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			Praise for
Behind the Beard

			Santa Buckbee is the best! He is the true personification of the spirit of giving and kindness and love. Enjoy reading his stories of fun and kindness. There is still magic on the earth!

			—Dr. William Petit
President, Petit Family Foundation
Connecticut State Representative

			Bill Buckbee quite literally embodies the spirit of the season. His love of all things Christmas shines through on every page.

			—Lori Capriglione, mother of 4
(including one who believed until the age of 14!)

			After reading Behind the Beard, I can honestly say that time travel does exist. It brings you back to childhood when things were so much simpler. It reminds you of the memories you had and helps you create new memories with your family.

			—Christian A. Carroccio, father of 2 

			A book written from the heart that inspires readers to reflect and explore their own hearts. The stories shared about a special season touched me deeply and stirred within me my inner child, reaffirming the beautiful magic that exists at Christmas time, regardless of your age.

			—Deborah Rose, journalist and mother of 2

			Behind the Beard is a wonderful book. Every parent should read it as it gives you insight into how to make Christmas even more special for your children!  Everyone has a Santa inside of them. Thanks for reminding us of that, Bill Buckbee. 

			—Cathy Rehaag, mother of 3

			As someone who has photographed a lot of Santas, Bill Buckbee has a most magical way of expressing the true spirit of Santa, which is enjoyed by both children and adults alike.

			—Nicole Bourgeois Believe
Picture This Photography

			Behind the Beard is an amazing book that brings back so many wonderful memories of my childhood. Not only does it bring back memories, but it also sparks the old-time Christmas spirit, bringing out the child in your heart who still lives.

			—Tricia Peburn, mother of 3
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This book is dedicated 
to all the children of the world, 
especially those stuck in the body of a grown-up. 
May the true spirit of Christmas 
reside within, and radiate from, each of you.
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			Foreword

			Do I believe in Santa Claus? You betcha, I do. 

			Well, maybe not in the same way that a child does. I don’t believe there’s an 800-year-old giant elf who somehow redefines the laws of physics, space and time once a year. I mean, imagine sliding up and down millions of chimneys in a single night while keeping a beard white as snow!

			But I still believe in Santa—his ability to inspire; the pure joy he brings; how he grants everyone, no matter their age, the opportunity to dream with the innocence of a child whenever he arrives. I’ve seen it year after year, without fail. Santa is real.

			And I’m an elf! But we’ll get to that later.

			I met Santa for the first time back in 2002. I didn’t know he was truly St. Nick at the time. His peers called him “Mo,” and he was working as a cook in a restaurant. Not very Santa-like, I’m sure, although his spin on the house gorgonzola fondue could only be described as magical. He was a boisterous, fun-loving guy who was always the life of the party. He was also quite the joker, enjoying both verbal and practical jokes. Have you ever been put into a garbage can by Santa Claus? I have! Mo was fun. There’s no other way to put it. 

			It took me a couple years to even learn that his name wasn’t Mo. It was Billy. But, hey! Who am I to question Santa?

			We quickly went from acquaintances to very close friends. He was, and still is, a number of years older than I am. We didn’t let that stop what would become a very meaningful and special friendship that lasts to this day. 

			As time moved on, I found myself living in distant corners of the country, but the friendship never faded. He would visit me and I’d see him when I returned home. Over the years, slowly, but surely, Billy began to show his Claus.

			There was always something a little different about him. After all, it’s not every day your softball team has a left-handed pitcher on the mound. But it went beyond that and his exuberant nature. It occurred to me one day that he was beginning to “look” like Santa. He had been known to grow out his mustache at times, and it was always very light in color. Once he even sported a  look I can only describe as a “larger-than-life Hulk Hogan.” 

			Then came the suit. He would, in fact, pretend to be Santa. I say “pretend” because that’s how my naïve mind perceived it at first, when I noticed he started to “act” like Santa. Yet even without the suit, he maintained that demeanor, especially around the Christmas season. 

			The boisterous man I knew didn’t exist during the holidays. My friend was authentically a kinder, more charitable and gentler man. This transformation is common for many during the holidays, but I quickly realized it went well beyond that for Billy. He even traveled once all the way to Mississippi to spread some joy to southern kids one season. That’s going above and beyond for the cause!

			Eventually, it clicked. I was able to see past the suit into his heart and soul. I came to the astonishing conclusion that he was indeed Santa Claus. It might sound silly to you that some guy I randomly met in a kitchen and played poker and softball with would turn out to be Kris Kringle, but hear me out. 

			No, he doesn’t live at the North Pole. 

			No, he doesn’t fly around the world delivering gifts at a pace that defies the laws of physics. Nor does he own a reindeer, let alone nine.

			But this man has proven to me time and again that he truly is the human manifestation of the spirit of Christmas. Nothing means more to him, especially around Christmas, than bringing love and joy to everyone he comes across, from stranger to best friend, from child to senior citizen. The amount of happiness I’ve seen him bring to people over the years is incalculable. It’s an uncanny gift that could only be possessed by the true Santa Claus.

			I eventually moved home and was reunited with my friend, who had changed drastically since we first met—and all for the better. Older and wiser of course and even a little bigger, naturally… This is Santa we’re talking about after all! But there was also this new quality of selflessness that I didn’t recall from before. 

			That first winter home began with a night where everything changed for me. I went to a community tree-lighting event that advertised Santa Claus himself would be there! Surely, I couldn’t miss such an opportunity to meet the real Santa. Upon his arrival, I thought something looked awfully familiar about St. Nick… The way he talked, the way he looked. To my surprise, even behind a stunning beard as white as snow, I realized who it was.

			So I watched as this master of ceremonies lit the trees in the center of town to a rousing ovation by its citizens. Then every single family, one by one, went up to meet him and take a photo with the real Santa Claus. I was quite a distance away, admiring this from afar, hearing his “ho, ho, ho” ring out from time to time. The happiness of everyone filled the crisp New England winter air. 

			I wanted to go say “hi” to my friend before leaving, but the line never seemed to get any shorter, and I wasn’t about to cut in front of a bunch of kids who had been waiting patiently in the cold for their turn to climb  onto Santa’s lap and wish for whatever it was they hoped to find under the tree Christmas morning.

			But that night changed my perception. I saw Billy truly as Santa Claus. 

			Shortly thereafter, he brought me up to speed on the duty he has to keep the Christmas spirit alive for everyone he sees. He told me how he can give any Scrooge or Grinch a pure heart with the innocence of a child.

			Christmastime is a magical time of the year. People are nicer and more charitable. But it all starts with Santa Claus, and he takes that responsibility very seriously. 

			Okay, so back to that thing I mentioned about me being an elf…

			No, I’m not one-foot tall.

			No, I don’t make toys.

			No, I don’t have pointed ears… unless you count the prosthetics in my closet.

			I became Santa’s “Chief Elf” to help him spread his joy to countless others. I told him to let me handle the logistics and I would create a well-oiled sled… er, machine… so he could focus on what he does best—bringing joy into the lives of so many people. I even helped him expand a single Christmas Eve visit into an entire night’s worth of visits, which have been some of the most magical moments in people’s lives. I mean, what would you do if you were a kid and found Santa under the tree delivering presents at 2am on Christmas morning? That’s a priceless gift that I was happy to help him bring to so many.

			At
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