
Meggie raced down the stairs, hoping that today was finally the day. Her stockinged feet slid easily across the wood floor. Her heart pounded with anticipation. As she rounded the corner and her eyes alighted on the scene before her, her heart fell. In the corner of the room sat the Christmas tree, brightly trimmed with paper chains and candy canes. The softly glowing bulbs made the room appear warmer but it only solidified the cold lump that was in Meggie’s throat and heart.

Although Meggie had checked the calendar religiously for the past month, she must have skipped a day at some point, or a week of days for all the time that was missing. Everyday Meggie ran to the living room as fast as she could, expecting to see brightly wrapped packages under the tree. For a long time there was nothing. The biggest surprise so far had been when a few small presents under the tree after school. Meggie was sure that Santa had gotten the time wrong and had come when she was gone rather than asleep. She had been sorely disappointed when she read the labels and found they were from grandma and grandpa.


Slowly, Meggie turned away from the sad assortment of mail-sent packages. She went to check the calendar as she had done everyday. At one point she had begun to cross of the days, making sure that her timing was correct. As she stared at the small 25 in the next unmarked square, her heart fell a little bit more. Santa hadn’t come.


Meggie drug her feet up the stairs and back to her bedroom. She was sure she had heard someone downstairs the night before. But, in order to make sure she stayed on the good list for the longest time she had remained in bed, trying to sleep. She sank into her bed, drawing the covers around her, staring at the wall. What a flop Christmas was turning out to be.


After a while, she heard her parents wake up and go down stairs. Meggie was sure they would see how sad the tree looked without gifts under the tree. The thought made her shrink even deeper into her bedclothes.


A soft knock sounded on the door. Meggie started. She had begun to doze off. Her eyes swiveled to the door. Perhaps it was Santa delivering the presents to her bed. Maybe she should have gotten up later and now she a last-minute entry on the naughty list. A thousand other thoughts filtered through her mind as she watched the door. The handle rattled for a moment before allowing the door to squeak open. Meggie sighed; it was only her little sister, Angela. “Mommy’s making pancakes. C’mon Meggie, time for breakfast.” Angela padded over to Meggie, her slippers slapping against the floor. She reached in and pulled Meggie out of the wad of bedclothes and led her excitedly down the stairs.


“Angela, I wanted to stay in bed,” Meggie protested, averting her eyes from the barren living room.


“Did not. You got up a long time ago,” her sister argued, still leading Meggie to the kitchen. Meggie didn’t continue the argument. There was no reason to lie if her sister already knew the truth. Angela pushed Meggie into a chair. From her disheveled heap, Meggie watched her sister prance as happy as could be around the kitchen, mostly getting in their mother’s way. Finally, Angela was sentenced to sit at the table where she bounced up and down in her chair excitedly.


Meggie couldn’t stand it anymore. “Angela,” she said, grumpily turning to her sister, “Santa didn’t…” A knock on the door interrupted her statement, Angela running to answer the door. The click of the lock and the crunch of the doorknob was followed by an earsplitting screech.


Angela came racing back to the kitchen. “Mommy! Meggie! Santa’s at the door!” she said breathlessly. Angela again grabbed Meggie’s hand and pulled her to the door, their mother following closely behind.


Meggie couldn’t believe her eyes. There in front of her, bringing all the cold from the North Pole in with him was, in fact, Santa Clause. Her heart raced with joy that he was finally here. Now she would be able to see if she got everything on the list she had sent to him. As Angela clambered up into his arms, Meggie suddenly became panic stricken. What on earth had she done in the past few days that warranted a front door visit from Santa?


Santa set Angela on the ground, bending to one knee as he did so. “Meggie,” he said, his voice cheery and bright, “I’m sorry I wasn’t here earlier. I would have called but then I might have woken you up, but one of my reindeer broke his leg and wasn’t able to fly last night. No, don’t worry, Blitzen will be just fine after he’s rested up a bit. We just hit an icy roof early on. I’ve been delivering presents using my chief toy maker’s car.” Angela looked around him and there by the front drive was a small red car that could indeed belong to an elf. She looked back at Santa, waiting for him to finish. He continued, “I’ve brought your presents, would you like to open them now?” Meggie nodded her head, leading Santa to the living room.


He brought out his large bag containing the gifts. Meggie and Angela quivered with delight as bright package after bright package was brought out. Once they were all placed around the tree, the two girls began opening them as fast as they could, the paper making rainbow snow fall to the ground around them. Santa stood and waved good by, saying he still had many other boys and girls to visit before Christmas was over. Meggie ran to the window and waved to Santa as he drove down the street. What a great Christmas it turned out to be after all.
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