Santa’s Wake Up Call
Christmas Eve had finally arrived. School was finished
and George the caretaker checked the gates and doors one last time
before he went home for Christmas. Around seven o’clock, the first
few flakes of snow began to fall and it was Maggie who spotted it
first. She ran into the kitchen waving her hands and yelling “Quick,
everyone, it’s snowing!” All the children ran to the window and lifted
the pull-down blind to see the one piece of magic that really makes
it Christmas.

By about eight o’clock Maggie, Kate, John and Sonny
were all tucked away in bed, trying their best to get to sleep in the
hope that morning would come even quicker. It was difficult though
because they were just so excited. But soon Sonny looked over at
John and saw that he was sleeping soundly. Soon they were all
dreaming of Christmas things. Sonny woke and thought it was
morning. He was excited and he was just about to leap out of the bed
when he looked at his Bart Simpson clock and it read eleven o’clock.

Why had he woken up? Then he heard it again. The sound was
coming from the front garden. He tiptoed to the window so as not to
waken John. He pulled back the curtain and there in the middle of
the garden was a huge red sleigh with a troop of reindeer.

Sonny stared in wonderment for a moment. There were sacks on
the back of the sleigh but they were all empty and lying flat and
lifeless and sad and there was no sign of Santa. Before he knew it,
John was standing beside him rubbing his eyes looking down at this
curious sight. “Has Santa gone, Sonny?” he asked as he looked up. “I
am not sure but I’d better go down and check. Wait here John or
better still, hop back into bed. It’s cold.” But John was fully awake
now and was far too curious about this Christmas mystery to go back
to bed. He followed Sonny down the stairs and they made hardly any
noise opening the front door.

The snow lay thick on the ground covering everything
and it made the shiny red sleigh seem even more colourful. It wasn’t
long before Maggie and Kate appeared and stood staring at how big
the sleigh was and how huge the reindeer really were. “They look as
big as horses!” Kate giggled as she stroked their fur. They nodded and
snorted as the steam rose from their backs. It was clear that they had
worked hard to get this far but why were they alone and with no toys
- and where was Santa? The girls walked around the sleigh taking in
all they could about it; the soft seats front and back, the Christmas
blankets to keep Santa warm, seat belts for safety (this made them
laugh).

Finally, they all stood in front of the lead reindeer Rudolph and Sonny
finally spoke. “I am not sure but something has happened to Santa.

There are no other sleigh tracks anywhere so this must have been
the first stop. But why are the toy sacks empty?”
He looked all around but the street was quiet and the
snow made it even quieter and brighter than usual. “Do you think
Santa fell out of the sleigh Sonny?” Maggie asked, her voice
beginning to quiver - hoping that Sonny would assure her that he
hadn’t. “No Mags. He has been doing this job for a long time and he
always wears his seat belt”. Sonny hadn’t known there were seat
belts in the sleigh before tonight but he thought there was no point
in making a bad situation worse.
Finally, he had an idea. He walked closer to Rudolph. He gently lifted
his chin upwards so the reindeer’s big brown eyes looked right into
his. “Rudolph, is Santa still in the North Pole?” Suddenly Rudolph let
out a huge whinny and snorted, nodding his head up and down as if
to say ‘yes’. “Does he need some help?” asked Sonny as he was now
so close to him that he could feel his warm breath on his forehead.
All this time, Maggie and Kate were stroking
Rudolph’s soft, warm fur. Rudolph made the same gesture again.
Finally Sonny asked “Can you take us there?” In a flash Sonny was
behind the reins and getting ready to take off. “You guys go back to
bed and I will be back as fast as I can. Okay?” Maggie, Kate and John
stood looking up at Sonny as he sat high in the sleigh looking much
older now than his ten years. Their faces had suddenly lost all the
Christmas cheer and Maggie’s eyes were filling fast. “Okay, come on
so. God, Mum and Dad will explode if they ever find out about this!”
The three bounced onto the sleigh and pulled up the thick blankets
which were lined with fur for extra warmth and giggled.

Sonny was about the give the reins a flick to signal to
Rudolph to pull when he exclaimed “Just thought of something- back
in a few seconds!” He jumped out of the sleigh, raced back into the
house and ran out again, stuffing something into the pocket of his
dressing gown. One quick flick of the reins (Santa doesn’t use a whip)
and the sleigh surged forward, the snow shooting out from under
rails like water from a speedboat.
Into the sky at an impossible angle, the reindeer worked their legs
like racehorses as the wind blew back the hair of the children who
were warm as toast under their red blankets.
The houses got smaller and the stars got brighter as
they raced across the country, then the ocean and finally all they
could see were vast tracts of snow and they knew that the North Pole
was not far off. In the distance Maggie spotted a glowing light far
below and pointed it out to everyone. It looked like a small village far
away from everything. The sleigh arced down in a sweep and soon
they were level with the ground and the snow was once again
spraying outwards, some landing on their heads. When the sleigh
finally stopped, all that could be heard was the panting of the
reindeer and a few bell sounds as they shook their heads. The
children jumped down and walked slowly around the neat buildings.
Maggie peered through a frosted window and hissed at the rest to
come and see what lay inside; row after row of bunk beds and all with
Santa’s elves sleeping.

Further on they spotted a house with smoke coming
from the chimney. They headed towards it and gently opened the
door. To their disbelief and shock, seated in his rocking chair beside
a fire that was dying out, was Santa Claus himself. Kate stared at
Maggie and back to John and then to Sonny who said “He must have
slept in! I heard that when all the toys are made and ready to put on
the sleigh the elves and Santa take one long nap for the huge night’s
work ahead”. “And look!” whispered Sonny pointing to the clock high
on the mantelpiece. It had stopped at five o clock.

“What will we do?” murmured Maggie. “We can’t just wake him - or
the elves - up. If he sees us here …. He may not bring us our presents”.
Maggie was starting to sound as if she regretted coming.
Sonny spoke again. “I thought that this might have
been what happened so I brought this”. He reached into his pocket
and took out his bedside clock - his Simpson’s clock - the one he uses
each day for school. “I will set it to go off in five minutes” he
whispered as he fixed the timer. Kate looked puzzled. “What will we

do when it goes off?” Sonny smiled and said “We will be hiding in the
big sacks on the sleigh, waiting for our trip home”. “Cool thinking
Sonny!” nodded John. Sonny slowly but carefully placed the clock on
the little table beside Santa then closed the door gently and headed
back toward the sleigh. Into the sacks they jumped, two in each sack
and they waited.

Soon they heard a huge commotion as Santa rushed
out calling the elves. “Load up the sleigh elves, we are late, get a
move on, get the presents into those sacks!” The children had to
hold their hands over their mouths to hold in the laughs as the
presents came tumbling into each sack. Maggie spotted her best
friend’s present as it tumbled past her. Soon they heard the elf who
was head of toy production tell Santa that all the toys were ready. It
was time to go. “Well done guys and girls. I haven’t slept in since I
can’t remember when! Better get going or nobody will get their toys.
Rudolph, hupp!”
Once again the sleigh gave a great heave forward and
the children rolled over with the shudder the sleigh gave as it sprang
into life. Sonny wondered, as did the others, how they would get out
of the sacks and back to bed without being seen. But for the moment
they were happy that Santa was awake and on his way to make his
deliveries. The insides of the sacks were lined with the same fur as
the blankets and they were warm and comfy. As it was getting late
now, one by one the children began to feel sleepy. They had worked
very hard and soon all four were fast asleep. Sonny was lost in
another Christmas dream when he heard a sound. He suddenly
gathered his thoughts, opened his eyes and realized that he had done
exactly what Santa had done; fallen asleep.

He sat up. He thought he was still in the sack on the
sleigh … but he was in bed … in his room. And across from him,
sleeping soundly was John. He got out of bed just as his mum opened
the door. “Hi Sonny, you guys must have been tired. It is almost eight
o clock! Don’t you want to go down and see what Santa has brought
you?” His mum looked at him and waited for an answer. “Oh yeah,
of course I do. It’s Christmas Day - the best day of the year!” But there
was obvious confusion in his voice. Maggie and Kate were heading
down too. Nobody mentioned a word. They all looked tired and by
the time they opened the sitting room door and saw the lovely
presents that awaited them, the memories of the night before faded
away like morning mist on a windy day.
Mum and Dad sat watching Maggie squeal with delight as she
opened her presents, clapping with excitement when she saw
what she got.

Mum was puzzled watching Sonny. She called him over. “Are you ok
honey? I can tell when something is wrong. You can tell me, can’t
you?” Sonny stared for a minute and looked around and replied “No
everything is great Mum. It’s just that I had a dream last night and it
seemed so real. Then just like that, it was morning”. Mum gave him

a hug and told him how much she loved him and told him to run
upstairs and put on his dressing gown as it was cold due to the snow.
Sonny raced up, grabbed his dressing gown and put it on but as he
did, he felt something heavy in the pocket. Slowly he put his hand
into the pocket and there was his Simpson alarm clock with a note
attached to it. He opened the note and it read:
Dear Sonny,
Many thanks for your wonderful help last night. Only for your quick
thinking and with the great help that Maggie, Kate and John gave, I
am not sure what kind of Christmas all the boys and girls would have
had. But you saved the day - or night - I should say. I left some extra
presents for the four of you. Everyone here at the North Pole sends
thanks to all of you.
Have a wonderful day. See you next year.
Santa.
Sonny smiled and went downstairs where lots of things were
happening. “Do you know what Sonny; I had the strangest dream last
night....” began Kate without looking up from her present. “Me
too...... ” added Maggie. Sonny knew that getting up for school and
reaching out to turn off his alarm clock would forever bring
wonderful Christmas memories. Santa is amazing, but only Sonny
knew just how amazing.

