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Dedication
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This book is dedicated to the caring, young children who play in our cul-de-sac. They showed responsibility beyond their years, by knocking on my door to alert me when my husband had suffered a medical emergency in our driveway. With a special shout-out to D-Rob for asking if I could write a book about Santa Claus.
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Prologue

At the sound of the lunch bell, every elf in Santa’s workshop hurried to the stables. There were elves in the aisles, hanging from the rafters, sitting in the hay loft, and on the stanchions between the stalls. All of them were eager to hear the biggest story to hit the North Pole, since that foggy night Rudolph guided Santa’s sleigh.

Shamus had expected to see a few elves waiting for him to tell the story. But he had not expected to see this many. As stable manager he was respected but, as a storyteller and prankster he was legendary!

Shamus hopped upon the highest bale of hay he could find. Using his deepest voice, which always seemed too big for his skinny body, he began the story.

“Gather round my friends and lend me your ears!” There was a fake expression of horror on his face, before he spoke again, “Oh no, that is not right. What in the world would I do with your ears?” Brought thunderous laughter. Shamus pulled a piece of paper out of his pocket and pretended to check his script, “I’m sorry, that was supposed to be gather round my friends and I will bend your ears with exactly what happened to Santa last Year!”

Well, it all started like this . . .
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Chapter 1
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Cecil picked up his favorite cup. The personalized one with CEO: (Chief Elf Officer of Everything Santa) in big red letters and headed to the cafeteria. After hours of keeping an eye on Santa’s progress, he needed a break. Cecil had just started his second cup of cocoa, when he received an urgent message. He was needed at Command Central, ASAP!

The entire crew tracking Santa’s sleigh was in a dither! No one could explain the strange sounds and unusual swaying on their screens. To add to their worry, they knew it was not a problem with their computers. They had just received a “heads up” alert from N.O.R.A.D. inquiring about them.

The Control Room was very tense as Cecil put on headphones and tested each device. He rose from his seat and began pacing around the room. Deep in thought, he stroked the whiskers on his chin and pulled on his left ear.

He sat back down and once again, put on the headphones. Instantly, a look of pain crossed his face, “Oh no, now it is worse!” Those words sent the already concerned crew into a complete panic. Until Cecil added “He has started to sing. Oh my, those poor reindeer!”

He tried to appear serious as he reassured the crew, there was nothing to worry about.

It was just Santa, rocking out, humming, and singing a funny Christmas song as he enjoyed the little free time his journey allowed.

Cecil had been a little nervous about this trip, but now he was grinning ear to ear! He could relax. If Santa was so happy, he had broken his promise to never sing. It meant Santa was more than pleased with his new sleigh!

However, Cecil had another problem. Now he had that Christmas song stuck in his head! He could not stop humming it, as he walked out of the control room to get a big batch of Christmas cookies to share with the crew.
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Chapter 2
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Santa was in a very jovial mood. His yearly journey had gone very well. In just a few hours, he would be back at The North Pole sharing stories of another successful trip with Mrs. Claus and the crew!

Santa pushed the button that put his sleigh on auto pilot and placed the reins in their hook on the dashboard.

Santa settled back into the warmth of the heated, custom-fitted bucket seat, took a big drink of his hot cocoa, and gave a little chuckle. Then he muttered to himself, “I guess enjoying Mrs. Claus’ famous hot cocoa thousands of miles from the North Pole, proves at least one thing. Cecil and the logistic crew had thought of everything!”

This year’s trip had presented some difficulties that in previous years would have required a lot of time and effort to fix. However, with his new high-tech sleigh, with all its computerized gadgets, his trip had been going very well! According to his latest status report, on the computer screen he would be finished on time and heading home, long before the crack of dawn.

Santa made a mental note. He needed to apologize to Cecil and the crew for not approving their request to design a new sleigh years ago. They had been right, this sleigh was “The cat’s meow!
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Chapter 3
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Santa's mind drifted back to the morning, Mrs. Claus gave him one of her sweet smiles and invited him to join her at noon, for a picnic on the south veranda. He chuckled at the image he must have made as he responded, like a prince with a sweeping bow and said the gallant words, “My dear, your wish is my command.” Then he kissed her out-stretched hand. With a smile on his face, he stated out of the kitchen, and down the hall to his workshop.

Little did he know that this invitation to lunch was about much more than fancy sandwiches and dessert.

There was intrigue a foot!

Promptly at noon, Santa walked towards the veranda. He only gave a casual glance at the large tarp covered object sitting in front of the veranda.

Mrs. Claus had arranged a very enjoyable picnic, all of Santa’s favorites. Santa commented that the time was passing far too quickly for such a lovely picnic. They would have to do it more often.

Mrs. Claus nodded in approval, rose from her seat, and gave a wave of her hand. A very puzzled Santa pivoted in his chair to see, Cecil, the Chief Elf Officer in charge, and a crew of elves were marching in precision to the covered object. For a moment, there was silence, and then the sound of trumpets pierced the air.

With a great deal of pride and a grand flourish, Cecil and the crew removed the tarp to reveal the secret that was hidden under it. A wonderful sleigh that they had designed and built during their free time.

Santa felt tears in his eyes as he recalled his first sight of the new sleigh, he was now flying, on his annual trip to spread love and gift s around the world.
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Chapter 4
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For a second Santa was not sure if he had just heard Cecil’s voice or if he had imagined it. But he was sure of what he was seeing on the video screen in front of him. Flashing red, yellow, and green lights.

Now he heard Cecil’s panicky voice repeating the words “Emergency alert, emergency alert.” This also came with instructions for Santa to hit the big red Emergency Communication button to the right of the screen.

Much to Santa’s amazement in seconds he was having a face-to-face conversation with the elves back at the North Pole. They did not look happy. In fact, they looked as panicky as Cecil sounded.

Without exchanging pleasantries, Cecil went straight to the heart of the problem. The weather had made a sudden change and Santa was heading straight into a huge once in a lifetime, towering, ice storm!

The word towering caused Santa to feel a sense of panic, it meant the storm’s altitude would be too high to fly over. Santa tried to hide his concerns as he studied the weather satellite images that appeared on his screen.

His voice sounded a little shaky as he agreed that he could not fly above the storm. Santa asked for other suggestions. Reminding them, with the speed of his sleigh and the speed of the storm coming straight at him, there was no time to spare.

Cecil and the elves were already working on a plan. They were not pleased
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