret,” Tommy answered.

			“Well, you talked to Miss Belton at lunch and you’ve had this look on your face, like you have a secret,” Teddy informed him. “I know you got a crush on the teacher.”

			“Get serious, Teddy,” Tommy said. “Miss Belton has no interest in her students other than teaching us for a year and passing us on.”

			“Spoken like a guy with a secret,” Teddy ribbed.

			“What eva,” Tommy replied. “Is your homework done?”

			“I don’t have any.”

			“Great!! What are we going to do tonight?” Tommy asked.

			Teddy paused, then asked, “Do you have something in mind?”

			“Nope, just thought we could hang out until dinner.’

			“Cool! Let’s go to my place and play video games,” Teddy suggested. 

			“I’ll drop my backpack and home and let Mom know where I am,” Tommy answered. 

			“Okay, see you soon.” 

			The boys took off running toward home. Both on a mission.
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			After dinner Tommy again approached his father’s study. “Dad, can we talk again?”

			“Sure, Tommy,” his dad answered looking up from his paperwork. “What’s the problem today?”

			“Not a problem, really,” Tommy replied. “Today I asked Miss Belton if she could help me.”

			His dad smiled, “What did she say?”

			“She’s going to see if she can find us a family to help,” he answered.

			“So, what’s the problem?” his dad prompted.

			“We might need help if we have to help a whole family,” admitted Tommy.

			“It won’t be a problem, Son,” Mr. Huff answered. “Miss Belton called me today and she’s found the perfect family, but she wanted to make sure you had my permission. I called Mr. Brinker and he is all for it.”

			Tommy grinned from ear-to-ear as he ran around the desk and hugged his dad. “Thanks, Dad, you’re the best.” He pulled back and asked, “Do you know who the family is?”

			“I do but promised Miss Belton she could tell you and Teddy tomorrow when she has lunch with you,” he answered.

			“Cool!” Tommy left the office feeling like the cat who ate the canary. He had a plan to show Teddy anyone can be Santa and you don’t need a red suit.  
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			Tommy couldn’t wait to meet Teddy this morning. He knew he could convince Teddy they could be Santa for a family this year. With Miss Belton’s help it would be perfect. And both their dads were going to help. He found himself skipping down the sidewalk toward school.

			Teddy came huffing and puffing up beside him. “Anyway you can slow down?” he gasped.

			“Sure,” Tommy answered and immediately slowed to a walk. 

			“What kind of trouble are we in?” Teddy wanted to know as his breathing returned to normal.

			“Are we in trouble?” 

			“My mom told me we were having lunch with Miss Belton this morning,” Teddy’s voice was flat.

			“No, big deal,” Tommy answered.

			“You know what she wants?”

			“Not exactly.”

			“Okay,” Teddy answered as they reached the school doors.

			The morning dragged for Tommy. He got all his work done and had trouble occupying himself. Teddy on the other hand seemed fidgety. He couldn’t seem to concentrate. He was dreading lunch. All the kids were going to think he and Tommy were in trouble. 

			Just before lunch, Miss Belton made an announcement, “Starting today I will be asking students to have lunch with me until the Christmas break. Tommy and Teddy have volunteered to be the first two. Now let’s wash up and go to lunch.”

			Teddy gave a sigh of relief as he and Tommy lined up at the sink to wash for lunch. He waited with Tommy until all the other kids were gone to get their lunch bags from their lockers. 

			“Boys, join me at the round table please,” Miss Belton said with a smile.

			“Miss Belton, why did me and Tommy have to be first?” Teddy asked as he pulled out a chair and sat down.

			“Tommy, do you want to answer?” Miss Belton asked.

			Teddy stared at Tommy who was grinning from ear-to-ear.

			“I asked Miss Belton to help me show you Santa doesn’t always wear a red suit,” Tommy told him.

			“The stupid Santa thing again,” Teddy sneered. “What kind of dork still believes in Santa?”

			Miss Belton answered, “I do for one. Tommy also does. It’s why I agreed to help. Do you boys know Brady Bennett?”

			Teddy nodded because it wasn’t polite to talk with a mouth full of sandwich. 

			“Sure, he’s a year ahead of us,” Tommy replied.

			“Well, Brady is really sick. He’s been in the children’s hospital since Thanksgiving. His parents are spending just about every day with him,” she told them.

			“That’s rotten,” Teddy said, “but what does it have to do with Santa?”

			“I’m coming to it,” Miss Belton assured him. “They are hoping to bring Brady home on Christmas Eve; however, they need a wheelchair ramp so Brady can get inside. They are also going to need someone to make them a Christmas dinner. Which is why I called both your father’s last night. Your moms volunteered to make both Christmas Eve and Christmas dinners for the family. Your dads have volunteered to help you build the ramp and to take you shopping for Christmas gifts. A neighbor has a key so you can also set up a Christmas tree and put the gifts under the tree.”

			“Sounds great,” Tommy said smiling from ear-to-ear. 

			Teddy shrugged, “Sure I can help, but where does Santa come in?” 

			Miss Belton sighed, “Teddy without you, Tommy and your parents there will be no Christmas for Brady. His parents are spending all their money to stay with him in the hospital. They have no time to shop. So, you will all be stepping in to be Santa for the family this year.”

			“Do I have to wear a red suit?” Teddy wanted to know. 

			“Of course, not,” Tommy assured him. “The idea is Santa doesn’t always wear red. We are all going to be Santa this year.”

			“If you say so,” Teddy reluctantly agreed. 

			When they finished lunch, Miss Belton let them go to recess. She wondered if Teddy really understood how he could be Santa.   
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			“What the heck did you get us into, Tommy?” Teddy wanted to know as they walked home.

			“I’m teaching you how to be Santa,” Tommy answered.

			“This seems a little extreme.”

			Tommy replied, “It won’t be when we are done. Think about the kind of toys Brady might like.”

			“If you say so,” Teddy shrugged. They walked the rest of the way in silence.
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			The next morning Teddy showed up waving a sheet of paper. “Hey, Tommy, I did what you said. I made a list of things Brady might want for Christmas. I thought we could go over it at lunch.”

			Tommy smiled, “Sounds like a great idea and tomorrow we can start on the ramp for the house. My dad is buying some lumber after work tonight.”

			“Okay. I’ll ask my dad what time he wants to come over,” Teddy agreed.

			Finally, Tommy thought, I’m getting through to Teddy. Wait until he sees the look on Brady’s family’s faces. 

			The morning was uneventful and just before lunch, Miss Belton announced the next two people to have lunch with her. It was Tommy’s turn to sigh. He was afraid she might have forgotten. 

			At lunch Teddy produced his list of possible Christmas gifts for Brady. Tommy looked at the list and shook his head. 

			“You do realize we have to pare this list to about three or four items, right?” he asked.

			“Why? Santa doesn’t trim his
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