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A STOWAWAY WAMED JERQD

I don’t mind telling you that it was turning out
to be the most awesome Christmas Eve flight
ever. I could feel the wind whistling through my
whiskers. The moon was giving me a sly grin. He
knew what I was up to and he was cheering me
on. I was leaving the last house in a little town in
the state of Washington. The next house was just
a few miles away—as the sleigh flies. It was a
peaceful night. I snuggled deep into the piles of
toys all around me and told myself that it felt like
floating on angel wings through the midnight sky.

By golly, it just might have been perfect.

CRASH!

I sprang up and spun around. “What the...”

The back of the sleigh was heaped and piled
with toys. There were stacks of Skoobie-Do dogs,
mounds of electronic monsters, dozens of dolls
and gobs of Gameboys. There were billions of
bikes and tons of talking kitchens.

At first, all I could see were toys, but slowly a
head pushed up through the piles of puzzles and
dozens of disintegrators. A pair of eyes stared at
me over the kazillions of model kits.

Finally a scared little voice said just above a
whimper, “I really didn’t break it, Santa. Honest.
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I just wanted to see how it worked. And it fell
apart. Right in my hands. HONEST!”

My chin dropped onto my big red belly. A
stowaway? It couldn’t be!

“Who are you?” I spuitered. “How did you get
here? And WHAT did you BREAK?” My voice was
so loud that Prancer and Donner and Cupid
turned to see what was going on, and I had to
remind myself that I didn’t talk like that to
children. Why, I was a jolly old elf. I was glad that
The Missus hadn’t heard me.

““Jerod,. said the boy. He pushed a lock of
bushy brown hair off his forehead and looked at
me with eyes the size of sugar cookies. “Please
don’t be mad at me. It just fell apart. Honest.”

1 looked down at his sad little face and my big
old heart started to melt like ice cream on a hot
summer day. But then he slowly raised a beautiful
blue sailboat out of the mound of toys. The silver
sails that should have stood proudly above it
hung down from splintered masts. And the
remote control was smashed with its battery lid
open and the batteries gone.

I scowled at the broken boat. It was for a little
boy named Kyle who lived on Puget Sound. He
wanted it so badly, and I had spent hours making
it exactly the way he had asked. There was
nothing for me to do but fix it. And I'd have to dig
down into the mound of toys to find more
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batteries. That would take precious time. It would
make me late for all my other deliveries.

I sighed and said as softly as I could, “I know
you didn’t mean to break it. Things happen.
Maybe you can help me fix it.”

Jerod’s smile was as bright as the sun coming
out from behind a cloud. “You mean that, Santa?”

“On one condition,” I said, cocking an
eyebrow in his direction. “You must tell me how
you got aboard my sleigh.”

A gleeful grin spread over his face, and he
hunched forward. “You see, Santa, I made up this
plan. I worked it out ahead of time to hide behind
our chimney and wait for you to land on my roof.
Then when you slid down to put my toys around
the tree, I sneaked onto the sleigh. I can’t wait to
tell my friends that I helped Santa deliver the
presents this Christmas!”

“You...what?!?” I was flabbergasted. The little
scamp had planned all this ahead of time! When
he should have been being a good boy! And
dreaming about sugar plum faries!

“Oh, no you don’t. I'll turn this sleigh around
and take you right home,” I said in my gruffest
voice.

“But Santa, you can’t do that. You don’t know
where I live,” he said in an impish voice. “And
don’t think my parents will call the police because
they never wake up until morning. They sleep like
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rocks. By then we'll be finished. See, I figured it
all out,” he added triumphantly.

“You think so, eh?” I said and smiled to
myself. It shouldn’t take long to figure out where
Jerod lived. Let’s see now, so far I've delivered to
Jerod Mumford, Jerod Rollins, Jerod Anscott,
Jerod Poffenburger, Jerod... I sucked in my
breath in dismay. I'd delivered to dozens of
Jerods. Which one was he? I was trapped! If I
stopped at each house to find which one was his,
I'd never make all my rounds.

Besides that, I had to fix the boat, and that
would take more time. I would never get the
presents delivered to all the good boys and girls
in the world.

I had no choice but to let Jerod ride with me
on the Christmas Eve sleigh!





