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A CHRISTMAS TREE FOR GOD 

(a Writer’s Digest prize winning story) 

By Elizabeth Mac Donald Burrows 

     There existed a small valley at the edge of the Great Forest.  Here, the land dipped 
down in graceful mounds, forming an almost smooth, contoured, oval-shaped bowl.  
Because the valley was some distance from the forest, its only vegetation was a large and 
ancient pine tree which gave shelter to nomadic birds and occasional wandering animals.   
The great tree had stood there for centuries, tall and graceful, pointing its symmetric top 
toward the heavens. Sometimes, in its season, it produced large pinecones, vibrantly 
brown against its emerald pine needles.  Because it was separated from the distant trees, 
however, which were able to protect one another, the Aged One had to learn to bend with 
the mischievous wind that often danced across the valley singing a mournful tune.  
Nonetheless the tree had learned the value of the wind, for during the winter when the 
snow lay heavy upon its boughs the wind shook the tree and caused the heavy snow to 
fall in whitened plumes around its trunk.    Without this the limbs would have broken and 
left the tree standing stark and barren against the changing seasons.  Eventually it would 
have been destroyed. 
 Each year, during the height of the winter snow, the Aged One could hear the 
joyful shouts of children in the distant forest and the sharp sound of an axe laying its 
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blade upon the wood.  Although it had never seen a child, a fallen tree, or heard of 
Christmas, it somehow knew that this happy sound heralded some special event, for it 
always came when the snow was piled white and deep and the wind’s icy chill whipped 
across the valley.  Now that time had come to pass again, for far away rose the faint 
sound of happy shouts.  This time, for some reason, the Aged One felt a sense of 
loneliness, a sense of incompleteness, but it knew not why.  After all, it had stood in this 
same spot through the sweet smell of blossoms in the summer’s heat and the cold frosted 
hand of autumn’s chill for many years.  Why then did the pewter-colored sky and 
branches laden with diamond flakes now create this sensation so foreign to its nature? 
 As the Aged One stood alone in its valley, some distance way in the stark 
concrete jungle of human life, a man named Ernest also rose to greet the day.  Unlike the 
tree, he knew why he felt the heaviness of the gray skies and the howl of the icy wind.  
Looking down from his bedroom window, he watched the wind’s fury form patterns of 
ice on the sidewalks below and felt its cold as well as his aloneness.  The Christmas 
season had come once more and Ernest knew that he would again see only the narrow 
confines of his four walls and feel the void of a world that passed him by unheeded, 
without offer of a simple smile.  He was one of the forgotten ones.   

As an accountant for a large firm, those that Ernest worked with considered him 
stuffy and dull.  Therefore his fellow workers paid little heed to him, and at company 
parties everyone celebrated without speaking.  It was as though he did not exist.  His 
fellow workers did not mean to be cruel, but Ernest always stood on the sidelines quietly, 
his shoulders stooped by hours of bending over the company books.  Usually, he would 
take one small drink and leave, returning to his small apartment, clean and tidy, but stark.  
This was the sum of his Christmas.  After the holidays had passed Ernest always breathed 
a sigh of relief, as his loneliness and pain would ease with the birth of the spring flowers 
and warming rays of the golden sun. 

On this day, as the accountant prepared his rather sparse breakfast, he looked out 
of the kitchen window and again watched the falling snow.  Usually he saw only the 
squalled brick walls of the building opposite to the window, but today it was semi-hidden 
by large flakes twirling in random patterns against its almost opaque barrier.  He 
preferred the windows in his living room and bedroom; for then he could see the streets 
and feel the pulse of the people walking by and feel less alone.  Today, however, was 
Saturday. As yet, the streets below were void of the usual shoppers scurrying to make 
some holiday purchases  before the church bells at St. Christopher’s, a block away, tolled 
the arrival of its customary weekend morning mass. Somehow without people, the streets 
looked even more cold and ghostly.  In spite of this Ernest decided to take a walk, if for 
no other reason than to escape the day-to-day sameness of his surroundings. 

Walking over to the coat-tree standing by the door, Ernest put on his high-topped 
galoshes, winter coat and a tan hat with broad ear flaps. Then he wrapped a red woolen 
scarf around his neck and went out to greet the cold.   As he stepped into the street, the 
wind tore at him, as though to avert him from leaving his stark life behind. For a moment 
the accountant almost turned back, but the vision of his life’s sameness seemed more 
haunting than the icy chill of the winter’s day.  For once, boldness filled his soul and a 
sense of excitement caused his heart to beat a bit faster as he faced the unknown, for he 
did not know where he would walk – only that he would.  This was the first time in his 
whole life that Ernest dared to embark upon the road of exploration. 
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Eventually Ernest left the city behind and made his way into the forest standing 
tall and green on the outskirts of the pulsing rhythm of the metropolis.  Although he had 
been there a few times during the summer, today was different.  There was no shining sun 
in the sky to warm him, only the deep grays of the dense cloud cover, filled with the 
ominous forecast of more snow.  As he entered the forest, it greeted him with a silence 
not unlike that which reigned over St. Christopher’s during the six unholy weekdays.  
Tall stately trees laden with snow-covered boughs reached their branches toward the 
heaven, while beneath them the snow lay in small white drifts. As Ernest looked up, he 
felt as though he was viewing giant sentinels standing guard over heaven and earth.  

At that moment the accountant thought he heard a call.  It came like a soft 
whisper stealing across the still and silent terrain.  It formed no words, but rather became 
a soundless sound within an already muted world that now enfolded and separated him 
from the surge of human life bound to the distant city’s concrete prison.  This time Ernest 
did not question the sudden urge that moved his feet forward, for the diamond studded 
forest held him entranced and the orderly accountant part of him succumbed to its’ 
enchantment.   

After climbing a small hill Ernest came upon the valley where stood the Aged 
One.  The valley spread out before him like a white phantasm, for there was no sound 
except the faint moaning of the wind as it crossed the unmarred surface of the valley’s 
smooth contour.  It was the great tree, however, which held him in muted wonder.  As 
Ernest stood looking at it he realized their loneness connected them to each other.  He, 
the unnoticed accountant confined within the walls of a concrete maze, and the tree, a 
silent sentinel held imprisoned by the windswept valley with its passing seasons.  

They looked long at each other; the Aged One felt no awe over seeing its first 
human, for it was simply a tall rough pinewood without mind to think.  Yet, it sensed 
something new and intangible.   It knew not that it was a sense of unity and 
companionship, Ernest, however, knew, and as he walked toward the great tree he looked 
up at the Aged One’s peak reaching toward the ashen winter sky.  He thought that it was 
perhaps the most magnificent thing he had ever seen and touched it gently when he 
reached its rough contoured trunk.  

The Aged One felt the accountant’s gentle touch.  Although it could not speak it 
made little difference, for Ernest and the great tree were of kindred spirit for a single 
moment of timelessness, their souls mingling in the frosted touch of the winter’s white 
caress.  Finally, the accountant spoke to it, “We both seek the same thing, you and me.  
We seek the end of aloneness.  You strive to reach the heavens and I know how hard that 
is.  You do not realize this, but all my life I have sought to find a gift worthy to give to 
God.  Now I have found you, a magnificent splendor standing tall against the endless 
wind, strong beneath the torrents of falling rain and the heat of the summer sun,  and 
giving shelter to the birds and beasts without care whether they are rich or poor, or fat or 
thin.  My friend, you shall become my gift to God. 

“Now I must go,” Ernest said softly, and he again patted the rough wooded 
surface of the Aged One. “Christmas is coming and you must be made ready.  But, I 
promise I shall return.” 

Each afternoon thereafter, except for Saturday and Sunday, the great tree saw 
Ernest coming toward him in the wane of winter’s day.  It could see the light of the 
snowmobile Ernest had dared to purchase, along with its little wagon full of strange 
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things, long before the accountant, himself, arrived.  The Aged One little knew that the 
meek little man had never driven a snowmobile before, but that he had dare to venture 
beyond the realm of his concrete world just to adorn the tree with Christmas finery that it 
might be made pleasing in the eyes of God.  On Saturdays and Sundays Ernest arrived in 
the early morning, bringing a small sandwich and thermos of hot chocolate to ward off 
the frigid winter’s lay.  Then the Aged One would feel Ernest’s touch and feel his feet 
climbing among its many snowy branches as the accountant hung starry white lights and 
glistening snowflakes on its boughs.  Because of its’ adornments, the dim light of the icy 
days graced the Aged One with an added translucent glow, and when infrequent 
moonlight touched it with nocturne’s silent night it became a glistening sentinel, strong 
and tall reaching toward the starry splendor of mysterious worlds. 

The office where Ernest worked let their employees off early for the usual 
Christmas party on the afternoon of Christmas Eve.  This time, however, the accountant 
did not partake of his usual single drink, for he was filled with excitement.  Today was 
the day, the day he had waited for most of his life.  It was the day of giving.   

Naturally, those who worked with Ernest had noticed something different about 
this timid man who spent his days leaning over a computer in his silent nook.  He seemed 
to have an unusually animated air about him and a light within his eyes, as though he 
contained some indescribable secret world they could not enter. Although they had 
wondered about this change which had come upon him they did not pry, for something 
about him forbid they do so.  Yet, they were now prone to say good morning and smile 
when they greeted him, and he would nod in return, hugging his secret close. 

The accountant hurried away shortly after the office closed and went to pick up 
his snowmobile.  He had kept it stored at the edge of rising towers of concrete and steel, 
and dirty splattered snowy streets.  Filling the snowmobile with gasoline Ernest hooked 
up the little wagon with its very special cargo, pulled down his tan winter hat with ear 
flaps, buttoned his somewhat worn coat up tightly, and then wrapped the familiar red 
shawl around his throat. Mounting, he turned the key and the engine roared to life.  Off 
he went into the almost opaque gray of the chilling day. 

Arriving at his destination, Ernest looked up at the Aged One with great delight, 
and going over to it he touched it gently as he had done every day since they had met.  
Then he went over to the little wagon and removed its precious cargo.  It was very heavy, 
but the accountant paid no heed, for this was the hour of Illumination.  Dragging the 
generator closer to the tree, the accountant reached for the cord that connected the tiny 
stars to those beyond the border of the pewter clouds and now falling snow. As Ernest 
plugged the cord into the generator, the tree stood ablaze with one thousand sparks of 
starlight, turning the crystallized snowflakes into contours of etched diamonds. 

Kneeling beneath the branches of the Aged One and touching its cold and knurly 
bark, the accountant raised his eyes to toward the sky, “Oh Father, thou hast cared for me. 
I have not known hunger, nor have I been without shelter.  Long I have sought to give 
you something in return, but found nothing worthy. While, I do not know if anyone has 
ever given you a Christmas tree, here in the wonder of this Valley I found this great tree.  
It alone portrays all of the qualities of heaven and earth, strength – courage – endurance – 
selflessness and beauty.  I adorned it with your robes of heaven and now I present it to 
you.  Merry Christmas, oh Lord.” 
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The moment the lighted stars burst forth upon its boughs, the Aged One finally 
understood the chopping sound and the children’s voices it heard every year. It also 
understood that because of its friend, it had been transformed into a Christmas tree. 
Gently it shook its branches; sending a cascade of snow over the kneeling figure that no 
longer felt the cold, only love.  
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DR. HINKLEDORFFER’S 120-CALORIE DIET 
 

By Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 

 
 I met Dr. Hinkledorffer a number of years ago, although he did not introduce me 
to his 120-calorie diet at that time.  Perhaps, it was because I was young and beautiful, or 
so I liked to pretend, as both age and the pounds crept upon me one-by-one. 
 Dr. Hinkledorffer is a very interesting man and he does not have one single ounce 
of body fat.  He is tall and lean, talented, and considered very intelligent.  Nevertheless, 
as the years passed and I continued to add both years and pounds, I became very 
interested in exactly how the doctor managed to maintain his leanness.  I did not feel that 
I could ask him such a personal question, however, even though he had been thumping on 
my back, weighing me, and taking samples of my blood for a very long time. 
 
 

Perhaps – he’s a vampire I thought, and I wondered if vampires ever got 
fat.  The ones in the movies always appeared slender enough.  After 
thinking the matter over for a time, I decided that, whether he was a 
vampire or not, did not make any difference; I, for one, was not going on a 
diet of blood 

 
 
 
  “I know,” I thought to myself.  “He probably lives on air.  That would  
              do it.     Certainly he did not look like he could cook.   
                         The next morning, as I prepared to start my deep breathing exercises, I                        
remembered   a story one of my professors told, “It seemed, that once upon a time a 
farmer decid  farmer thought that his horse should become a breatharian.  Then, there 
be no necessity to feed it and this would save him money. So, the farmer put his horse on 
a diet of fresh air. Eventually the horse became a breatharian, after which it died.” 
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 “Oh well,” I said to myself, “How fortunate I am that I do not have to go through 
what appeared to be another horrible diet ordeal because I might die.”  Hastily, I headed 
for the bacon and fried a couple of eggs. 
 
  It was finally time to visit Dr. Hinkledorffer again.  He was as slender as  
             ever. As for me, it seemed that I was now another year older and the  
  scale now climbed a bit higher.  I was having shortness of breath,   
              palpitation of the heart and edema, but I convinced myself that things 
could have       been worse; I might have become a breatharian and be dead. 
 
 
Dr. Hinkledorffer was very kind.  I said something about being fat, and he kindly 
informed me that no one is fat, only large.  He was very tactful; he did not mention the 
fact that I was certainly getting larger, even as he put me on blood pressure pills, 
diuretics, and aspirin. 
 By this time I had also heard of some kind of seafood diet.  It never dawned on 
me that they meant fish. I thought they meant, “I see food and eat it”. Besides I had now 
been convinced that I was not fat, although perhaps a tiny bit larger. 
 As the days passed and I continued to become a bit larger, I decided I would just 
have to ask Dr. Hinkledorffer how he stayed so trim.  Of course, I knew that he exercised 
– but so did I.  Through the years I had worked out at least three days at the gym, used ab  
rollers and ab stretchers, elipictical, Pilates, tread mill, rubber tubing & yoga, Yoga had 
worked well, but now I couldn’t get one leg over the other leg, let alone around my neck.  
 Braving the possibility of humiliation, lunacy and hopelessness, I decided to ask 
Dr. Hinkledorffer exactly what advice he gave to his larger patients, although I having a 
difficult time admitting that I was one.  He looked at me kindly, but his eyes lit up with 
great joy, kind of like he thought I would never ask. 
 
  “It has to do with the 120-calorie diet,” he replied.  “The average   
              person will gain a pound of fat if they take in 3,500 calories (Dr.   
               Hinkledorffer is always very precise) and they will lose a pound of fat  
  if they lose 3,500 calories.  Of course, to lose that much in a week would 
 
 
 
 require too much effort on the part of most patients.  Therefore, I suggest that they go for 
a reduction of only 120 calories a day.  That way they will lose at least a pound every 
month. For instance if they eat four cookies, they should eat only two.  If they have three 
pancakes, they should reduce their quantity by one.  It’s really very easy.” 
 As I said, Dr. Hinkledorffer is a very kind doctor, he did not say, “Try it – it will 
easy”.  He left the decision completely up to me. 
 On my leaving his office, he said, “One other thing; I never want a patient to 
become discouraged.  If a month goes by and they do not lose a pound, but they haven’t 
gained either, that is indeed a marvelous victory.”  Obviously he knew my weaknesses. 
 I liked Dr. Hinkledorffer’s psychology, although I did not formally commit to his 
plan.  Strangely, that afternoon when I put my hand in the cookie jar to extract a couple 
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of cookies, I said to myself.  “I will want some after dinner, so why don’t I just have one 
for now.  I felt Dr. Hinkledorffer’s would have been proud of me.   
After dinner, I found that I was actually full and decided to take only one cookie instead 
of two.  The way I figured it, I had reduced my calorie intake that day by 220 calories 
without even trying.  My conscience and I slept peacefully that night. 
 Dr. Hinkledorffer had not told me that his 120-calorie diet was like eating, only in 
reverse.  Whenever I picked something up to eat I thought about how easy it was to not 
include 120 calories.  Soon my daily intake had dropped by 200 calories, then 300, and 
then 500.  After a rather short period of time, I got on the scale and found I had lost seven 
pounds.   
 
  Therefore I am revealing Dr. Hinkledorffer’s secret, hoping it will   
              help you as much as it helped me, and if you are not one of the larger  
  people – perhaps you can pass it on to someone who is.  It is fun and it  
             really works. 
 
 
 
   If by some chance you wish to contact me, and you cannot find 
me, you will know that I have become completely invisible due to Dr. Hinkledorffer’s 
120-calorie diet plan. 
 

 
 
 
  
By the way, Dr. Hinkledorffer, although that is not his real name, is a brilliant 
Cardiologist, as well as Chief-of-Staff, at a major hospital.  One day I did ask him what 
he tells his patients, when he knows they should lose weight.  This story was created to 
depict exactly how he looks upon his larger patients, as well as to reveal his special diet 
plan.  It is intended to help anyone who is just a tiny bit larger than they want to be.   
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IN TAO IT IS SAID 

 
 
See beyond the person… 
See beyond the family… 
See – even beyond the object… 
 
 

Maya Sangh was sitting one day beneath a banyan tree in a very dejected state 
when his master passed by. 

“Maya Sangh, why are you so troubled?” the master asked. 
“Oh master, something terrible has happened.”  Maya Sangh replied.  “I went to 

visit God who is effable light and joy but He has turned into an old woman.” 
The master looked kindly at the young student and asked, “But have you not been 

taught that God is all things?  Therefore, is it not possible he is the old woman?” 
“Oh master, surely not!”  The young lad replied.  “The old woman is ugly and 

God is beautiful.” 
“Remember, Maya Sangh; God is knowable but cannot be seen.  Perhaps you 

believe the woman is ugly only because you have failed to look within her.  Now I 
suggest you return to your meditation and seek until you have learned her lessons.” 
 Maya Sangh looked glumly at his master and returned to meditation.   
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 As he did so he remembered the times he paid very little attention to his elders 
and talked back to his teachers.  
 Immediately he felt quite sorrowful over his actions.  However, he still continued to 
meditate as the master had bid him.  
 Eventually Maya Sangh began to feel deep compassion as he viewed the barren, 
lonely life of the old woman. Finally, in his mind, he went to her and offered his hand 
that he might be as her son thereby insuring she would never be lonely again.   
 As the young lad, who aspired to be one with God, did so, the outer features of the 
old woman began to change and he saw the glory of her true self - It was his beloved 
God. 
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JACOB’S CHRISTMAS GIFT 
 

Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
 

 The streets of city were filled with holiday shoppers going from store to store to 
hunt for special bargains.  It had snowed the night before, and, with it, the magic of 
Christmas had begun to encapsulate the city.  Suddenly, everyone had developed a sense 
of politeness.   They even started smiling at one another, where, earlier, lethargy had 
embraced the country from coast to coast, bringing a sense of helplessness in its wake.   
During this time of darkness, people walked with a frown on their faces, participated in 
road rage and grumbled at clerks.  No one seemed happy, and the press touted the bad 
economic news morning, noon and night.   
 Many thought, quite naturally, that Christmas had come too soon.  Others looked 
into their wallets and purses and knew that they could not really afford Christmas.  Jobs 
had been cut, incomes reduced, and food prices had escalated.  It simply was not a good 
year for Christmas. Yet, as the snow fell, everyone felt something stir within them, 
memories of joyful singing, family gatherings and little children shouting joyfully as they 
beheld the wonder of Santa’s passing.  Now, with the fell of snow, people grasped at the 
memories of seasons gone by.  With these remembrances came the warmth of Christmas 
giving as each began to wonder what they could give to those they loved.  Thus, the 
streets resounded with the sound holiday music, honking horns and ringing church bells. 
 For one, however, Christmas’s past brought only pain.  He was Jacob, a noble 
biblical name given to him by his mother when he was but hours old.  As Jacob walked 
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along the ever darkening wet streets flanked with snow, he tried not to think of years past 
with their glowing fireplaces, tall glistening trees decked out in tinseled array, and 
presents galore decorated in bright ribbons and bows.  Although his clothes were now in 
tatters and his last business jacket hung in torn strips over his tall thin frame, he still 
walked with dignity, refusing to allow the vagrancies of life to defeat the last vestiges of 
respectability.  
 A cold front had begun to move in from the North and a slight wind began to flow 
through the stark trees, void of leaves, standing tall and muted against an ever-graying 
sky.  With the wind and changing sky came the promise of more snow.   Jacob felt the 
cold, for he was flesh and blood like those who wore puffy winter coats, warm boots and 
brightly colored woolen hats, although his own feet were encased in a pair of worn shoes, 
with wet cardboard filling in holes where the leather once was. As he walked he looked, 
not only at passer-bys who paid him no heed, but he looked for a sheltered area where he 
could escape the sharp cold of the winter’s sting.   
 Passing by an alley, Jacob noticed a doorway with a single step leading to the 
inside.  The doorway was closed, but with care Jacob felt he could hover between the 
wall and the concrete rise of the step, and perhaps find a bit of warmth.  Looking around 
he also saw some discarded newspapers lying in a damp pile.  As Jacob separated the 
papers, he found that most of those on the bottom were dry. Knowing that they had been 
thrown away he had no reluctance in taking the papers, first wrapping his feet and then 
putting the remainder of them over him in layers.  With the overhanging eve to ward off 
the snow, as well as the step to create a measure of protection from the wind, Jacob had a 
momentary sense of well-being.  As he curled beneath the warming pages of the dire 
economic predictions of the press, he felt only comfort.  Soon he fell asleep.   
 As Jacob slept he found himself in a tunnel, traveling through time and space.  
When the last fragment of wakefulness departed, he suddenly stood in front of a 
fireplace, which seemed alive as the splendor of curling flames ate away at a cheerful 
Yule log.  The fire crackled in merry abandonment, occasionally sending embers 
shooting out against a colorful fire screen.  In the corner stood large Christmas tree, 
adorned with multi-colored lights and gleaming colored balls in gold and silver.  To 
further enhance the tree’s beauty, it was adorned with an abundance of small crystal 
icicles.  These hung from its limbs, catching the colored rays of the Christmas tree lights.  
And beneath its branches were tantalizing shapes and sizes, all wrapped in bright paper 
tied with colorful ribbons and bows.  The sound of carolers rose outside the big bay 
window as Jacob raised a glass of eggnog to his lips.  He saw that he was not alone.  His 
lovely wife of seven years stood near, with her hand on the fireplace and a sweet smile 
upon her lips.  Jacob felt excitement, for he had gotten Nora a beautiful pearl necklace.  It 
too, like other gifts, lay beneath the tree in a blue velvet box. It pleased him to think how 
happy it would make Nora.   
 That particular Christmas had indeed been a happy one, but it was also the last 
that Jacob would know.  Soon everything would change, including the loss of his job.  
Unconscious memories crowded across the screen in Jacobs mind, and he was again 
propelled forward through time.  He did not want to go, of course, for he knew what he 
would see. Yet no one can stop time, including Jacob‘s dream, for that which has passed 
cannot be changed. 
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 A door opened.  Then a doctor came out and motioned Jacob in, his face somber.  
Inside of the doctor’s office Jacob found his wife sitting, pale and trembling, and trying 
to hold back tears.   After he had seated himself beside her, he reached out a hand to clasp 
hers.  Jacob knew from the doctor’s seriousness, that something was wrong.  Although he 
knew that Nora had not been feeling well for a while, he thought perhaps it was because 
she was despondent over not being able to conceive a child.  They had always wanted a 
family, but somehow nature seemed to turn a deaf ear.  In fact, that is why they had set 
this appointment up in the first place. 
 It was cancer, the doctor said, a serious form of esophagus cancer, now in its 
fourth stage.  Jacob looked at the doctor in disbelief, and reaching over; he put his arm 
around his wife, who was sobbing by this time.  The prognosis was not good, but the 
doctor believed that a serious round of chemotherapy, and perhaps radiation, would 
hopefully put the cancer into remission.  That was all that could be done, he explained, 
other than a healthy food regime, liquid vitamins and a lot of prayers. 
 In the end they had done it all, but to no avail. Just as the autumn leaves turned 
tawny, with touches of tangerine, and the distant mountains were kissed with the first hint 
of snow, Nora was laid to rest beneath the branches of a weeping willow tree.  This 
particular tree had always been her favorite, and now it’s’ drooping branches, with their 
changing colors, swayed over her in silent mime.  Jacob like to think that the tree was 
gently singing to her, helping Nora’s body to rest in peace and her soul to dance among 
the angels.  He knew he would see her again one day, but that seemed far away.  At the 
moment he felt a deep pain; she was now a face he would see only his dreams and a 
memory which would pass through his emptiness. 
 A short time after Nora had gone to dwell with the angels, just as the Christmas 
holidays loomed, the Advertising Agency Jacob worked for decided to terminate those 
employees who were not producing well enough to meet the Agency’s requirement.  
Jacob was one of those.  During the last few months he had been pre-occupied with 
Nora’s health and found it necessary to reduce the cost of private nursing by staying at 
her bedside.  For a time, it had worked out all right and he had been able to maintain, 
what had been, a successful advertising career.  Eventually, however, the long hours and 
lack of sleep had taken their toll, and the inner fire over being at the top had died.  The 
advertising company was ruthless.  With them it was produce or leave. 
 Soon, because the heavy indebtedness which the cancer treatment incurred, and 
because he had no job, Jacob was evicted from his home.  When his unemployment ran 
out, he was left to the ways of the homeless. Although he had tried to get a job, the 
advertising company he worked for would not give him a recommendation.  
Unfortunately, he knew little but advertising. Deeply depressed and bearing a sense of 
uselessness, Jacob began to wander the streets until he looked no different than the other 
homeless, except for his worn business suit jacket.  Each day he tried to make himself 
presentable, and then he went to stand with those who hoped someone would pick them 
up for a day job.  Sometimes, he did get work, and when he received his pay he shared it 
with those who had no food.  They, in turn, fed him when he was hungry.  Somehow the 
days passed in gray array, surviving – yet dead. 
 As the cold began to pierce Jacob’s newspaper blanket, he stirred.  Realizing that 
he was quite stiff from laying a hunched position he slowly stretched out his legs.  
Finally, he sat up, somewhat dazed.  Once he got his bearing, however, Jacob 
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remembered seeing Nora’s face in his dream.  It had been good, that moment of 
remembrance, and so very real.  Yet Jacob knew that it had only been a dream, a passing 
fragment of another life.   
 By this time Jacob discovered that his body hungered for some morsel of food.  
Standing up, he drew the tattered suit jacket around his thin frame and turned toward 
Main Street. After all it was almost Christmas, he thought, and perhaps the Christmas 
Spirit would touch the hearts of those who passed him by and they would give him a few 
coins for a hot drink, or a chocolate bar. 
 As he walked, Jacob drew is tattered jacket around him even tighter, for the 
weather had taken a sudden turn for the worse and wind felt as though it was blowing 
directly from the North Pole.  It cut through the sparse layers of his clothing, numbing his 
feet which had no protection but layers of wet cardboard. The few shoppers, who were 
still out, passed him by without concern.  After all he was a drifter, one would not work 
for his keep, but sought handouts from those who toiled by day.   Even though it was 
Christmas, Jacob was not worthy in their eyes, to receive a warm jacket, a hot drink or a 
sliver of chocolate.  Although he had approached Main Street with a measure of hope, he 
was not surprised that people passed him by, for he was used to the disdain of 
humankind.  Once, he had been just like them.  
 Abruptly a faint, almost mewing, pierced the inroads of Jacob’s mind.  He 
stopped to listen, thinking that perhaps a tiny kitten had been abandoned.  The sound 
seemed to come from a brushy section nearby.  Forgetting his hunger and cold for the 
moment Jacob moved toward the sound.  There appeared to be nothing to see, except a 
large paper sack under a nearby bush.  Then the sound came again.  It emanated from the 
sack.  When he bent to look, Jacob was dumbfounded by what he saw.  Wrapped in a thin 
little blanket was a baby.  It was trembling and turning bluish because of the cold.  Its 
tiny voice could not utter a sound past a weak mew and it tiny blue eyes looked up at 
Jacob, as though in question. 
 Hastily Jacob tore off his coat and wrapped it around the infant, trying to bind the 
hanging strips tightly so as to better ward off the chill.  Once surrounded by coat, a bit of 
color began to come back into the tiny face, but Jacob knew that the baby must be taken 
to a hospital. 
 Leaving Main Street, Jacob made his way toward the edge of town.  He knew 
there was a large hospital there and that the baby would be cared for.  As he walked 
through the piled snow, he could no longer feel his feet, and the wind tore sharply 
through his patched shirt.  He did not care, however, for a miracle had happened, and he 
hugged the tiny infant close to him in an effort to give it what warmth he could.   The last 
possession from his past had become his Christmas present to this tiny child.  With his 
giving came great happiness, a happiness that overcame hunger and cold, and he thought; 
“What a great gift it is - just to be able to give”. 
 Looking down at the bundle in his arms, Jacob whispered, “Merry Christmas little 
one, I give you this jacket, which is my most cherished possession.  And with it, my life - 
that you may have life.” 
 Pushing the fabric aside for a moment he gently touched the tiny hand, which was 
no longer clenched against the cold, but rested quietly against its fragile infant body.  
Hastily, Jacob moved the fabric back, lest the baby become cold again. 
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 Finally, they reached the hospital, and as Jacob walked inside with his precious 
bundle the nurses looked at him with a measure of disgust.  They were somewhat used to 
seeing drifters, but this was not a hospital for the poor.  The poor were sent to the county 
hospital on the other side of town.  Here they accepted only people who had adequate 
medical coverage, or could pay for their care.  
 Walking up to the information station, holding the child gently, Jacob started to 
ask the woman where he should take the baby.  Before he could get the words out of his 
mouth, however, the receptionist, Miss Quiby, glared at him and spoke, saying, “We 
cannot accept you here.   You will have to go to the county hospital for treatment.  It is 
unlikely that you have any insurance coverage, or do you?” 
 Jacob shook his head. 
 “Then, you will have to leave.  And please take that dirty pile of clothing with 
you.  This is a hospital.” 
 Not wishing to appear rude, but knowing that his tiny charge needed medical 
attention; Jacob folded back the old coat.  Quickly he spoke before the startled woman at 
the reception area could recover her composer, “I found this child abandoned in a brown 
paper bag along side of the road.  It has been exposed to the cold and needs medical 
attention.  I fear it may not survive if I am forced to take it to the county hospital.  This 
hospital was chosen because it was the closest. Please, please, I ask no care, only care for 
the baby.” 
 Miss Quiby shook her head, but she indicated that Jacob should wait while she 
went to get someone. 
 Soon, the receptionist appeared again, and behind her a young doctor.  Taking the 
baby quickly out of Jacob’s hands the doctor opened the coat to do a cursory 
examination, noting the infant was a little girl.  Obviously the infant was dehydrated, 
hungry, and had not had its handkerchief diaper changed since its birth. Quickly he called 
for help on his pager.  Soon the infant was whisked away, while Jacob was led into a 
room and told to wait.  Certainly he did not mind waiting, for the hospital was warm. 
Before long, as the warmth began to pierce his body, he also began to get some feeling 
back in his feet.  It was, however, a bit painful.  From this Jacob assumed that he had a 
touch of frostbite.  
 It was not long before the young doctor was back without the baby, but towing a 
couple of police officers.  The officers began to interrogate Jacob about how he got the 
baby, where was it found, and all the particulars.  After considerable questioning, the 
officers reached the conclusion that Jacob was simply some homeless drifter, and, 
fortunately, one who had the good sense to bring a foundling in for medical aid.   
 Looking, at Jacob, one of the officers said, “You can go now.  We see no reason 
to keep you, but be sure that you don’t loiter around here.  It is a hospital, you know.” 
 On leaving the hospital Jacob looked for his coat, but he did not see it.  
Apparently, they had taken it when they took the baby, and had probably discarded it 
somewhere.  Jacob shrugged.  He knew that he would not live long in the cold outer 
world, unless he could find another alley and some more paper, or even a large garbage 
container.  As he stepped outside, the weather seemed colder than ever, and the sky had 
started to darken as the day waned into late afternoon.  He walked briskly in an effort to 
feel the numbing cold less, but to no avail.   
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 Before long, Jacob could not feel his feet or his hands, and his eyes were having a 
hard time focusing.  He looked for some crevice to ward off the piercing waves of winter 
chill, but he found none.  And he was beginning to get sleepy, although he knew that was 
not a good sign.  Yet, he did not mind too much, for he was happy that there had been a 
Christmas for him after all. The baby he had found would live, because he had been able 
to give it a Christmas present.   
 At last, Jacob could go no further, and, upon seeing a scruffy bit of brush, he 
slowly walked over and sat down beside it, trying to get what frugal shelter the bush 
could provide.  Just as his eyes began to close Jacob saw a long white-stretch limousine 
pull up in front of him.  Immediately a chauffeur jumped out of the car and stepped to the 
back of the vehicle and opened the door.  Out stepped a tall handsome man, richly attired 
in formal clothes. His brownish-red hair hung to his shoulders, and his beard was of the 
same color.  Around his shoulders hung a heavy red velvet cape lined with gold.   
 On approaching Jacob, the stranger looked down, his gray eyes filled with deep 
compassion. “I can see that you are cold Jacob.  Here, take my cloak”, he said softly. 
 On removing his cloak, he wrapped it around Jacob’s frail body. 
 Jacob, too cold to notice that the stranger called him by name, tried to protest, for 
he was afraid that he would get the cloak dirty.  Although he could not speak through his 
frozen lips, he somehow sensed that the stranger was not concerned over his cloak.  As 
Jacob looked up at the stranger’s face, he saw something he had never seen before.  Light 
seemed to encircle the man’s head, and when he looked into his eyes, he saw that they 
were a gray as the snow clouds overhead and as unfathomable.  Then, for a fraction of 
second, Jacob even thought he saw Nora in them.   
 Immediately, the stranger knelt beside Jacob, and Jacob felt himself being picked 
up as though he were a child and carried toward the waiting limousine. 
 Once inside the vehicle Jacob immediately began to feel warmer.  It was then that 
he looked out the window and saw an amazing sight; a derelict was sitting all frozen stiff 
by a tiny thorn bush.  He knew somehow that was himself, but it wasn’t.  Turning, he 
looked at the stranger with questioning eyes.   
 “Ah! I see that you are more comfortable now, Jacob.” 
 “But, how do you know my name?” Jacob asked. 
 “You see Jacob, once I was a little baby and I born in a stable.  My parents 
wrapped me in a swaddling band and laid me in a manger.  I too was ignored and made 
fun of by many, but I did not care because I carried Christmas in my heart.  You, too, 
have carried Christmas in your heart, for you gave up your most cherished possession, 
your life that a tiny child might live.  That little baby girl, Jacob, would have come to you 
and Nora, had Nora lived.  She would have been your daughter.   
 “Because you gave Ann-Marie, for that is what she will be named, her life, she 
will become an orthopedic surgeon and save many little children from lameness, 
blindness and disfigurement. 
 “You see, Jacob, I always knows the names of those who give up their life for 
another, though it be a simple act of kindness, an act of love, or even their only coat to 
warm another. These are my people Jacob.  These are the ones who carry the Christmas 
Spirit in their hearts all of the days they walk the earth.  In the end, they, like you, glorify 
the Kingdom of Heaven with Light.” 
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 It was then that Jacob noticed that they were not driving down any city street, but 
seeming to rise aloft through the dark gray winter clouds.  When they broke through the 
clouds and Jacob saw a beautiful city. 
 Seeing the surprise on Jacobs face, the stranger spoke again, softly, “That is the 
City of the Angels Jacob. Unfortunately, I fear that I must depart from you as soon as we 
arrive, for there are yet others on earth I must attend to.” 
 Again, noting that Jacob’s face showed a measure of concern, the stranger broke 
into a half smile, adding, “Do not be alarmed Jacob, for I will not leave unattended. There 
is someone waiting for you.   
 On arrival at the City of the Angels, the stranger clasped Jacob’s hand, “Merry 
Christmas Jacob.  Now if you will but turn around you shall see the present I give to 
you.” 
 When Jacob turned, he saw a woman standing by the gate leading into the city.  It 
was Nora, and they ran toward each other with arms outstretched. As he clasped Nora in 
his arms, Jacob knew that this was the happiest Christmas he had ever known. 
 As they stood thus entwined, a melodious voice rang throughout all of heaven; 
 “Merry Christmas to all…  Keep Christmas in your heart every day of your life, 
for where it lives - I also dwell. 
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MAYA SANGH AND HIS FRIEND 

 
By  

Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows  
 
 

Sometimes there is reason why we cannot do what we want 
 

 Once upon a time there was a young lad named Maya Sangh, meaning “Illusion 
Talk”.  He aspired to become one with God.   
 One day Maya Sangh wanted to take a trip, but his master indicated that perhaps it 
was not the best time for him to undertake such a long journey.  At first, Maya Sangh was 
quite unhappy and behaved in a most unseemly manner for one who seeks to become one 
with God.  Then he decided to visit God and see why he could not go.  After all, God was 
more important than his master.  While on the journey to God, however, Maya Sangh saw 
a light a long distance away and, as it got closer he saw that it was the very person he 
wished to visit.  Then little Maya Sangh noticed something very peculiar.  He saw that his 
friend was carrying a very heavy burden and seemed intent on going to some special 
destination. 
 “Where are you going friend?”  Maya Sangh asked. 
 “Why, little Maya Sangh, I am taking this gift to God.”  His friend answered.  
 Maya Sangh was full of curiosity and asked, “What is in your present, friend?” 
 His friend replied, “It is a box full of all of the hatred and ignorance that I have 
helped to take from people in the world.  Unfortunately, I cannot stop but I see no reason 
why we cannot journey together.  Come with me - little Maya Sangh.” 
 When Maya Sangh finally opened his eyes, he looked around and saw a little, 
empty box at his feet.  He then realized both he and his friend were on a very long 
journey and that they were going in the same direction.  If they had taken time out to visit 
each other then perhaps the important journey would have been delayed. 
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 As the master walked by he saw Maya Sangh looking happily into the tiny, little 
box and said “How glad I am to see that you are no longer upset with me, little Maya 
Sangh, but now may I ask what you intend to do with your box?” 
 Maya Sangh looked reverently at his Master and replied, “Oh master, I am going 
to fill it with ignorance and hatred from the world, like my friend, and take it to God.” 
 The master smiled and walked on. 
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ONE MAGIC CHRISTMAS 
 

By Elizabeth McDonald Burrows 
 
 

The day was overcast and a whiteout made it difficult to tell exactly where the 
earth met the horizon.  It had snowed early that day, but more snow was expected to fall 
in the early evening.  This did not daunt the spirit of the people, however, because it was 
Christmas Eve. 

All through the village of Waverly, which nestled between high mountain ridges 
standing tall in diamond studded mounds and graceful valleys covered with winter’s 
heavy snow, plans to celebrate Christmas were in full progress.   

The local church had tuned its organ and candles for the midnight candlelight 
ceremony had been placed in careful rows. Down the street, a few doors from the church 
stood the annual Christmas tree with its 700 lights.  And, in preparation for the holiday, 
every home in the village was filled with the pre-Christmas smells of fresh baked 
pumpkin pie and hot apple cider. 

Aimee rested her head against the cold frosted window in bedroom and lookout 
over the frozen terrain.  Her nose melted the few ice crystals that had stuck to window 
during the recent freeze, leaving small circles of clear glass.  As she looked over the flat 
snow covered terrain, she allowed her eyes follow the meadow until it merged with a 
heavy grove of tall green pine trees flocked with mounds of glistening snow.   She knew 
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that there was a stream just beyond, and that the stream went into the village pond where 
skaters gathered skate during the winter in bright colored scarves and woolen mittens.  
Aimee knew these things because her father had taken her to see these wonders.   

Even now her father and her older brother, Tim, were out in one of the nearby 
pine groves searching for a Christmas tree.  They had not taken Aimee, however, for she 
was an invalid and the trip would have been too hard for her.   

The accident had happened four years earlier.  Tim had taken his younger sister 
for a ride the day after Christmas on his new red sled, called the Blade Runner.  They had 
made several trips down the hill on the outskirts of the village where all the sliders 
gathered.  Aimee, who was three, loved the feeling of the cold wind against her tiny 
cheeks and laughed gleefully as her brother steered the sled toward a level place at the 
bottom of the hill.   

 
Suddenly it happened; another sled came too close, and as Tim turned away to 

avoid a collision, his sled headed directly in the path of a tree.  He was unable to stop.  
The sled came to abrupt, almost upright, halt.  Both Tim and Aimee were thrown off.  

Tim, although stunned for a moment, finally managed to stand up and look 
around for his little sister.  He saw her unconscious form lying in crumpled heap at the 
base of a nearby tree.  Deeply concerned, he searched the top of hill for help.  
Immediately he spied two men rushing toward him, almost falling in their haste to get to 
them.  On their arrival, seeing that Tim appeared unharmed, although shaken, both men 
went over to tend to Aimee who had not moved.  One of the men picked her up in his 
arms and started up the hill, while the other man went over and pulled the Blade Runner 
off of the tree.  Then he went over to Tim, who was crying, and took his hand.  “It was 
not your fault, son, and there is nothing you can do here.  Obviously, a Doctor must 
check out Aimee.  Come on now.  Dry your tears and let us see if we can be of some 
help.” 

Holding Tim hand in order to comfort him and pulling the sled with the other, 
they began their ascent up the hill.  When they reached the top they immediately went 
over to Aimee, but she was still unconscious.  This frightened Tim, and he looked at the 
men “She will be all right won’t she?  I would never do anything to hurt my little sister, 
but I just couldn’t stop.” 

“I’m sure she will be all right son, but an ambulance is on its way and will take 
her to the hospital.  Why, don’t you let Sam here take you home so that you can tell your 
parents what has happened.  They will want to go to the hospital.” 

  Tim looked the two men, and then at Aimee’s lifeless body.  He was afraid to 
face his parents, because they had told him to be careful.  Yet, he knew the other sled had 
caused him to veer off the course and that he had tried his best to stop. 

Sam saw that the boy was frightened, “Tim, let me take you home.  I will go in 
with you to explain the situation, if you like. I fear your mother will be upset, not at you, 
but because Aimee is hurt.” 

Climbing up on the seat of the old faded blue pickup, Sam started the motor and 
pulled away from the hill, the old vehicle rattling along with its usual chug-chug.   

It was only short distance to Tim house and they arrived within a few minutes.  
Sam got out of car and went around, opening the door for Tim.  He helped the boy down 
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from his rather high seat, and, as they made their way to house, he held the boy’s hand in 
an effort to comfort him. 

Tim’s mother opened the door when they knocked. Her face, however, 
immediately developed a concerned look, “Where is Aimee”, she asked. 

“I’m afraid there was an accident”, Sam replied, “and they have taken Aimee to 
the hospital. I want you to know, however, that this young man is not at fault.  Another 
sled almost hit them. Tim turned the sled to miss it, but he hit a tree. I’m afraid that 
Aimee was knocked unconscious.  I did not see any outer signs of injury when I looked at 
her, but we all felt it best she be taken directly to the hospital.  I’ll be happy to drive 
you.” 

“First, I must call my husband.  He can meet us at the hospital.” Amanda replied.   
Then, seeing that her son was upset and crying again, his mother went over and 

took him in her arms, “It wasn’t your fault Timmy.  You must not blame yourself.  
Obviously you did all that you could do to keep from being hit by the other sled.   Right 
now, however, your sister needs us, so dry you tears and let Sam take us to the hospital.   

After calling her husband, Tim and his mother made their way to Sam’s old 
dilapidated pickup and climbed in.   

Within a short time they arrived at the hospital, where they found Tim’s father 
Bill waiting for them.  His face bore a solemn look.   

“Have you seen Aimee? Amanda asked. 
“Yes, she has regained consciousness, but the doctors would like to talk to us.  

They were waiting for you to arrive.” 
Turning to Sam, Bill asked, “Would you mind staying with Tim while we talk to 

the doctors.  He can go with us to see his sister a bit later.”  
Bill took Amanda’s arm and led her over to the reception desk. 
After a brief wait, Dr. Grey, the doctor currently on call, took Bill and Amanda 

down the hallway to his private office.  After they were seated, he began to speak, a note 
of somberness casting a shadow over his speech.  “As you know, Aimee has regained 
consciousness, but her spine has been injured.  Although her back is not broken, there is a 
great deal swelling which puts pressure on the spinal cord. 

“I hate to tell you this, but it possible that she will never walk again.  Injuries like 
this do sometimes heal, but there is no guarantee.  The swelling will, of course, recede, 
but how much trauma will remain is impossible to tell at this time.  You can hope, but I 
am not overly optimistic.” 

Amanda face turned white and she turned to grasp her husband’s arm, almost 
fainting. “Oh no”, she moaned, “Not our darling little Aimee.” 

Four years had passed since the accident and now Aimee was seven years old.  
 As her blue eyes looked over the snowy terrain, searching for her father and 
brother, her short blond hair curled around her face, creating an almost halo-like affect.   
In spite of being bound to a wheel chair, Aimee was always sunny and bright, and seldom 
complained about not being able to play like other children.  For one thing, she like to 
draw the things she saw beyond the windows, and, of course, Tim often came in to play 
games wither her.   

As Aimee looked out over the frosty wonderland she knew that her father and 
brother would soon appear pulling the family Christmas tree behind them.  Suddenly she 
felt like drawing.  Her art was a means to escape the imprisonment of the wheel chair and 
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it allowed her to do all the things that she could not do in life. And right now she wanted 
to walk in the snow more than anything else in the world. 

Reaching for her sketchbook, Aimee pulled it on to her lap and reached for her 
colored pencils.  She began to draw a little girl, much like herself, wearing red boots, a 
red woolen scarf, hat and gloves.  Next she colored in a blue coat.  After this she drew a 
snowman, and placed a handful of snow in her little girl’s hands.  Lastly, Aimee created 
snowflakes falling down from the sky, some fat and some thin but all lacy and white. 

When she was finished with her drawing, Aimee looked down on the picture and 
pretended that she was the little girl.  She envisioned herself walking in the snow with her 
red overshoes, and tried to feel the flakes turn to moisture as they touched her warm face. 
She laughed to her herself when her snowman came to life and doffed his rather 
dilapidated tall hat and smiled with his black button teeth.  She felt rather sorry for him, 
however, because he was so cold.  So she removed her red woolen scarf and tied it 
around his neck, at which time Padam, the name she had given her snow friend, patted 
her on the head.   

The two of them had a wonderful time, although Padam was somewhat clumsy as 
he played with her because he had no legs.  Aimee did not know quite what to do about 
that, until she decided on a wheel chair.  In spite of this Padam did not seem to fare any 
better, because his stick arms simply could not maneuver the chair in the snow.  The two 
of them laughed a lot over this. 

    When her pretend trip was over Aimee was not at all sad.  She had really had a 
wonderful adventure.  Nevertheless, she decided to write God a letter and tell him that 
she would really like to walk in the snow – just once.  Although she knew that walking 
was not really possible, she thought she would like to let God know exactly how she felt 
anyway. 

   
Dear God - Aimee wrote: 
I know that people ask many things of you, and that we are really supposed to ask 

for others and not always for ourselves.  You see I am not really asking you for anything.  
I just want you to know that your snow is so beautiful, all white and fluffy, and if I could 
really have one wish; it would be to walk in it just once.  It is hard to remember that I 
could do this when I was three years old.  I’m afraid the memory is almost gone and all I 
can remember is being pushed along snow covered streets in my wheel chair.  That is 
really very nice, of course, but pretending to walk is not quite like really walking. 

Still, I want you to know, God that I really don’t mind too much that I cannot 
walk. 

 
Love Aimee 
 
About this time Aimee heard her father and brother return.  They obviously had a 

tree, for she heard banging and scrapping and her mother chiding them for leaving wet 
footprints on her newly cleaned floor.  Hastily Aimee wheeled herself out of her room, 
leaving her letter to God on the bed. 

That night, after the tree had been decorated, the family stood around the cheery 
fireplace and sang Christmas Carols.  
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 This was followed by cups of hot chocolate with mounds of melted 
marshmallow.  Then it was time to go to bed, lest Santa Claus not stop by their home for 
his annual visit.  Before her father wheeled her into her room, however, Aimee was very 
careful to put two plump cookies in the shape of stars and a hot cup of chocolate on the 
stand by the Christmas tree. 

After her father maneuvered his daughter into her room, her mother came in to 
help Aimee dress for bed.   Immediately Aimee noticed that her letter to God was gone 
and that somewhat puzzled her, but there wasn’t time to be too concerned.  As soon as 
her father and mother kissed her goodnight, she fell asleep. 

The pendulum clock in the hall had just chimed 1:00 A.M., when Aimee suddenly 
awoke.  She saw a beautiful, but aged man, standing at the foot of her bed.  He was 
dressed in white robes, which shimmered with white-jeweled snowflakes as he moved.  
His beard was also white and beads of frost clung to the lengthy threads of hair reaching 
down to his mid section.  On top of his head was a white cap made of some kind of soft 
fur, and from under bushy white eyebrows two eyes of cobalt blue peered out.  

 Aimee thought him the most beautiful thing she had ever seen and wondered if 
she was dreaming.   

“Are you God?” she asked. 
The stranger did not answer her question directly, but smiled.  Then he said, 

“Aimee, I have read your letter, and because you have accepted your inability to walk 
without complaint, I have come to take you to a very special place so that I can help you 
fulfill your wish.  Of course, you will have to be the one who walks.” 

“But how can I do that? I have been in a wheel chair every so long”, Aimee 
replied. 

“Ah! My little Aimee, in Christmas Valley there are no wheel chairs.  I am afraid 
you will just have to leave it behind, but I dare venture you will have no difficulty. Here 
take my hand and I will help you out of bed.” 

Aimee took the mysterious stranger’s hand and found that she could stand up 
easily.  As she stood before him, he reached over and helped her put on a warm blue coat 
and wrapped a red woolen scarf around her neck.  Then he put a red fuzzy hat on her 
golden hair and had her step into red fleece lined boots. 

He looked at her approvingly.  “Now you are ready.  Let us leave for Christmas 
Valley immediately.  You see if we are not back before your mother comes to awaken 
you on Christmas morning she will be very alarmed.” 

Aimee nodded.   
“What shall I call you?   
“Well, you see, I am generally known as “the Spirit of Christmas”, for that is my 

occupation, at least at this time of year.” 
For a moment the ancient eyes twinkled.  “Now, that would be a pretty large 

name for such a pretty little girl.  Why don’t you call me Father Noel?  
“Come now, we must go.” 
Catching hold of Father Noel’s hand, Aimee felt herself moving through time and 

space.  Suddenly, she was standing in snow almost up to her boot tops and felt large 
white lacy flakes melt as they touched her cheeks.   

 
Before her stood one of the most beautiful Christmas trees Aimee had ever seen. 
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The tree rose seventy feet in the air and was decorated with 1,000 glistening 
white-lighted snowflakes.  Interspersed were clear crystal ornaments, garnished with 
glittering frost, and around the outside, a fence with short red pillars adorned with frosted 
lamps.   

“That is the most beautiful Christmas tree I have very seen.” Aimee whispered in 
awe. 

“Aimee, Welcome to Christmas Valley.  Most people do not know that it exits, 
but it has always been here.  Of course, one must believe in Christmas. Yet, it here for 
everyone, and one day everyone will find it.  This tree is actually God’s Christmas tree.  
Every year there are those who seek to insure that God have Christmas too and they come 
to decorate his tree.   

“I did not know that God ever had a Christmas tree,” Aimee replied. 
“Well, of course, He does not need one. It is He who always gives.  One year, a 

very long time ago, however, someone decided to create one for Him and now every year 
Christmas Valley comes alive for those who have found the magic in giving. 

“Look over there, Aimee.  There is your snow friend, Padam, although I believe 
he is dressed up in considerable more finery now.” 

Aimee looked over, and right by the entry to the Great Tree stood the most 
elegant snowman.  A shiny red hat stood atop his snowy white head, and he wore a white 
coat, shimmering with glistening diamond-like flakes.  Around his neck was a bright red 
scarf just like Aimee’s.  

He smiled and waved. 
Aimee waved back delightedly.  She was glad that her “Padam” was real after all 

– at least in Christmas Valley. 
“Did you know that Padam is the name of the first snowman, Aimee? It was 

actually derived from the name Adam.” 
“No,” Father Noel, “I did not, but it seemed like a nice name when I was drawing 

him yesterday.” 
It was then Aimee realized that she was walking.  She looked down at her legs in 

wonder, and then she looked up at Father Noel.  “I can walk…I can walk”, she cried, 
“and it doesn’t even hurt,”  

“Yes, Aimee, you can walk.  See, it is really easy because walking is so natural 
that one does not think about it.  That is why I told you that you would not need your 
wheel chair in Christmas Valley.   

“Come, there are other things to see – and then I am going to take you to my little 
cabin for a cup of hot cocoa with lots of marshmallows. I noticed when I looked in on 
you earlier that you seemed to like that a lot.” 

“Oh yes! That is my very favorite drink and I always drink a lot of it in the winter.  
But I always,” Aimee shook her head up and down; “leave a very special cup for Santa 
Claus.  Do you know Santa Claus?” 

Father Noel smiled, “Oh my yes, Aimee, I do indeed know Santa Claus.  You 
might call him my personal friend.” 

 
Aimee was glad that her new friend knew Santa Claus. 
After this Aimee and Father walked over to where the penguins were skating.  

Right now, only the two children penguins were on the ice while mama and papa penguin 
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sat on a nearby green and red bench watching.  At the head of the pond Aimee saw a slide 
and beside it sat a huge polar bear laughing as though he was thoroughly enjoying the 
cold winter weather. 

As the two figures approached the skating pond all the penguins and the polar 
bear waved.  Then Rascal, the older of the two children, came over and grabbed Aimee’s 
hand and began pulling her around on the ice.  She began laugh, like she used to laugh 
when her brother took her for a ride on her sled.  Of course, she soon fell down, but even 
that was fun.  Getting up she immediately began to play tag with the penguins, finding 
the slap of their semi-winged arms a bit different than other tag games she had once 
played when she was an ever so little girl. 

It seemed that all too soon, Father Noel motioned that they must again be on their 
way.  As they departed from the pond, Father pointed out a small cabin in a distance. 
“That is where I live a short time each year”, he said. 

“We are going there for hot chocolate – and I also have a very special Christmas 
gift to give you.  After that I must take you home, for it is almost Christmas morning. 

When they arrived at the cabin, Aimee stared in wonder.  Like everything in 
Christmas Valley, it was very beautiful.  It had pine boughs all around the roof and the 
fence, and even on each side of the curved bridge leading up to the porch.  These were 
interlaced with hundreds of small snowflake lights.   

As Father Noel opened the door, Aimee saw a white carpet stretched across the 
floor, and, on the right, a white sleigh bed with a white coat of arms bearing red stars, 
moon and sun. By the fireplace, was another Christmas tree, shimmering in silver and 
white with white polar bears and silver tinseled trees surrounding its base.  The ceiling 
appeared as the night sky with starts and moon, and the edge of the wall was adorned 
with rich foliage interspersed with hundreds of twinkling snowflake lights. 

Aimee could not speak at first, for everything was so magical and so beautiful.  It 
was a winter wonderland, exactly like the outside, although now the warmth from the 
fireplace cast out an inviting glow. 

Father Noel appeared busy around his tiny two-burner stove and the smell of hot 
chocolate began to fill the air.  As he invited Aimee to sit down at his tiny table on the 
left near the fireplace, he added a lot of white cloud marshmallows.  Soon she was 
drinking her favorite drink.  She felt its warmth go clear to her toes, she thought that it 
was the best cup of hot chocolate she had ever had.” 

After she had finished her drink, Father Noel said, “Aimee, it is almost time for 
you to go, but before we do I have a very special Christmas present to give you.  It is 
beside the tree.” 

Aimee looked over at the tree and saw something she had not noticed before, a 
wheelchair with a big red Christmas Bow.  She looked at Father Noel, puzzled.  “Why 
Father Noel, I have a wheel chair at home.” 

Then she added brightly, “I know, perhaps you can give this to some other little 
boy or girl who doesn’t have one.” 

Father Noel shook his head, “No Aimee, I cannot do that. You see, this is a very 
special wheel chair and it is just for you.  You will see when you open your presents at 
home on Christmas morning that it just cannot be given to anyone else.”   

He came over and picked Aimee up and sat her on his lap, saying softly, “You 
will understand Aimee.” 
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Aimee nodded her head, “Then I shall make sure that I ride in it forever, because 
you gave it to me.  I will never forget Christmas Valley and I will never forget walking in 
the snow, because that is what I really wanted more than anything else. So you see, 
Father Noel, I won’t even mind going back into the wheel chair because I will always 
remember.” 

“And I will never forget you either,” she added, as she gave Father Noel a big 
hug.   

Father Noel hugged her back, and as he did so, Aimee heard her mother calling.  
“Aimee, wake up you sleepy head.  It is Christmas morning and Santa Clause has come.” 

Quickly Aimee jumped out of bed and ran to the door of her room.  Her mother 
looked at her stunned and gave a little cry, “You can walk – you can walk.” 

Aimee looked down at her legs, and then she knew why Father Noel had given 
her a wheel chair for Christmas, for he had not given it – he had taken it. 

 
 

 
My Dear Noah: 

 
For those who believe, there is always a 

Christmas Valley. 
& if you just close your eyes 
You can go there anytime. 

No one is ever ill in Christmas Valley, 
& Father Noel makes wonderful  

Hot chocolate. 
 

Love 
 

Aimee 
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                  PADAM – THE FIRST SNOW MAN 

 
                                                 Elizabeth. MacDonald Burrows 

  
                      Once upon a beginning: 
 
                

 

 

Just as a planet, which would one day be known as Earth was starting to form out 
of the cosmic particles of its parent sun, a most remarkable thing occurred.  It   happened 
on a nameless day, because in the beginning there were no weeks, or months, or even 
years - just cosmic time. 
As eons passed, Earth, which lay in the outer fringes of a great galaxy, went through 
many changes. At first it had been little but of mass of molten cosmic energy, a part of a 
solar system, which was a part of a great galaxy. The galaxy, of course, was a part of a 
vast universe and created by the Lord of the Stars.  The Lord of the Stars was good, kind 
and loving, and he always watched over every single sun and planet to insure that 
everything went perfectly.  Earth was no different.  Because it had been given life and 
had been created by the Lord, the planet had a wondrous purpose that only it could fulfill.  
However, many millennia would have to pass before it could really accomplish its task, 
so perhaps that is why this wondrous event in the unrecorded history of Earth is so 
important... 
   Like all other planets, the period of Earth’s incubation ended as soon as it left its 
solar home.  It hot surface was soon exposed to the cold outer atmosphere, which caused 
it to be encompassed by sulfuric rains.  Great volcanoes arose and exploded, and at other 
times great disturbances in the form of earthquakes shook the surface of the new planet.  
Through it all, the Lord of the Stars observed and cared for it, satisfied that all things 
were occurring just as they should.   

Eventually, the sulfuric rain ceased and was replaced by glistening drops of 
moisture that looked like molded crystal.  Here and there, the first signs of life in the 
form of green meadows, trees, and great oceans began to change the planet earth into a 
beautiful green emerald-like oasis.  It was then that the event occurred.   

Early one morning, a very cold whitish substance began to fall from heaven.  It 
fell like rain, but when it touched the earth it could not be heard and it had a beauty that 
surpassed even that of the new rain. Each individual icy particle seemed to be woven into 
a delicate and lacy design -- each unique.  This magnificent creation is, of course, what 
we have come to know as snow.   

The snow fell at certain, methodical intervals and covered the ground with 
magnificent white cloak bedecked with diamond-like sparkle. New trees embraced the 
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substance and the old high volcanic peaks stored it, so that when warmer weather came 
and the snow passed away, as it did periodically, the streams and the rivers of the young 
planet would be replenished.  Still, the central core of Earth was a seething caldron of 
solar-fire. This often caused a terrible shaking to take place, and when this occurred the 
surface of the young planet was greatly disturbed. 
One day the shaking was so severe that the snow stored at the top of one of the great 
peaks tumbled down in the form of a huge avalanche.  One part of it rolled and rolled, 
forming itself into a huge round ball.  At last it came to rest at the bottom of the peak.  
Just as it stopped rolling, another smaller ball landed on top of it, and then another even 
smaller one landed on top of that.   
The Lord of the Stars saw the tiered snow at the base of the great peak and realized that it 
resembled an upright species that would one day walk the Earth, so He breathed life into 
it and it could see.  Although it had no arms and legs, as humans would have, it was given 
insight to see, senses to feel and was endowed with a consciousness that could speak. 

“My Oh my”, said the sparkling creature, “I am a rather amazing sight, even to 
myself.  I do not understand, for I remember nothing.”  He stood for a long time in 
silence, pondering, trying to remember.  Finally he did remember rolling down from the 
Great Peak, but then he had been merely like the white substance that surrounded him.   
Now he seemed different.  
Looking up at the stars, the creature realized that he was somewhat like them, but perhaps 
more of a reflection.  Certainly he knew that he had not come from there - but had he?  
Suddenly, every part of his body remembered having once been a lacy white flake, which 
had once fallen from the sky.  He gazed again at the heavens, marveling that at least a 
little part of him had come from the distant stars.  However, he felt alone and isolated 
and, somehow, he knew that he was the only one of his kind. 

The Lord of the Stars looked down and comforted the creature.  “You do not 
know this, but you resemble those who will one day walk upon the earth.  Since you are 
the first of your species, I shall name you Padam, after the Padamic, or earth, which 
surrounds you everywhere.  I know you are alone, but your loneliness will not last 
forever, for the Great Sun shall change you back to water when the earth is brought back 
to life. Then you shall become mist and return to heavens.  Thereafter, a part of you will 
live in every snowflake”. 

Sensing Padam’s surprise, the Lord of the Stars added, “Oh yes Padam.  There 
shall be many of you one day, but each of you will stand alone to adorn the earth.  Your 
purpose is to reflect the love and joy with which I built your world. You shall always be 
created out of people’s joy and love.” 

The Lord shook His starlit robe and added, “My-oh-my each of your forms will 
definitely be most unique”. 

And it came to pass, that which the Lord of the Stars had said came true.  When 
the Great Sun rose, Padam became water and ascended as mist to the heavens.  Later his 
particles again fell to earth, and he continued to live and change in the silent solitude.   
One day, there were sounds of joy, for humans had now come to romp in the snow. Again 
and again Padam felt himself rolled into great balls and brought back to life.  As he added 
his uniqueness to the land, he knew that he was truly a snowman, for he was made in the 
image of those who created him.   
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Suddenly Padam understood it all.  Just as humans created each snowman unique and 
different, so had the Lord of the Stars created each human uniquely different.  One day 
those who created him would change from matter into ether and return to the heavens too.  
He knew then that he, Padam, would always be brought to life when the winter snows 
fell, and he would forever live as an expression of that wondrous uniqueness in every 
human being.  And as the Lord of the Stars has molded every human from joy and love, 
so that joy and love is reflected in every snowman, each brought to life by the touch of a 
human heart 
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THE WORD 
 

Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
 

 
 It was the day before Christmas and a beautiful morning.  The sun had just peeked 
out over the misty fog draped land and the snow-covered fields glistened beneath its rays 
in magical splendor.  In a distance stood the forest with trees were covered with frozen 
snow, each branch glittering as though it had been brushed with millions of diamonds.  
No day could have been grander, but deep in the forest darkness abided.  

In a small cave hidden in the side of one of the pine covered hills lived an angel, 
who had been sent as an emissary of heaven to comfort the people through their difficult 
challenges of human life.  She had been on earth almost from the beginning and for 
thousands of years it had been an exciting life. Now things had changed.  It wasn’t that 
she was bored with the task that had been given her, but through the years her white 
glowing robes had darkened.  At times she even felt sad.  Although she understood the 
reason for her sadness she did not know what to do about it.  So on this beautiful day 
before Christmas she knelt to pray, “Please God of the Worlds”, show me what must be 
done that this sadness passes away. I would once again like to shower the people with the 
magic you have created, but I seem to be imprisoned.  They no longer seem to like the 
webs of hope and love I once spun.  Please help me before it is too late.” 
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Just then there was a knock on the door of the cave.  The angel rose from her 
knees and went to answer it. When she opened the door she saw a young girl standing in 
front of her dressed in a bright red hat, coat and boots.  Dark hair peeked from beneath 
the snug hat and her cheeks were rosy from the winter’s cold. “Who are you?” the angel 
asked. 

“Why, I am Melissa,” replied the girl.  “You know, I have come to these woods 
many times, but I never knew about this cave until today.  Do you live here?” 

“Yes, Melissa, I have lived here for a very long time, although there are many 
demands on me and I am called to many places.  While I am easy to find I also have the 
ability to be many places at the same time.”  

 Seeing the bewilderment in Melissa’s eyes, the angel said, “I can tell this seems 
very confusing to you, but you see I am known as “The Word”.” 

“The word,” Melissa said, “I am afraid I do not understand.  I only know that 
“The Word” was in the beginning and it was with God, but nobody ever really talks about 
it. I don’t even know what it means.” 

“Come in Melissa and sit with me.  I will tell you my story.” 
Melissa entered the cave and removed her red coat and hat.  Then she sat on a 

mat, which the angel pointed to, her green dress covering her knees as she wrapped her 
hands around her legs.   

“It all began a long time ago Melissa.  You see God knew that man would need 
company during the long years of human struggle and so he created me, “The Word.”  
Through the word mankind could communicate with one another through thought, 
through the spoken word and through the pen.  And for a time this was very exciting for 
the human race.  They learned to write great books, to make friends, to teach and to 
discuss difficult matters.  Then one day the purity and the brightness of “The Word” no 
longer appealed to some and they began to abuse it and the words that came out of the 
mouths of many were abusive and destructive. In time, these robes, which were once 
bright as the sun in the sky became dark and discolored.  As my robes darkened I became 
sad. Now I don’t know what to do, for I am of Light.  I’m afraid if mankind continues 
this path of destruction there will only be wars, hatred and death, and Light cannot exist 
in darkness. If this continues, what will happen to love – to peace – to wisdom – 
knowledge – kindness and comfort?” 

When the angel had ceased speaking, both she and Melissa sat silently for a very 
long time.  Then Melissa’s eyes brightened and a smile touched her lips.  “I know 
something that might help you, but you will have to come with me.  We will have to walk 
to the village, but it is only a short distance. “ 

“Are you quite sure this will help?” asked “The Word.  “I have been to the village 
before and it was not a very nice place to be.” 

“But this is different Angel”, Melissa said, “You see it is the day before Christmas 
and I want to show you that there is hope for mankind and hope for you.  You see, we 
really could not live if you left us. Sometimes, like now, life is still quite magical, for 
without you we would have never learned about Santa Claus, sang Christmas Carols, or 
wrote Christmas cards.” 

After The Word agreed to go with Melissa, the young girl put on her red coat and 
hat and grabbing the angel’s hand they left the cave and walked toward the village.  
When they arrived, the loud speakers were playing Christmas music, and every one that 
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passed them smiled and said, “Merry Christmas”.  As they walked along the angel saw 
that her robes were getting brighter and brighter, for all around her people were being 
kind and helpful.  The things they were saying to each other were full of joy and wonder.  
Then the angel saw a little boy help a blind woman across the street, children singing 
Christmas Carols, and a rich woman drop some money in the lap of a ragged and dirty 
old man sitting by the side of the road.   

“Melissa, this is what “The Word” is all about,” the angel said, “Did you know 
that God only endowed humans with “The Word”?  Such a power was not given to the 
animals.  It was given to make the world a wonderful place, to enable one human to share 
knowledge with one another, tend to the sick and comfort the dying.  Through the word 
one can make friends, express love and compassion, or create destruction.” 

Melissa nodded her head, “That is what I wanted to show you.  Without you, 
nothing is really possible.  And Christmas comes every year to show us the way to peace 
through your words.  It is always a reminder of what the world can be and will be one 
day.  Until then, well I guess we just have to wait.  You must promise me that you will 
never give up on the human race.” 

“No Melissa, I will never give up on the human race again, or be sad.  Thank you 
for showing me that God’s gift to mankind can never really be completely destroyed, that 
underneath war is peace and underneath hatred is love. I must go now, for I have much 
work to do” 

The Word bent down and kissed Melissa on the check and then she raised high in 
the sky.   Melissa watched her go and when the angel had completely disappeared 
Melissa turned homeward, knowing at last that “The Word” was really the voice of the 
Christmas Spirit.  
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PHILOSOPHY OF WOO WAUNG 
National prize winner in spiritual category 

 
 Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 

Sometimes many words say little and few words say much 

 
 It came to pass that on the auspicious day of the Yellow Moon, a tiny oriental 
boy, was left by his dying mother at the door of the Monastery of Reflection where the 
great Master Woo Waung taught.  Master Woo Waung, of course, could not see the infant 
come to an untimely death so he took him into the Monastery to care for him.  When the 
master removed the infant from the large yellow robe which was wrapped around him, he 
noted a very odd thing.  It seemed that the tiny infant had started to develop a queue and 
it stood straight up in middle of his head.  
 Upon seeing the unusual sight, Master Woo Waung shook his head in puzzlement.  
He wondered if the queue meant that the child would eventually grow up to be very 
intelligent.  Thus, he decided to call his new charge “Ha Singh”, meaning "sing of the 
sun", for certainly the queue went straight up toward the Golden Sun which shown down 
upon the Monastery of Reflection. 
 Master Woo Waung accepted his allocation with destiny, as he did all things with 
the calm fortitude of one who had surrendered to the silent way.  On the seventh year, 
which so happened to be the year of the Horse, the aging master began to teach little Ha 
Singh many wondrous things…such as…. 
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True Beauty is Within 

 
 
One day the young disciple approached Master Woo Waung, with great concern, 
“Master, I am in love.” 
 
Ah! Little Ha Singh, is she pretty.” 
 
“Oh yes Master, she is indeed beautiful.” 
 
Master Woo Waung reached down and picked up a withered apple from the ground and 
handed it to Little Ha Singh.  “Tell me little Ha Singh, do you find this apple beautiful” 
 
“Oh No Master, the apple is withered and ugly.  It is dying.” 
 
Master Woo Waung looked upon his young disciple with sadness and shook his head, 
“How ugly everything in the world must be to you, for do you not see that everything is 
dying?  Go and wash your eyes in the stream that you might see the seed that dwells in 
the apple. 
 
 
 

Love is Often like the Wind 
 
 
Another day Little Ha Singh was walking along, and seeing his master sitting under a tree 
near the Shrine of Yellow Flowers, he spoke, saying, “Hello Master”, and then he 
prepared to walk on lest he disturb Master Woo Waung’s meditation. 
 
However, Master Woo Waung looked up and said, “Ah! Little Ha Singh, please come 
and sit down beside me.  I sense that something is on your mind.” 
 
“Oh Master”, I am indeed facing a perplexing problem, for I am again in love.” 
 
“Tell me Little Ha Singh, you have then caught the wind? 
 
“Oh no Master, you cannot catch the wind.” 
 
“I see,” said the Master. 
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A Closed Mind Cannot Hear 
 

 
One day while Master Woo Waung was strolling along the river bank he came upon his 
young disciple Ha Singh.  Ha Singh was sitting in front of a rock and seemingly 
muttering to himself. 
 
“Why little Ha Singh,” the Master said, “Are you talking to yourself?” 
 
“Oh no, Master.  I am teaching the rock to become more than what it is, so that I can  
become a great teacher like you. 
 
“Ah little Ha Singh, to become a good teacher requires wisdom.  Some people say little 
but say much.  Others say much and say nothing.  Yet, others say little and say nothing, 
while others say much when they say more.   
 
“Then, what one should I seek to attain Master Waung?” 
 
“You must say much when you say little, but also say much when you say more.” 
 
“But, Master, how shall I begin to learn such wisdom.” 
 
Master Woo Waung looked down upon his disciple, Ha Singh, and said, “Teach not a  
rock.” 
 
 

To want is Never to be Full 
 
 
One day while Ha Singh was studying the ripples in the river, his Master walked by. 
“Little Ha Singh, I see that you are studying the ripples in the river.  Therefore, you must 
be despondent.” 
 
“How did you know I was despondent Master Woo Waung?” 
 
“It is really quite easy”, the Master replied.  “You see, you always do that when you are 
despondent.  Do you wish to tell me about it?” 
 
“Oh master, I have a friend in the village.  He has everything, a nice home, beautiful 
motorcycle, and he goes to a fine school.  He has the best computer, lots of games, a 
basketball, football, skis, surf board and even a great music box.  I have nothing.” 
 
“Tell me, Little Ha Singh, do you hunger at night?” 
 
 
“Oh no Master, I am always full.” 
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“Do you not have a roof to protect you from the rain and hot sun, comfortable clothes – 
and do you not have fine teachers who teach you wisdom?” Master Woo Waung asked. 
 
“Oh yes, Master, I do” 
 
“Then count your blessings, Little Ha Singh, for when you go to bed you are full, but 
your friend shall be forever hungry.” 
 

 
Fragments are never the Whole 

 
 
One day Master Woo Waung was out walking in the Garden of Yellow Flowers, when he 
came upon his young disciple Ha Singh.  To the Master’s concern, Ha Singh looked 
rather frazzled. 
 
Looking down upon his disciple, Master Woo Waung said, “Little Ha Singh”, you are 
looking quite disgruntled.  Is there a reason for this?” 
 

Looking up at his Master, little Ha Singh replied, “Oh Master I am terribly confused.  I 
know that I must make a decision regarding my future.” 
 
“Regarding your future?” Master Woo Waung asked – looking very surprised. 
 
“Oh yes, Master.  There are those who are poor, those who are orphans, those who are 
old and those who are maimed.  There are many things to do, yet I cannot seem to do any 
of them.  If I do something, then I don’t seem to have time to do it well. I want to be like 
you, for you always do everything perfectly.” 
 
Master Woo Waung shook his head.  “Did you not know little Ha Singh, that a sheet of 
paper which is divided into many fragments can wrap no packages. 
 
 

A Wise Man Lives in the Now 
 

 
Master Wu Waung happened to pass by little Ha Singh cubicle one day and he saw a 
most amazing sight through the open door. Little Ha Singh was trying to glue fragments 
of paper together. 
 
Walking up to the open door Master Wu Wang asked, “May I ask why you are gluing 
those pieces of paper together little Ha Singh.” 
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“Why Master, I am seeking to learn wisdom that I might be wise.  It seems practical to 
mend this paper that I might use it again.  However, I am having a terrible time because 
the paper is in so many pieces, and it doesn’t look very good. 
  
Little Ha Singh held up a small piece of paper, which contained several glued fragments 

It was very difficult for Master Wu Waung to contain his amusement, for the paper was 
quite unsightly.  “Do you not know little Ha Singh that it is difficult to repair the past?  
Therefore, it would seem wiser to get a fresh sheet of paper. 
 
 
 

Attached to Detachment 
 
 
One evening just as the sun was setting Master Woo Waung decided climb to the top of 
his favorite knoll to watch the sunset.  He enjoyed this quiet time in which he could 
commune with the Lord of the Stars and bathe in the majesty of his splendid colors. 
However, just as he entered the Shrine of Yellow Flowers at the base of the knoll, he 
happened upon a most interesting situation. 
 

Master Woo Waung saw his young disciple Ha Singh lying on a board of nails. 
 
“May I ask why you are laying on a board of nails Little Ha Singh?” 
 

“Oh Master, I am renouncing the comforts of society so that I can learn detachment.” 

“Are you then comfortable Little Ha Singh?” the Master asked. 

“Oh no, Master.  I am in great pain, but you have said that suffering is good for the soul.  
Therefore, I am most pleased to suffer,” his young disciple replied. 
 
“Ah, little Ha Singh, why do you not get up from your bed of nails and return with me to 
the Monastery of Reflection.  You will most assuredly be more comfortable there.” 
 
Horrified, Little Ha Singh looked up at Master Woo Waung, “Master, I cannot do that, 
for I have not suffered enough yet to become detached.”  
 
Master Woo Waung nodded his head, and replied, “It takes much wisdom to understand 
the art of detachment Little Ha Singh. Is it not possible that you have become attached to 
suffering?” 
 
 
 



44 
 

 
Look Not Far to do Good 

 

Little Ha Singh came to Master Woo Waung one sunny afternoon as the Master was 
sitting and reading beneath a Banyan Tree.  Quietly the young disciple sat down to await 
his Teacher’s attention, for he knew that he should not speak until he was spoken to. 
 
Finally the Master completed what he was reading and looked upon his young disciple. 
“Apparently something is troubling you Little Ha Singh.  Pray tell - what could be such a 
serious matter?” 
 
“Master, I saw a little puppy in the window of the local pet store.  He needs a good home 
and I would like to bring him here to the Monastery of Reflection, so that he could find 
bliss. You have said that we must be kind to all animals.”  
 
“And who would take care of this puppy Little Ha Singh?” 

Excitedly Little Ha Sing nodded his head up and down.  “I will Master.” 

“Then you can afford to buy his milk and his food and take him out for daily exercise, as 
well as to comb his hair and brush his teeth for the next twelve years? 
. 
Little Ha Singh looked at Master Woo Waung in astonishment, for he had not considered 
that any animal could require so much care. 
  
Seeing the downcast face on  little Ha Singh, Master Woo Waung felt compassion for the 
disciple’s suffering and suggested, “Indeed one must be kind to all animals, but since 
such a pet is not practical for you why do you not mend the broken leg on the little frog, 
which is now suffering at the edge of the pond?” 

 

WITHOUT END 

(Master Woo Waung would say that Wisdom is like a circle 
-Without End) 

 

Epilogue 

 In Time Little Ha Singh grew up and became a very wise man, for he never forgot the 
wisdom of Master Wu Waung.  When he became an old man with a tall grey queue and a 
long grey beard, he would go to the Shrine of Yellow Flowers on occasion to remember.  
Other times, he could be seen sitting in the Temple of Reflection with his disciple Maya 
Sangh, meaning illusion talk, for Ha Singh had been taught by his teacher that to speak is 
only half a truth. 
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THE PRINCE OF PEACE 
 

Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
This story was entered into national competition and was a winner in the spiritual 
category. 
 
       Long ago in the land of the Yellow Flowers, there lived two men of noble distinction.  
Now both men, Mr. Lao and Mr. Wong, had become very interested in the study of 
ancient wisdom as taught by the old and notable Prince of Peace, Gautama Buddha.  So 
impressed were they with Buddha's teachings that they decided it must be restored to the 
world and, in turn, the peace that had once been brought to their country by such an 
illustrious man would again live.   
As the two men discussed the matter pertaining to Gautama’s instructions to those they 
knew, they began drawing followers.  And in time, they became somewhat teachers of 
the ancient wisdom. 
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       Sitting on the porch one sunny afternoon in amicable discussion of Gautama’s great 
wisdom, Mr. Lao looked at Mr. Wong and said, "Surely, most honorable Mr. Wong, if 
we were to teach more classes on ancient wisdom, the peace of Buddha would descend 
sooner." 
       "Of course, you are correct most honorable friend, but alas, I cannot do this.  As you 
know my wife is a most distinguished lady of the Tea, which requires my escort.  My two 
sons are now with wives.  Both Lotus Flower and Sung Lee are preparing to give birth to 
my first grandchildren, and such occasions I would not care to miss.  I can barely make 
time for my students as it is."  
       With this Mr. Wong sorrowfully nodded his head. 
       "Yes, most honorable Mr. Wong, it is indeed a perplexing situation.” Mr. Lao 
replied.  “Naturally I am quite aware of your wife's noble achievements, and I 
congratulate you on the forthcoming birth of heirs to carry on the Wong family tradition.  
Such has been the custom of our people for many generations."  
       Mr. Lao beamed joyfully, for he knew that such occasions were very important.  
After he bowed to Mr. Wong in deference of the worthy events, he went on speaking. 
"Nevertheless, my notable friend, I believe that something more must be done if the 
peace of the Golden Prince is to come upon our land.  If it does not, then the next 
invasion of the Kong Army may see us prisoners and our sons become warriors of the 
Providence of Evil.  I must indeed ponder upon this growing threat against our country."   
       The two men nodded in mutual agreement over the terrible possibility of being 
defeated by the army of Kong and looked properly concerned.  
       For a brief time the two silently pondered together.  Finally Mr. Lao rose from his 
straw mat and indicated that he must leave. Upon parting, each gave the other a 
customary bow of respect. 
       On arriving home, Mr. Lao went to his wife, who was also a most distinguished lady 
of the Tea, and spoke to her concerning the matter which perplexed him.   
       The illustrious woman, Moon Blossom, looked at her husband kindly, and after small 
bow of respect, she said, "Long I have been your humble wife and mother of you sons.  I 
have always found you to be a wise man.  Therefore, my notable husband, I urge you to 
fulfill that which is within your heart." 
       Mr. Lao looked with pleasure upon his wife and replied, "Moon Blossom, you are 
indeed a most worthy wife.  However, as a distinguished lady of the Tea, will not my 
humble activities as a disperser of the teachings of the great Gautama Buddha cause you 
possible embarrassment?" 
       Covering the lower part of her face with a fan, Moon Blossom looked at her husband 
in proper fashion.  Then lowering the fan she replied, "My Lord, there can be no 
happiness in the Tea if clouds from the Providence of Evil discolor it.  Nor can the Tea be 
sweet if my sons fight on the side of darkness." 
        Mr. Lao nodded his head in agreement and congratulated himself on the divine 
providence which had caused his elders to pick such a distinguished wife.   
       Carefully, he prepared for his long journey, taking very little with him except a little 
book of teachings which contained the wise words of the Prince of Peace.   Bidding his 
wife good bye, he turned away and headed down the long yellow road toward the place 
where the sky and land became one. 
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       Day after day, Mr. Lao journeyed across the land.  He read the words of the little 
book containing the teachings of Gautama to anyone would listen, and in every city he 
managed to leave behind a few pearls of wisdom which would defeat the army of Kong.  
In time peace began to descend over the land, and defeat from the hand of the Providence 
of Evil was becoming less and less ominous.  
       One sunny day, as he traveled, a very unusual thing occurred to Mr. Lao. As the 
follower of the Golden Prince walked along in tattered clothes with his bare feet peeking 
over worn sandals, a stranger approached him and bowed low.  "May I offer my most 
humble apologies for disturbing your walk, but are you not the notable Mr. Lao, teacher 
of the words of the Golden Prince?" 
       Mr. Lao nodded his head in reply and bowed humbly before the stranger because of 
stranger’s old age. 
      "Then," the traveler replied, "I have a most perplexing problem; perhaps your wisdom 
can assist me." 
       "Alas," Mr. Lao replied, "I have no wisdom.   Wisdom rests only within the pages of 
this little yellow book containing the teachings of Gautama Buddha.  I am but his humble 
servant." 
       On hearing this, the aged stranger beamed brightly, and bowed his head with 
reverence, as if to acknowledge some great honor. "Nonetheless, Mr. Lao, I have learned 
that the wisdom of the Prince and the wisdom of your notable self have become one.  
Therefore, with all due respect to the sacred writings, I still request permission to hear 
your answer to this most perplexing problem." 
       Mr. Lao, with some hesitancy, replied, "Although I am truly not worthy, I shall be 
most happy to listen to the request."  Again he bowed humbly because of the old man's 
age.   
       Both gentlemen sat down side-by-side, careful not to crush the flowers or hurt the 
grass out of respect to the ancient teachings of the Golden Prince. 
        "My problem is this," the aged one began.  "Once, long time ago, I had a friend who 
gave up his accustomed way of life to fight the armies of Kong.  I have come to love this 
friend as a son, although I have never really met him in person.  Now, in my old age, I 
desire to present him with a very special gift.  Because it has been many years since my 
devoted friend left to battle the Providence of Evil I now wish to assure myself that my 
gift is given to the right person.  Can you please tell me how I shall know for certain that 
I have not erred?"  
       The two men continued to sit in silence, even when the sun set and a full moon rose 
over the mountains.  As the night passed the old stranger became happier and happier, for 
in his eyes the sign of a wise man was someone who possessed careful discernment.  
Therefore, he deemed that Mr. Lao was indeed as wise as he suspected. 
       At last Mr. Lao, keeper of the Golden Book of Wisdom, spoke.  "Though I am not 
worthy to answer such a question, I believe that he who went forth to fight the army of 
Kong would have many battle scars.  Since a number of years have passed, his wounds 
would have produced patience, tolerance, love, understanding, humility, honesty, and 
wisdom.  It is a well-known fact that a seven headed dragon guards the Providence of 
Evil and that the army of Kong can be defeated only by the dragon's death.  It would 
seem to me that you must then seek for a wise and humble man."  



48 
 

       As Mr. Lao finished speaking he again lowered his head, this time out of respect to 
the possibility of such a wise man. 
       This answer pleased the aged one so highly that a beaming radiance began to 
emanate from his face. As it became brighter and brighter even the moon paled by 
comparison.  
       Wondering how the sun could rise at night, Mr. Lao finally looked up and beheld the 
face of the old man.  It had changed, and there within the radius of a great light stood his 
Lord, Gautama Buddha, Prince of Peace, whom he had served these many years. 
       Succumbing to the radiance of his beloved teacher’s face, Mr. Lao fell to his knees 
entranced and bowed his head. 
       Lord Gautama beamed down upon the prostrated form and spoke, "It seems, most 
honorable Mr. Lao that I have found my friend.  I am greatly afraid that my humble gift 
to you is but that of peace, for it is all I own.  Since you are the one I have come to find I 
know you will treasure it well." 
       Suddenly, Mr. Lao felt a peace that passes all understanding enter into his heart.  It 
entered softly like a soft summer breeze, and when it had settled it was as the calm after a 
storm and bore with it the radiance of the sun. He also felt oneness with his beloved 
Gautama and knew that it would be forever thus. Then he looked up in gratitude, wishing 
to thank the illustrious Buddha, the Golden Prince had disappeared.   
       After a few moments Mr. Lao spied the little book of wisdom lying beside him and 
touched it with reverence. Picking it up, he tucked it into the worn pocket over his heart 
where it had rested for so long.  Although he knew that he would never need it again, as 
the words of the great Gautama Buddha now lived within him, he also knew that as he 
had received it he must one day give it to another.  
       Many new moons passed before Mr. Lao, who had became known as the 
"Compassionate One," returned to his old home.  His fame had preceded him. Far and 
wide followers gathered on the grounds surrounding his simple dwelling in the 
anticipation they too might learn the secret of the Golden Wisdom. 
       Everyone was not happy, however, over the return of the compassionate one.  A 
short distance away, in a rich and lavish house, dwelled one who on this day possessed a 
heavy heart.  He was distraught because the small group of disciples who had frequented 
his place weekly for many years had recently left him.  They had come and told him that 
they were going to a wise one who was a teacher of golden wisdom. His disciples asked 
if he join them, but his heart was filled with envy and he chose to remain behind.  
       At last, no longer able to contain his curiosity, Mr. Wong headed towards the home 
of the wise one who had been his friend long ago.  As he neared Mr. Lao ’s home he saw 
a multitude of people sitting in respectable silence and heard a wondrous voice speak 
from within their midst; 
        “For as one drop of water has no power, many drops form a great river which cares 
for all the land.  Yet, is the river complete without the one drop?”  As it is with the river, 
so it is with mankind.  Although one may believe that they are not important, together 
they make up the holy stream that moves all life toward its fulfillment.  Each supports 
others, although they may not know it.  It is as the worker in the rice paddies, who makes 
it possible for a store to sell the rice that you might consume it.  Would we have rice to 
eat if it were not for the person toiling in the paddies, or the workers in the store who 
supply us?  



49 
 

       “Let us then be at peace with all whom we meet and pay homage to every soul, for 
together we are sufficiently powerful to bring peace to the world.”  
       As Mr. Wong heard the compassionate speak his jealous heart twisted within him 
and he resisted going nearer. 
       At that moment, the wise one saw Mr. Wong standing some distance away.  Stopping 
his discourse the honorable Mr. Lao called out, "Ah!  My old and honored friend, Mr. 
Wong, you have granted me the privilege of your presence after all.”   
       Turning to one of the devotee sitting near him, he said,   “Please, bring him to me."   
       As Mr. Wong was brought forward, he looked upon the face of his long-time friend, 
Mr. Lao.  What he saw instead of his old acquaintance was the face of the Prince of 
Peace.  He fell prostrate before the humble teacher.   
       Mr. Lao reached out and touched the head of his old friend, saying in a soft voice, 
"Mr. Wong, I am honored by your presence, for it has been long since we have visited 
together.  Come sit by me”.   
       After Mr. Wong had taken the honored position beside the compassionate one, the 
teacher reached over and touched him again, saying, I have carried a small and humble 
gift for you for some time.  Now I ask that I might have the privilege of giving it to you.   
It is all I own, as the rest belongs to the Prince of Peace." 
       Then he handed Mr. Wong a faded, worn, little yellow book of wisdom. 
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THE TIME IT ALMOST WASN’T CHRISTMAS 
 

 Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
 

 Two weeks before Christmas a blizzard blew in from the North Country.  The 
storm arrived with the usual pomp and fury which winter storms are known for.  High 
winds caused the snow to settle into frozen glacial mounds, and the streets of the city 
took on a windswept and icy glaze.  The countryside surrounding the city entered a 
whiteout, as large snowflakes fell in swirls from an opaque gray sky.     

Although the blizzard lasted only three days and the winds had now abated, the 
temperatures had dipped in the low digits.  Fortunately, what little electrical power had 
been lost had now been restored.  Families were once again beginning to prepare for the 
forthcoming holiday festivities by going on Christmas tree hunts and setting up their 
beautiful nativity scenes over glowing fireplaces.  The smell of baking fruitcakes filled 
the family kitchens, and a sense of merriment prevailed in spite of the frigid cold.  Many 
of the children had taken to sliding down Conifer Slope, which overlooked the city park, 
on colorful sleds.  Even the stores were once more filled with bustling shoppers, intent on 
purchasing items to be wrapped in bright tinseled papers decorated with Santa Claus and 
elves, and trees and bows.  And so it came to pass that the days were filled with the usual 
jollity of Christmas preparation. 
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It was well that the people had these magic moments of pre-Christmas happiness, 
for it was soon to end.  Many had not yet heard the terrible news from the North Pole, for 
such news from the outer regions of the world had been delayed due to the severity of the 
storm. Little-by-little, however, information now began to filter through the town, and as 
it did so the gayety that had foreshadowed Christmas started to disappear.  Worried 
parents began to look toward the opaque gray sky, hoping the information was false.  
They read it first in the local newspapers, although it was not long before the television 
and radios news picked up the story.  

 
According to all news reports: Santa Claus had simply disappeared 

 
It started right before the big blizzard.  Santa decided to take the aeromoplane out 

for a brief tour of the North Pole and its surrounding area in order to size up the weather 
situation and make certain that there would be no delays on Christmas Eve.  He opted not 
to use the reindeer because he knew that they would need all their strength for the big 
night. Therefore, he had the elves gas up the small red single seated plane and took off at 
first light in order to get the lay of the land.   

The plane, although small, was magical, just as all things are magical at the North 
Pole.  It was fueled by atomic particles developed from the snow crystals, and it 
possessed a North Star Sighting system, a gravitational accelerator and a plane-to-pole 
short-wave voice modulator.  The morning hours passed, however, and Santa Claus did 
not return. Twelve o’clock noon came and went without word. The elves were becoming 
concerned, particularly since Santa had never missed a meal before. 
  The Chief Elf, Alfie, noticed that the atmospheric gyrometer, which was mounted 
on the red-striped weather pole, had started to spin very rapidly. This indicated that a 
major blizzard was about to occur.  Concern over Santa’ Claus’s absence began to plague 
the chief elf, for Santa seldom ever flew the aeromoplane, and Alfie wondered if Santa 
even knew how to set the North-by-North Directional Beacon.   
 Although the Chief Elf continued to peer up at the sky, now becoming ominously 
dark and heavy, for some sight of the little red plane, there was none.  Within minutes the 
snow began to fall, and with it came a howling sound which always heralded a Great 
Northerner.   

Normally a blizzard was of little consequence to those at the North Pole, for all 
the elves were usually too busy getting the final Christmas wish lists filled and loading 
the sleigh.  Santa Claus was always there, of course, supervising the final loading and 
having a good chat with the reindeer.  But today he was gone, and it was not only Alfi 
who showed great concern, but the other elves were beginning to show signs of anxiety 
as well.  They even stopped singing Jingle Bells, a song they always sang when Santa 
was absent.  He would not let them sing it when he was around, because he had heard for 
several hundred years and it had finally gotten the best of him. 

“Alfie, do you think Santa is all right”, asked Twinkle, who was in charge of 
magic dust used to transport gifts through the instant light-space module? 

“I am concerned Twinkle”, Alfie replied.  “I suggested that he take the reindeer, 
at least the two lead ones.  They are much more reliable than that crazy machine 
Professor Kitaldorpher thought up.  But you know Santa. He is prone to pamper the 
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reindeer, particularly when it is so close to the big night.  Against my better judgment I 
let him take off.” 

“Perhaps we had better form a search party and see if we can locate him”, 
Twinkle suggested. 

“I don’t think that is the best idea at this time,” commented Alfie. “A big 
Northerner has just blown in and it will be whiteout conditions for a number of hours.  
Though I am concerned that Santa is lost, we all know that he is immortal, unless, of 
course, he should find himself among humans and remain too long.  It is unlikely that 
will ever happen.  My primary concern is whether he can be found before Christmas.  To 
go out in this blinding blizzard would accomplish little.  We will, of course, begin the 
search as soon as the storm abates…that is, if he has not returned by that time. 

For three days the blizzard waged its icy winds and falling snow.  Then it was 
over. The sky cleared and every mound of glistening snow stood clearly silhouetted 
against the horizon like frosted sentinels.  Santa had not returned, and Alfie decided that 
it was time to assemble a number of the elves in order to put together a search party.   

“We must find Santa”, Alfie told the others. “He has not returned, and while he 
cannot die, he could become lost in this frozen wasteland for a long time.  If we cannot 
find him before Christmas you know what will happen.  There will be no Christmas.” 

“Could we not distribute the gifts for him if he does not return”, asked one of the 
elves? 

“I wish it was that simple”, Alfie answered. “You see the gift transporter was 
designed to operate by impressing Santa’s palm print on the anatomy recorder.  We did 
that so that no one could ever transmit by accident or intent.  It was a safeguard.” 

“And what will happen should Santa should somehow find himself among 
mortals”, queried Twinkle?  “You mentioned this earlier, but not the consequences.” 

“It’s this way,” Alfie replied sorrowfully, “If that should happen and Santa finds 
himself among mortals too long, he would eventually forget who he was and become 
mortal.  Only by being who he is and remaining here at the North Pole under the Light of 
Great North Star can he continue to remain immortal. And, of course, then there would be 
no more Christmas - ever.” 

On hearing this, the elves began mutter with deep concern.  “No Christmas…no 
Christmas”, they said to one another in muted voices.  “What could be worse than that, 
except no Santa Claus at all – at all?” 

Donning their special alternating all-temperature clothing designed for weather 
variance, and picking up their hydrogen beacons, the elves departed from the main 
building and moved toward the outer perimeter of the North Pole. As soon as they were 
outside of the building they turned on their all-directional view scopes, designed to pick 
up any abnormal movement or object that might appear on the landscape. Once these 
initial precautions had been accomplished they headed in the same direction in which 
Santa’s plane had gone. 

Now it happened that during the blizzard Santa Claus found that the storm was 
causing some serious problems.  He could not use the North Star Directional System 
because of the whiteout, and worse, the gyro-compass was moving back and forth and 
around.  This made it impossible to get a location fix of any kind by instrument.  Even the 
voice modulator could do little in such stormy conditions but to emit garbled static.  The 
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great Northerner caused the aeromoplane to twist and turn, making it impossible for 
Santa to keep the small plane steady.  

Suddenly the plane went into a spiral, its momentum seemingly under control of 
the wind. It halted abruptly as it hit the ground with a violent impact.  Santa’s head 
crashed against the steering column of the plane and he blacked out.   

Coming back to consciousness sometime later, Santa rubbed his head and looked 
around.  “Where am I”, he wondered?   

In a distance he could see strange poles with wires running between them, and 
beyond those he saw concrete towers reaching to the sky.  While the ground around the 
plane was white with snow and greatly resembled the North Pole, Santa somehow knew 
that it wasn’t.  He had flown over too many cities to deliver presents, not know that the 
aeromoplane had crashed somewhere near civilization.  “Oh my”, he thought, “This is not 
good.  If I remain in this situation too long I could forget who I am and there would never 
be another Christmas. 

Disengaging himself from the tie belt, Santa noticed that the gyro directional 
signal had been broken, making it impossible to figure out exactly where he was.   
Getting out of the little plane, he began to look around. He noticed that the tail section 
had crumpled in landing, which meant that a take-off would be impossible without 
repairs.  “I guess I should have followed Alfie’s advice and taken the reindeer”, he 
thought. “Then it would be possible to teleport back to the North Pole. Now it appears 
that I am in quite a pickle.” 

At the thought of pickles, Santa’s stomach took a moment to rumble.  He had not 
had any cookies since leaving home early that morning.  Then he remembered that he had 
the foresight to put some on the seat beside him before departing. He immediately went 
over to the aeromoplane to retrieve them.   

While chewing on a soft Chocolate Chip Delight, Santa Claus decided that he 
would have to go into the city in order to find out where he was.  Once he had made that 
decision, he felt that he might then be able to accomplish some repairs and head 
homeward.  He did not know that he was thousands of miles from familiar surroundings, 
and even if he could repair the plane, it would have to stop every few hundred miles to 
fuel up.  There would be no way to obtain any of the magic fuel used at the North Pole, 
although there was a single gallon in the side storage compartment for emergencies.  That 
would only be enough to take the plane over the last thousand miles of northern terrain, 
which rested between the Great Mountains and the North Pole. 

As he approached the city, Santa Claus was surprised to see black spots of 
pavement between, what appeared to be, compacted areas of snow.  He also found 
himself looking up at great high rising stone structures called buildings, surprised that 
they look gray and somewhat dirty.  By night, of course, as he and the reindeers had 
flown overhead, they appeared like stars, their lights reflecting the heavenly bodies 
above.  

It also seemed that all of the people were in a hurry, for they bumped into each 
other with their parcels as they went in and out of the strange turning doors leading to the 
interior of the gray stone structures. Even the sound of Christmas music seemed to be 
overly loud and filtered raucously through the air.  Then Santa saw him, Santa Claus, 
ringing a bell.  He stared in disbelief, for he had thought that he was the only one in the 
world.  Now - here another one. 
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Going up to him, Santa Claus asked, “I did not know there was another Santa 
Claus in the world.  Tell me how you came to be and what are you doing here?” 

“Get out the way old man, this is my corner – my territory”, the bell ringing Santa 
yelled out angrily, taking a flask out of his pocket and indulging in a swig.  “You go find 
yourself some other corner.” 

 As he spoke, Santa Claus was appalled to see that the beard had slipped on his 
new acquaintance, revealing that he was an imposter.”  “Oh my.  Oh my”, this is a 
terrible disaster”, he thought.  “What will happen to Christmas now? 

Wandering down the snow covered streets, now turning brown with discoloration, 
Santa watched the hustling, bustling crowds pushing and shoving one another, their 
tempers flaring and their voices speaking out angrily.  He shook his head.  What 
happened to Christmas, he wondered?  Could this be what it is all about, anger, 
unhappiness, stressfulness, and mothers yelling at their children, people complaining 
about prices, and people fighting one another to get some toy he would never approve of?  
To make matters worse, there was a Santa Claus on almost every street corner ringing 
their bells…some thin…some fat…some in between, and a few who were not very nice.  

Again Santa Claus shook his head.  It seemed that Christmas wasn’t exactly what 
it was supposed to be and he decided to investigate further.  Following a crowd through 
some unusual rotating doors he found himself inside of a place that somewhat of 
resembled his toyshop – yet different.  There were perfumes – clothing – shoes – slippers 
and robes, but there did not seem to be any toys.  Nearby two people were talking and it 
was difficult to not overhear the conversation, 

 “Well”, one woman said. “I heard that Santa Claus disappeared during the Great 
Blizzard.  Guess it will cost us more now because he won’t be delivering any toys.” 

“Yes, it is unfortunate, but we will just have to make do.  Perhaps he will turn up 
someplace.  Let us hope so.  Christmas costs a lot these days and every year there seems 
to be more people to give to.” 

Santa Claus had a difficult time containing himself.  He wanted to tell them that 
Christmas was much more than that, but he knew he had no right to interfere.  As he 
continued to make his way through the store he spied a remarkable sight.  There sat 
another Santa Claus on a throne of red and gold.  People were lined up before him, 
holding the hands of their children.  Santa watched as one-by-one, little children climbed 
on the other Santa’s knee and whispered to him.  As he moved closer he heard a little boy 
saying, “and I want a red train…a rocket ship…a sled, and oh yes, a computer wizard. 

“No wonder I am not getting a many letters these days”, he thought.  “Everyone is 
going to this Santa.  At least the one sitting on the chair looks like one.  Then he saw the 
little boy pull on Santa’s beard, which suddenly popped up and down like a slingshot. 
“You ain’t no Santa”, the boy yelled. Then he started screaming…”How am I going to 
get my toys if you ain’t real?” 

The real Santa turned and moved back through the crowd toward the strange 
rotating doors, his shoulders drooping. Thoughts raced through his mind, “I’m not needed 
any more, for there is no real Christmas anywhere.  So, what if I do become 
mortal…what difference does it make?  It is obvious now that Christmas is no more.” 

Leaving the store Santa Claus made his way along the cement structures and dirty 
payment.  Eventually he found himself on the outskirts of the city.  No one paid him 
heed, for there were Santa Clauses everywhere, each dressed up in red suits and sporting 
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white beards. Sitting down under a large tree situated at the edge of a large park, Santa 
placed his head on folded arms and prayed, a feeling of hopelessness engulfing him. “I 
cannot get home and soon I will even be mortal.  What should I do – what should I do?  I 
am not wanted anymore, or needed.  And now it appears that there might never be 
another Christmas.  I ask you, what will happen to the elves, and to Dancer and Comet, 
Cupid and Blitzen, and the North Pole?” 

Dejected, alone and without hope, Santa continued to sit in a huddled heap.  He 
could not even think of suicide, for he was still more immortal than mortal. However, 
with each passing hour his mortality was slipping away.  If he were not back at the North 
Pole by Christmas Eve it would be too late. 

Night fell and darkness cloaked the lone figure beneath the tree.  Because some 
immortality still remained Santa did not feel the cold, only a deep pain in his heart 
because of a great emptiness, the emptiness that comes to a heart without purpose. 

Suddenly everything began to get very bright.  Santa Claus looked up, thinking 
that the night had passed and it was dawn. He looked up. There, standing before him was 
a most remarkable figure clothed all in silver and white. A long snow-white beard fell 
from his chin to the tops of his white fur boots, and his hair fell around his shoulders in 
alabaster locks. Adorning the finely chiseled head was a white fur hat bearing silver stars, 
and below that – thick white bushy eyebrows and cobalt blue eyes as unfathomable as the 
sky-sea. 

“Do you remember me Nicholas Claus?” 
“Oh yes!” replied Santa. “I do indeed remember you, for you are the Grand 

Wizard.  How could I ever forget that wondrous moment when you touched me with your 
scepter and I became immortal?  And when you transported me to the North Pole? I 
remember you as though it was yesterday, although it was hundreds of years ago.” 

“Have you not known happiness beyond what any human has ever known since 
that time”, asked the Wizard? 

“Yes, I have.” 
“Then, why are you so dejected and sad now?  Surely you realize that this sense 

of despondency is occurring because of your exposure to the world of mortality.  
Unfortunately, it began to encroach on your consciousness the moment you arrived 
here?” 

“That is, of course, true, but I have been in the city and I have seen people 
shoving and pushing one another.  I have heard them complain about the cost of giving, 
and I have seen many Santa Claus’s.  Alas! Some of them even take money out of the tin 
buckets for the poor put in their own pockets.  It is just terrible – terrible.  Certainly I 
cannot see where I am needed any more.  At the same time, I am still deeply concerned 
about the well being of the elves and the reindeer - particularly if there is to never be 
another Christmas.” 

“I see that the realism of mortality is defeating you Nicholas Claus.  Since you 
have now seen the reality of human life.  Now what do you think you should do about 
it?” 

“I don’t know.  I just don’t know”, Santa lamented. 
“Come now, is that any way for you to act?  Think what life would be like 

without Christmas.” 
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Shaking his head, Santa Claus answered, “What good has Christmas done 
anyway?  Look at the people.” 

“Umm, I guess I will have to show you what Christmas is really like”, replied the 
Grand Wizard.  “Although the people in the city are stressed and irritable at the moment, 
and they may not appear to possess the Christmas spirit…look what happens to them on 
Christmas Eve.” 

As Santa watched, he saw the city clean and shinning from new fallen snow.  He 
heard voices singing, and he saw the faces of people raised in wonderment as the great 
town tree became alight with 1000 lanterns.     

The scene changed; Santa saw both men and women lined in rows before the 
manger of the Holy Christ Child awaiting sacrament, as the choirs sang “Alleluia”.  He 
also saw people everywhere clasping each other’s hands and wishing one another Merry 
Christmas, and mothers tucking their children into bed with promises that Santa Claus 
would soon come. 

Again the scene changed and now he watched children rising in the early morn, 
excited to see what Santa Claus had brought, and families sitting together joyously 
around the Christmas dinner table.   

 “Don’t you see Nicholas?  Christmas is really the most important time of the 
year.  Perhaps people do bicker and war a lot, but when Christmas really comes they put 
these aside and start thinking of others. The star of the East shines before them and for a 
brief time they remember what Christmas is really about.” 

The Grand Wizard paused for a moment, before continuing. “Nicholas, you 
cannot expect mankind to change quickly.  What if there were no examples to guide 
humans to a better way of life, so that they could learn that sacrifice, giving and loving 
brings greater happiness than receiving.  Can you not see that these many centuries you 
have sailed aloft, for a brief period each year you have brought the world great happiness 
and helped mankind to think of others? 

“Look down there.  See those people knocking on doors?  They are gathering gifts 
of clothing and toys for the homeless and the hungry.  That’s what Christmas is all about 
Nicolas.  Just think, what if God stopped working for the good of humankind because He 
did not believe they were catching on fast enough? Although it might take many centuries 
to get the job done, He leaves it up to you and me to have the strength and courage to 
carry on his work – each of us in our own unique way.  Little-by-little people will get the 
message, and someday Christmas will not be needed anymore, because humanity will 
learn its true secret and practice it every day. 

“Now you must return to the North Pole and continue with the great work.  Of 
course, only if you want to.  Otherwise you can remain here, although you will become 
mortal.” 

“I can see the greater importance of the work now Grand Master.  Christmas must 
live as long as necessary to teach mankind the path to unconditional love, which will then 
lead to peace and happiness.”   

For a moment he stopped speaking.  Then Santa added, “Sadly, I do not know 
how to get back, although I want to.  I have only enough magic fuel for the last lap of the 
journey.  Therefore, I would have to land frequently for gasoline and that would not 
allow me enough time to get back for Christmas Eve.  Unfortunately, the aeromoplane 
has also been damage and that too would have to be repaired.” 
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“You are certain that you wish to go back?” the Grand Wizard asked. 
Santa Claus nodded his head, “Christmas has always been a joyous time for me, 

but now I know that is because I brought happiness to others.  For the first time, I fully 
understand the importance of this work.  It is more than gifts and toys – it is carrying on 
the work of the Great Spirit who created us.  In other words, it is helping to light His 
Spirit in every heart – even if only for one magic night.  I suppose that is why it is called 
the Christmas Spirit”. 

The Grand Wizard peered deeply into Santa Claus’s eyes, as he touched him 
lightly on the shoulder with his Holy Scepter, “And so it shall be. Now I bid you Merry 
Christmas Nicholas.” 

Nicholas Claus had forgotten the fathomless depth of the Grand Wizard’s eyes, 
and he became lost in them.   For a moment everything seemed quiet and peaceful.  Then 
he heard someone approaching and heard low voices. 

“Look!” Alfie cried pointed out to other elves.  There’s Santa Claus’s plane. “My, 
I do hope he is alright.” 

When he reached the plane the elf began brushing the heavy snow off of one of 
the windows.  Peering inside he saw Santa slumped over the steering mechanism of the 
aeromobile, appearing somewhat dazed. 

By this time the other members of the elf search party had gathered with Alfie and 
began trying to pry the frozen doors of the plane open.  Finally, they were successful.  
Reaching in they attempted to help Santa out.  

“Santa, are you all right”, Alfie asked?  “You look dazed.  You must have 
bumped your head when the aeromoplane crashed.  Here, let us help you.” 

With the assistance of the elves, Santa Claus finally managed to get out of the 
plane and stood up.  Looking around, he saw huge mounds of white glistening snow and 
the faces of anxious elves looking up at him.  For a moment he was perplexed…and then 
he remembered. 

“Alfie”, Santa said looking down at the face of his loyal number one elf, “I have 
never been better.  Come! Let’s hurry back to the North Pole.  There is a lot to be done 
before Christmas Eve.” 

The elves looked at him quizzically.  “But it is Christmas Eve.  Obviously, you 
have been unconscious for several days.  For a time we were fearful that you had fallen 
among the mortals and there would be no Christmas.”   

The other elves chimed in, “You don’t have to worry Santa.  Everything has been 
made ready, just in case you returned home in time.” 

A few hours later, Santa’s sleigh soared aloft, pulled by eight prancing reindeer. 
His booming voice rang out over the mountains and over the valley…HO! HO! HO! 
MERRY CHRISTMAS TO ALL, and it was indeed a Merry Christmas.  Now he knew that 
the Spirit of Christmas always came to life in the hearts of every human at Christmas 
time, even if only for a day.  And he also knew that someday, when each had learned 
Christmas’s mysterious secret - the Great Spirit would live in them forever, and peace 
would come to earth. 

Below, the news of Santa’s return to the North Pole had reached the ears of the 
people, and suddenly the Spirit of Christmas filled the air.  People called out to one 
another…Merry Christmas…Merry Christmas… and chorals filled the air with praise. 
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Little children slept snug in their beds, dreaming of a red suited man, and a sleigh full of 
magic gifts pulled by eight reindeer. 
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THE MAN WHO HAD EVERYTHING 
 

  Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 

This story later spawned the national prize winning poem – The Oak Tree by the Old 
Mill Pond.  

 
 

 It was Christmas time again, and Sam stood at the corner of his favorite 
intersection holding up a sign…”Help the Homeless”.  His beard was rather long and his 
clothes were ragged, but they were both clean.  Occasionally a car or a pedestrian would 
stop and give him a few cents, or a dollar or two and he would always say with great 
fervor, “God Bless You”.  Now, however, since the holidays were approaching he added 
“Merry Christmas”.  
 Some of those who gave to Sam were regulars, for he had stood on this corner 
through summers of heat and winters of cold for a long time.  Some who stopped even 
knew his name and would ask, “How goes it Sam?”     

And Sam would reply, “I can’t complain.  God bless you.”  Then he would look at 
them with kind eyes and smile. 
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There were some things about Sam that seemed unusual for a homeless man.  His 
eyes were extraordinarily kind, not hopeless or staring, and his voice was gentle and well 
spoken, as though well educated.  He never spoke of his past to anyone, however, and if 
asked, his eyes would take on a faraway look and his voice would become soft, “I have 
no past, for my yesterday and my tomorrow are today.  God bless you. 

Every night when Sam arrived at the homeless camp where he lived, the others 
who gathered around the fire where they cooked and warmed themselves would look up 
and say, “Hello Sam, and how did it go with you today?”  

Because it was a common practice for the homeless to pool their resources, each 
who gathered around the fire presented their offerings for the day.   Some brought a few 
scraps to throw into the big pot that provided their evening meal; others brought pieces of 
clothing, or a blanket.  These would be given to the one who had the least.  Yet, others 
would throw a few coins into a pile to be used to buy bread and occasionally a bit of meat 
to add to their nightly stew, or oatmeal for the morning fare.  

Therefore, when Sam was asked, “How did it go with you today”, he would look 
at those gathered around the fire with great happiness, for each night to him was a 
homecoming. “Well, my friends”, he would say as he placed his offerings in front of the 
others, “I fear we shall not have meat in our stew.”  Other times he would say, “Ah my 
friends – the Lord was good – we shall have meat in our stew.” 

Everyone at the camp was always happy to see Sam, because he was kind and 
helpful to each.  He cared to the sick and made certain that they got their share of the 
day’s collection.  Sometimes he would give up his blanket or his coat to help some new 
person who had joined them.  To give up such things did not concern him because he 
knew that they would eventually be replaced.  The most important thing to him was to 
make others feel welcome; for he knew that many who came to the camp were down on 
their luck and had no other place to go.  If a newcomer was on drugs, or drank, he tended 
them through long hours of withdrawal.  If they smoked, he helped them quit, and if they 
were ashamed he helped them find worth.   

Many who left the camp, left because they had found jobs and been restored to 
society.  Should any of these returned and seek to offer some large contribution Sam 
always refused their offering. He would say, “Remember, how it was when you were 
here.  To accept your kind offering would take away all that we try to do here, for some 
would become jealous and selfish, but more importantly my family would lose the joy of 
overcoming.  Each one, like you, who graduates from this camp graduates because they 
have won victory over themselves.  Now come, join us for the evening meal and put a bit 
of tithing in that we might all have meat in our stew.” 

Then Sam would lead the guest over to those who gathered around the fire, and 
the evening would be spent listening to the story of success by one of their graduates. 
During these times Sam’s face would take on a soft glow and his eyes would fill with 
tears, for he was proud of their graduates.  Sam, however, never graduated, nor would he 
ever seek to do so, for he had never forgotten what brought him here so long ago. 

It had all happened one Christmas Eve.  Sam was the vice president of a 
prestigious bank.  This day, as on all the Christmas Eve days before, the bank closed at 
noon.  There was a heaviness enveloping Sam, because it had been necessary to turn 
down a loan extension to the Porters who owned a small farm outside of the city.  They 
were good people, but they had been down on their luck since a storm had taken out all 



61 
 

their crops.  The fact that the Porters were good people, however, made little difference to 
the bank because the bank had certain policies about making loans to people without 
collateral. Sam remembered Mr. and Mrs. Porter’s faces when he told them that he could 
not extend their loan and the bank would have to foreclose.  “Why”, he wondered to 
himself, “did things have to be this way.  

As Sam got out his car and went into the house that afternoon, he felt very little 
joy over Christmas – but then he had felt that way a number of times over the past few 
years.  He had puzzled over this, for he had everything, a lovely family, a rather 
sumptuous home, and new cars in his garage, one was his, another his wife and another 
belonged to his sons.  He held a prestigious position at the bank and was considered a 
pillar in the community.  In spite of all of this Sam felt that something was missing, for 
he found no great joy in these things. 

Now, as his wife handed him the usual Christmas eggnog, Sam went over to sit in 
his favorite chair and looked at the Christmas tree aglitter with many lights.  The 
packages were piled high underneath, while outside the first flakes of snow had started to 
fall.  As he sat there, he remembered the Porters and wondered what they would be doing 
this Christmas.  This troubled him deeply.  

Eventually, he leaned his head back against the soft cushion of the chair and 
dozed off.  Suddenly a light appeared before him and in ii stood the figure of a man in a 
scarlet robe.  The stranger spoke gently, “Sam, I know that you are a good man.  Yet, you 
have been unhappy.  Many times your heart has spoken to me and wished for happiness. 
Now I am going to help you fulfill this wish.  Leave this house Sam. Go and live among 
the homeless.”   

Immediately after speaking these words the figure disappeared.  Sam opened his 
eyes and looked around.  For a time, he pondered upon the strange visitation.  As he 
thought about his family, his position and all that he owned, he wondered how the Master 
from Galilee could ask him to do such a thing.  Again, the face of the Porters came to him 
and he began to feel the deep emptiness that possessed him from time-to-time.   

On the following Monday after Christmas, Sam returned to the office. but before 
leaving the house he went upstairs and looked in the closet, wondering what a homeless 
person might wear.  Finally he reached for some old fishing clothes and put them in a 
brown paper bag that he found folded neatly on the upper shelf.  Next he put on heavy 
sox, and last he put on some old heavy boots and lay an old hunting coat over his arm.  At 
first He wondered if the sox were too extravagant, but he was afraid that he might not get 
another pair for a very long time and it was winter. Then he made his way downstairs, 
looking back for a moment at the life he had always known. 

Sam stopped in to say goodbye to his wife before leaving, and said, “You must 
not wait dinner for me, for I shall be very late.” 
 “Sara nodded, and then she asked,”What is in the bag, and for heaven’s sake what 
do you plan to do with that old hunting jacket?”  
 “Believe it or not”, he replied, ‘this brown paper sack contains my future, and this 
old hunting coat is being given to one of the homeless.” 
 Giving him a kiss on the cheek, Sara returned to the task of giving the maid her 
dialing instructions. 
 As soon as Sam arrived at his office he called his solicitors and then he wrote out 
his resignation.  When the solicitors arrived, Sam had them draw up the papers to leave 
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all that he owned and possessed turned over to his wife and family, except a bit from his 
private funds to pay off the Porter loan.  His solicitors looked at him in stunned silence, 
but they had been sworn to secrecy, never to reveal what he had done, for where he had 
gone. 
 After leaving the building he stepped into the nearby alley and changed his 
clothes.  Carefully, he folded his suit and put it into the brown paper bag along with his 
watch, wallet and other identification; He then pulled the hold hunting hat over his head 
and made his way to the door guard, saying, “I found this in the alley.  I believe it 
belongs to some Mr. Denzel R. Morse, who works for your bank.” 
 The guard accepted the sack and nodded, but he felt disgust that a homeless man 
had touched the clothing of the vice president of the Bank. 
 As Sam disappeared into the falling snow, Mr. Denzel Morse became Sam the 
homeless. 
 Now it was Christmas again and Sam stood at his usual post with his little sign – 
Homeless.  Soon it began to snow quite heavily and no one seemed to be on the streets.  
So Sam thought he may as well return to the camp, but he felt a bit sad because there had 
been no offerings and so there would be no meat in Christmas stew.  Just as he was about 
to leave, he saw a bearded man carrying a rather large round package making his way 
toward him through the falling snow.  Sam saw that the man was dressed in a flimsy 
white garment, his feet were almost bare and he had but a flimsy shawl thrown over his 
shoulders... 

Immediately, Sam thought the bundle the man carried was probably his only 
belongs, and he said to himself, “The poor man, I must take him with me to the Camp. He 
must have some warmer clothes and shelter on this cold day”. 

The stranger stopped in front of Sam and spoke, his voice possessing a deep 
melodious quality, like the voice of an angel, “Hello Sam., he said, “ I have been 
observing you for a long time and I have come today to thank you. You have served me 
well.” 

On hearing these words, Sam looked into the bearded face now covered with 
frosted snow, and what he saw caused him to fall at the stranger’s feet and began to sob.  
For he saw that it was his beloved teacher, the Master of the scarlet robe 

The Master reached down and raised Sam to his feet.  Then he handed him the 
package, which he carried, saying, “Sam, I want you to have this, for I would that you 
and all your friends have meat in their Christmas stew.” 

Then he disappeared into the falling snow. 
When Sam arrived at the camp, his friends had just put the stew pot on a flaming 

fire.  They looked at Sam and asked, “How goes it Sam.” 
He smiled at them tenderly and with tears in his eyes, he said, “We shall have 

meat in our stew this Christmas day.” 
While the stew cooked someone asked him, “Why have you never left the camp 

Sam?   
He smiled gently, “I have never left, because since my arrival here I have found a 

worthy work. I have had time to see a raindrop reach the ocean, found a diamond in the 
snowflake, and I have seen a tender light within a human tear and the power in a tiny 
seed become a beautiful flower, I have watched the majestic colors of sunrise and sunset, 
felt the mist of the sea upon my face, and sought the hidden mysteries of the stars. “ 
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 Just then Sam felt someone staring at him, and when he looked up he once more 
saw the smiling face of his Master midst the swirling snowflakes and he heard him say, 
“Merry Christmas my faithful friend, one day, you will come to me in Heaven.” 

 Suddenly, Sam was filled with great happiness. Turning back to those around the 
fire, his tears freezing on his face in the chilling winter air, he added, “No, my friends, I 
will never leave this camp.  Why should I?  You see I am a man who has everything.” 

 
 
                                                      THE END 
 
Whether we are rich or poor I believe that if we will take the time to enjoy what 

we have and the beauty in the world around us – we will discover that we too have 
everything 
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THREE COPPER PENNIES 
 

A national prize-winning story 
 

Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
 
 

Beneath the flow of the Great Sea there lived a young lad by the name of Ke-al-
ake-kua, whose name meant Path of the Gods.  Kealakekua lived in the land of Honoka, a 
place somewhat beneath the sea, where the waters changed from dark blue to green 
period.  Honoka was considered a strange place, because it had no dwellings above the 
surface where the sunlight could stream down and embrace its dark chambers.  Its dank 
and forbidding caves had served as family homes for many people for generations, and 
while the underground houses were protected from the winds and rains they received 
little light.   It was here that the lad, Kealakekua, was raised, and tended to by his family 
according to the customs of his ancestors.   

Once a week the people of Honoka left their caves and went to where the water 
and the land met under the golden sun.  On this Light of Sun Day, the people paid homage 
to their Sun God with song and prayers, for they were awed by the magic light which 
streamed down from the sky.  After their hour of worship, they returned to their dark 
underground dwellings to feast the sun with joy and thanksgiving.         

Some families preferred the light of the sun to the darkness of the caves, however 
and refused to live in the underground world.  Rather they chose to live beneath the 
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golden sun, where they could smell the sweet odors of the meadows.  Thus, they enjoyed 
a bliss and happiness that those beneath the water could not even imagine.  Because of 
their happy life those who lived upon the surface of Honoka tried to urge the cave 
dwellers come up from their underground homes and live as they.  Unfortunately, the 
caves had served as family homes for longer than anyone could imagine and a certain 
resignation existed.  The thought of leaving produced great fear and insecurity, 
particularly since they firmly believed that the sun dwellers were a special people - 
chosen by the Sun God.  And while they worshiped the sun those who lived in the caves 
also feared it, believing that they would be destroyed by the sun’s rays.  
 The boy, Kealakeku, lived in one of the caves with his family, as had his 
grandparents and great grandparents.  He had known no other life, except on those 
occasions when he was allowed to venture to the surface with his parents to pay homage 
to the sun.  Kilauea, the lad's father, whose name meant rising smoke cloud, was a 
practical man and carefully saved most of his money for the future to insure that he 
would never be in want.  Because Kilauea was so frugal he naturally thought of his son’s 
future, and eventually decided that it was time to teach Kealakekua the habits of frugality. 
He called his son to him. 
 "Come here, little Kealakekua, it is time for you to learn the proper use of money.  
Please hold out your hands for I have something to give you, but you must understand it 
is a worthwhile gift and must be saved.  If by some unfortunate circumstance you should 
spend it I am afraid you will have to do without." 
 Kealakekua turned his big brown eyes upward to his father and held out his small 
hands.  One-by-one Kilauea dropped three copper pennies into the upturned palms. 
             "My," thought Kealakekua, "I have never seen so much money in all my life."    
Immediately, like any small boy, he had the urge to run out to spend them, but the 
warning from his father crept kept him from doing so. 
 As the years passed Kealakekua grew from a lad into a young man and helped his 
father by working in the underground streams running through Honokaa’s numerous 
caves.  The two of them spent their time gathering Puna, or coral, from the streams which 
was used to make jewelry or ornamental headdresses, an occupation held by Kilauea's 
honorable father.  As his son grew into manhood Kilauea passed the art of gathering Puna 
on to him, just as his father had once passed it on to him.   

Over time Kealakekua earned many copper pennies as he worked, although he 
still possessed the three copper pennies his father had given him when he was but a little 
boy.  Naturally Kilauea was very proud of the frugality of his son, and as they work side-
by-side each day both father and son watched their stack of coins grow. 
 On one Light of the Sun Day a very unusual thing occurred, something that would 
change Kealakekua's life forever.   While he was sitting beneath the light of the Sun God 
in worship, a stranger chanced to pass by.  The stranger paused beside Kealakekua and 
asked; "May I ask what you are doing, my fine young man?" 
 Kealakekua, startled, looked up and replied, "I am worshiping the Sun God that 
my life is healthy and my family yet to come will live without want."   
When he moved, the copper pennies in his pocked made a faint jingling sound as they 
rubbed against each other. 
 "Are you without want?" the stranger asked. 
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 "Of course," Kealakekua answered.  "I not only have many copper pennies, but 
among them are the three which my father gave me long ago. They have brought me 
much luck.” 
 With piercing eyes the stranger appeared to look right into Kealakekua’s soul.  
Then he continued with his questioning, saying "Surely, you must realize that three 
copper pennies cannot keep you from want.  I would that you answer these questions:  Do 
you know what lies beyond yonder rainbow?  Have you not wished to live beneath the 
rays of your Sun God instead of the darkness of your cave?  Do you not wish to go where 
the birds travel, and to be free from all which keeps you bound?  Can you even read or 
write?" 
 Kealakekua looked hopelessly at the stranger and shook his head.  "I have thought 
of all these things, but it would be necessary to spend my three copper pennies. If I did 
that I might have to do without and starve as many have." 
 "If you have wanted these things, how can you say your wants have been 
fulfilled?”  The stranger questioned, "Why don't you come with me and I will show you 
these mysteries you have wondered about."  
 Kealakekua looked down the road the stranger pointed at and saw a magnificent 
rainbow hovering over it.   
"Where is that?"  He queried. 
 "That, my fine friend, is where we would go if I could persuade you to join me.  It 
is called Honohina, the gathering place of Hina the goddess who dwells in Ka'ilua, the 
meeting place of two seas”, the stranger replied. 
 "Oh, I would like to go more than anything else in the world”, Kealakekua, Path 
of the Gods, replied.  "If I were to go, however, what would the journey cost me?" 
 "Why, young man, it is I who must see that you are fed as we journey and it is 
right you pay the proper price for such care.  The proper price happens to be exactly the 
three copper pennies your father gave you." 
 "Oh! No!" Kealakekua cried out, shaking his head.  "I could never do that.  
Besides, I don't even know your name, and how do I know you can even be trusted?  
Perhaps you only wish my money." 
 Sadly, the Sadu (one who meditates) looked at Kealakekua and replied, "My 
name is Ola the sacred, and I come from Mauna Ke, the White Mountain.  Since it is 
apparent that you are not going to come with me I can no longer tarry, for my journey 
must be finished before my life ends."   
Turning his back, Ola started walking toward the rainbow.   
 As he moved away, Kealakekua heard the jingle of the three copper coins, and he 
thought about his life in the caves.  His sons would live in caves, too, and perhaps their 
sons.  "Surely," he thought, "all the money in the world is not worth such misery.  The 
land of Honahina could not be worse.” 

Slowly he turned to look at Honoka with its foreboding caves one more time.  
Rising, he knew that he could not return to the darkness of his home. 
  Just as Ola was disappearing over the hill he heard footsteps running up behind 
him.  He did not turn to look around, however, but smiled.  He knew it was his young 
friend with the three copper coins, for the Goddess Hina had sent him to fetch 
Kealakekua. 
 "Wait, wait Ola”, Kealakekua panted, "I have decided to go with you." 
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 Ola stopped and waited for the lad to catch up.  When they were even with each 
other, Ola spoke.  "Before we can travel on together you must give me your three copper 
pennies and promise to do what I ask of you.  If you do not, then you may get lost and 
never complete your journey.  I want you to understand that once we leave here you will 
never be able to return to Honoka." 
 Slowly, Kealakekua dropped the three copper coins into Ola's outstretched palm.  
Smiling, Ola again resumed his journey, motioning his young friend to follow him.  
The two of them, walking side-by-side, headed toward the rainbow. 
 Days passed and Kealakekua learned many things, although the rainbow still 
seemed far away.  He learned that life is like the sea, whatever good or bad a person does 
returns on the tides of life and each reaps what they have sown.  Also, he learned patience 
and perseverance, for day-by-day he traveled with his master through sun and rain, over 
rocky mountain summits and blistering desert sands.  And the youth watched the miracles 
of sunrise and sunsets, how the acorn becomes a tree and how all life sustains all life, just 
as the rivers and streams feed the grass, the fields, animals and humans.   

During these years Ola's hair turned white as snow and his body became so old 
that sometimes he stumbled.  When he did so, the young man from Honokaa held him 
fast and helped him over the stones lying on the road.  Sometimes they would talk to 
others about the wonders at the end of the rainbow, and on occasion some of the people 
even traveled with them – but they seldom stayed long because the path was too difficult. 
In time the rigors of travel became too harsh for Ola and his body began to die.   

As Ola lay dying, Kealakekua held him in his arms.  His master looked up at this 
disciple who had given up his greatest treasure to follow Ola from the dark caves of 
ignorance.  Although his voice was weak in death, he said, "I have but one gift that I may 
give you, Kealakekua, for your years of loyalty.  My gift is to return the three copper 
coins you gave me long ago.  When I have departed from my physical imprisonment I 
wish you to remove them from my pocket.  Keep them always as a reminder of our 
journey together."   

Then Ola died.  In the final moment, as the soul left the body, Kealakekua thought 
he saw the faint flicker of a brightly hued rainbow cross his teacher's face. 
 Before disposing of the remains of his beloved master, Kealakekua reached into 
the pocket of the Ola ragged tunic to remove the three copper coins.  He was astonished, 
however, to find they had now turned into silver.  As he looked down at them he realized 
that the love of his teacher had changed, not only the three copper pennies into this fine 
metal but his own soul. Slowly Kealakekua, in deep thought, dropped the coins one-by-
one into the pocket of his tunic.  As they jingled, he remembered the years he and Ola 
had spent together.  
 After burying his teacher, Kealakekua returned to sandy strip of road they had 
been traveling on.  To his surprise he saw the arch of a magnificent rainbow against the 
dark clouds in the east.  For some reason it appeared just a bit closer than it had before.  
As he walked, the three silver coins jingled their tune, and their music helped Kealakekua 
remember the reason why he walked on this journey which seemed to have no end.  
Occasionally he felt his old teacher with him and he remembered the wonderful things 
Ola had taught him, particularly about the Overseer of the universe.    His teacher had 
pointed out that many of the great stars in the heaven were actually galaxies and that each 
human being was a cell in the body of the Creator.  He had taught his disciple that life on 
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earth was but a temporary home for the soul, and that its real home was heaven, and that 
there was no death – only life.  . 
 In time, as Kealakekua pondered upon all the wonderful things Ola had taught 
him, he became very wise. Seeing this, the Goddess Hina smiled upon him.  To insure 
that he would be helped over the rocks in his old age, as he had once helped Ola, she sent 
him a young man named Kamuela, from Kohala, the northern district.  Now it was 
Kealakekua who taught his young disciple, just as his teacher once taught him.  
The teacher often told Kamuela the story of how Ola changed his three copper pennies 
into silver.  One day, quite curious, the disciple asked his teacher if he could see the three 
coins, but Kealakekua shook his head.  "You hear them in the stories of life which I tell 
you.  You see them in the robin caring for her young, and you feel them in the thunder of 
a storm.  When I die they shall become yours." 
 Year after year the pair traveled on.  Kealakekua no longer hurried to get to the 
land of the rainbow for he was satisfied to be on the road with all its surprises and 
adventures.  

 In the end, Kealakekua’s body, like Ola’s’, became old.  Now it was Kamuela 
who helped him over the rocks.  Sitting down one day, Kealakekua spoke softly to his 
disciple, "Soon I am to die, and in my right hand pocket you will find three silver coins. 
They are yours, that you might remember our journey together.  Remember always, stay 
on the road that the rainbow of Honohina might guide you."   

Slowly Kealakekua sank to the ground, and Kamuela watched as his teacher's soul 
departed from its old and worn body.  As he watched Kealakekua ascended toward 
heaven, Kamuela saw his beloved teacher arrayed in the glorious colors of a beautiful 
rainbow and knew then that Kealakekua had reached the land of Honohina. He realized 
now that Honohina was real after all, and that it could only be reached by the journey.  

   Before he buried his teacher, Kamuela followed Kealakekua instructions and 
reached into the pocket of his teacher's threadbare tunic.  He felt the three silver coins 
within his hand as he withdrew it from Kealakekua’s pocket.   When he opened his hand 
he saw three coins of the purest gold.  
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Yes, there is a Santa Claus: 
 
 Elizabeth MacDonald Burrows 
 
 Long ago, during a time that no one really remembers, the legend of Santa 
Clause began its mythological journey through the land of matter.  Some believed it 
started with a saint, and perhaps it was through a saint he first appeared.  However, 
Santa Claus has existed since the beginning of time and is the personification of 
ancient mystical symbols.  He has traveled the world over, flown through the 
adventures of St. Nicholas, the jolly smile of St. Nick, and the compassion of Father 
Christmas.  Today, he reveals himself in the splendor of the holy season, from city 
corners and city stores to the hearth of every home.  Many believe that Santa Claus 
does not really exist and many tell their children that he does not exist, but this is not 
true.  He is the heart of giving, the essence of love, and the mystical joy of Christmas.  I 
know he exists and I want you to know he exists also. 
 You see it all started when the spirit of God donned the symbolic attire of Santa 
Clause.  Red signifies sacrifice, that sacrifice which God made by descending into the 
world of matter, for He is the Christ nature and divine spark allocated to every living 
being.  He is the greatness in each soul. For centuries he has walked within us as we 
have journeyed through darkness and unknowing.  For this reason Santa Clause wears 
black boots to signify his descent into matter, which personifies darkness and 
unknowing, to walk with his people and share in  their troubles and sorrows every 
Christmas eve.   
His descent down the chimney to live in the flesh occurs on the 24th of December, 
exactly at midnight to signify that period when the soul and the indwelling Christ seeks 
to become one –(1-2).  Of course He brings sticks and stones to the bad boys and girls, 
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and gifts to the good boys and girls, representing the precise law of cause and effect 
that governs our entire universe.  If anyone does bad than they reap trouble in their 
human life, and if a person does good than they reap good.  However, the gifts which 
Santa Clause brings also represent those things hidden within the spiritual nature of 
every individual, i.e., prophecy, healing, discernment of spirit, wisdom, love, and 
power, and the mysteries of eternal life, peace, and joy. 
 Naturally Santa Clause comes forth with eight tiny reindeer, which has long 
signified, particularly in the Christian mysteries, the time of reaping.   You see Christ 
was bound by the four elements to matter – 4, as well as the soul, which has also been 
bound by the four elements to matter- 4.  By the descent of his Spirit to live with the 
soul, (Santa Claus’ descent down the chimney is referred to as the Birth of the Christ 
in mankind). With this comes the dawn a new dispensation, when the Lion (Spirit) and 
the Lamb (Soul) will at last lay down together and peace will come to earth 
 Further more, Santa Clause comes from the North, which has long represented 
death and dying, for nature lies in its snow-white casket until one spring morning 
when life begins anew.    Since God contains the entire universe within him, Santa 
Claus’s stomach is very large indeed, and his beard signifies that his secrets are 
hidden.  He wears a pointed hat, for his mind reaches to the stars.  Thus, for a brief 
time, his mysteries lie hidden behind the mask of a human man, and he bears a snow-
white beard and long white locks.  You see Santa Clause is older than the universe 
itself, yet as pure as the falling snow. 
 Like children, we gather around the Christmas tree when the Christmas star is 
its brightest, and we tear asunder the tinsel, which hides those gifts given by a loving 
heart.  Nothing remains hidden.  Following this; the great feast of the Christing 
signifying the descent of the Christ consciousness to live in the flesh.  On Earth it is 
celebrated by a great Christmas dinner.  However, during the true feast of the 
Christing, or the descent of the Holy Spirit to live with man, the soul comes to know 
who and what it is, the true destiny, and how and why it all began.   
 Yes, there is a Santa Claus, for there is a God.  As we approach this Christmas 
season, let us think upon the good which rests in the season of our destiny, and when 
the bewitching time of midnight ticks upon our clocks, let us turn our eyes heavenward 
toward the North from whence cometh a red suited man with a sleigh and eight tiny 
reindeer.   
 
Let us celebrate this Christmas.....a new way.  Let us bring forth His Spirit that we 
might be one with, and in Him, and one with all mankind. 
 
YES………..I BELIEVE IN SANTA CLAUSE. 
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AUTHOR’S  BIOGRAPHY 
 
      The Author entered Cosmic Consciousness during the early 
seventies.  At that time the mysteries pertaining to the creation of the 
universe were revealed. Shortly thereafter, she renounced a personal life to 
serve as a spiritual educator. Elizabeth has devoted over a quarter of a 
century to the study of ancient Christian manuscripts.  Considered one of 
the foremost authorities in the world on the life of Christ, Elizabeth has 
deciphered some of the most complex work ever written, including St. 
John’s Revelation. Author of several books, she has appeared on hundreds 
of radio and television shows, and is listed in Who’s Who in America.  
 

 
Her Personal Philosophy 
The destiny of our planet is peace.  Therefore, the ability of mankind to work together toward 
this common good is extremely important.  In achieving peace, all hatred, malice, war, pain 
and sorrow shall pass away as shadows of darkness.  Then, the great age of mankind come into 
its true expression. 
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