santaJid poster inside!

The news was in dll the papers and on
every TV channel. But only I, Chrissie,
Santd's little girl, know the whole true
story about everything that happened
when Vernon Ransom, the Big Boss of the
EXMAS EXPRESS company, came rodring
into town — and bought the North Pole . ..
and even Christmas itself!







Listen closely.

No, really closely.

Christmas almost didn t happen one year!
Don’t shake your head — something might come loose in your brain.
Jont giggle.
This isn’t funny. (Well, sometimes it is.)
Anyway, here’s what happened.
And how 1 got to be

santashoid.




il My name is Chrissie
and | live at the North fole.
‘Pretty coo], huh?

»

Cerlain|y is, 'cause every day | get togoto Santa’s Toy Workshop

and p|ay with Santa’s reindeer and the Christmas doves and the Christmas mice
and Santa’s Elves — like Ooff, who's six foot eleven (tall for an Elf).

Know w|'|y | get to live at the North fole?

Because my dac“y and mummy are Mr and Mus Santa Claus!

I'm Santa's little girl




All those who want to live at the North fole, shout:

I WANT TO LIVE AT THE NORTH POLEN

If you came to the North fole, you'cl get some real surprises. Like this:
all year Iong, except at Christmastime.. . .

Santa has no beard.

No jo"y mounds of fat

(not good for the heart).

But at Christmastime, Santa grows a beard.

And /\/\ummy Claus bleaches it white

and puts stuffing in Santa’s red suit.

Other tlnan that, Santa is like most otl'\er dads —

he loves me more than anytking in the world.







Santa taught me lots of cool t}\ings,

but there was a whole lot | didn't understand about Christmas.
Like how can Santa remember where every single kid lives
to deliver the n'g}\t pvesents?

And how does he fit all the presents on one s|eigh?
And how come the reindeer can ﬂy on Christmas Eve?
My dad, Santa C'aus, would just smile and say,
.Chn‘ssie, you have to believe.”

“Believe in what?" | asked, my eyes open wide.

“You have to believe in somet}ﬂng Bigger than yoursel{..

| Iaughec]. ~Everyt/7in9‘5 Ligger than mel” | said.

“That's it!” Santa clappec]. "Now never forget it.”







The Big Boss of the Exmas Express company
was named Vernon Ransom, and he was not nice. Definite|y not nice.

That morning, Vemon marched into Santa’s office

at the Toy Worlwshop — like he owned it.

‘WE'RE HERE TO BUY THE NORTH POLE,” he shouted,
because Vernon Ransom a]ways shouted everytl'\ing.

ACTUALLY, WE'RE HERE TO BUY CHRISTMAS.”
Santa couldn’t believe it.

“Oh, Christmas isn't for sale,” he said with a ho-ho-ho!

Then \/emon Ransom |augl1e(], too. A very loud, very mean |augln.
“YOU'D BETTER BELIEVE THIS!" he told Santa. ‘EVERYTHING'S FOR SALE.”

\







SUJJEH]Y dw news was on every T\/.

in the T\QWSPBPEYS, even on NiCkElO&QOH,

NORTH POLE BOUGCHT BY EXMAS EXPRESS!
CHRISTMAS TO BE CALLED EXMAS!
SANTA HAS A NEW BOSS!

All my friends at the North fole were in a bit of a state.
But especia”y Santa, who just couldnt believe that Christmas had been l)ouglnt.
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But trust me, | saw it with my own eyes.

Everything at the North Pole seemed to change ovemig|nt.
The Christmas doves wouldn't fly or sing.

Ooff and the other Elves stoppe& malzing toys.

The Exmas Express company families

began to arrive in their slniny black cars.

Exmas Express was at the North fole to run zveryt}xing.
Pnd by

And every d’uought.

At all times of the Jay and nigl\t.







Now, when | went to the Toy Workshop, everyl:ody looked so glum and g|oomy.
Exmas Express was malaing new kinds of toys.

Toys fike:

Weird Wa”y Warmunga the Warrior.

Princess feefee and foofoo.

Doggie DooDoo.

And everybody's least favourite,

the 315th Day Toy.

Which, on the 315th day of the year, every year . . .

fol apart!!

“Not nice,” Ooff, the six-foot-eleven-inch Ef said to me.
“Just not very nice at al”

It was the worst thing Ooff had ever said in his |ong, tall life.




| almost didnt want to go to the Toy Worlzsl-lop. TR

Vemon Ransom was a Iarge, angry person whose face was almost as red as Santa’s suit.

‘LET ME EXPRESS MYSELF CLEARLY,” yelled Vemon.

‘WE'RE WAY BEHIND SCHEDULE.

RIGHT NOW, ONLY TWENTY-ONE PERCENT OF CHILDREN
WILL GET TOYS FOR EXMASI”

| groaneé in disbelief.

‘OUR GOAL,’ said Vemon, “IS FIFTY PERCENT!

FIVE OUT OF TEN CHILDREN WILL GET PRESENTS THIS EXMAS!"

| couldntt believe my ears

| ran to tell Santa and get his he]p.




Santa had stopped going to the Toy Wollzsl\opA

Then he stopped going out of the house.

Fina”y he stopped getting out of bed.

He I)egan toputona lot of weig|1t.

And grew a |cng, white beard.

Santa started |ool=ing like Santa.

And notina good way.

I burst into Santa’s bedroom and told him

the temible news from the Toy Worlzshop.

"l guess | don't believe in Christmas any more,” he said.
[t was the saddest t}\ing I'd ever heard.

“Well, [ believe,” | whispered.
T a|ways believe in Christmas.”

-—
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The next Jay. spirits at the
sank lower than a reindeer’s bu

Exmas carols !)egan to Al
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to replace Santa's beautiful slaétm“’nrénh too.
Clnnstmaswusgomgtolnrulmddmyur
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which is a ]ong time for somct}uing to be ruined.




So | decided to do sometJ'\ing.

You have to believe, | reminded myself, in somet/wing Ligger than yourse/[
[ rode Rhymer the Reindeer over to Vernon Ransom’s house.

Vernon answered the door.

| made myself as brave as can be, and | said,

Hi, I'm Chrissiel”

‘SO WHATT sl’\outed Vemon Ransom.

| took a Jeep breath and kept ta"aing.

“You can't just l)uy Christmas! You can't Buy the North fole!

Exmas Express is ruining everyd\ing that's goocj and beautiful.”
YOU'RE WASTING MY TIME, AND TIME IS MONEY,” Vemon shouted.
Then he said the worst tlning of all.

The worst t}\ing any kid could hear.
‘GO AWAY. A KID HAS NOTHING GOOD TO SAY.”




In a wink, in a blink, it was Christmas Eve.

The magic night was here.

But where was the magic?

Exmas Express trucks stuttered and sputtered.

Some were stuck in snow drifts up to their ugly |ogos.
The Christmas presents weren't l)eing delivered.

Not five out of ten!

Not one out of ten!

Vermon Ransom screamed at the Ehves, “THIS 1S YOUR FAULT —IT'S NONE OF MY DOING. &
I'LL HAVE YOUR POINTY-EARED HEADS IN THE MORNING.”



| ran home to Santa as fast as | could. | Lrought everybody with me —
N\ummy Claus, the reindeer, and the Elves.

“You have to save Christmas!” | begged Santa.

But my dad just looked at me.

Do you belleve CI\rissie, s N somet}ﬁng Bigger than yourself 7
There were tears in my eyes, and | could barely find my voice.

“Yes, | believe. |'ve always believed.”

Then Santa smiled. “I'm too l‘leavy for the sleigl'n.. he said.

“But if you be|ieve, you can save C]nristmas yourse”..







Well, I'l tell you, | had the whole North fole buzzing.
The Elves were smi|ing, and so were the reindeer, and even the Christmas mice.
We hauled out Santa's sleigh and all the 'good' toys.

No Fincess feefee and PooPoo, no Doggie DooDoo.
Everybocly pitclned in. Everybody believed in the magic.

But did I? Did | believe enoug/v?
How could | possiHy know the address of every single kid?

How could all these toys fit into the sleigh?
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Then Vemon Ransom ran towar&s me.

"KID, THIS WON'T FLY!" he yelled.
“SANTAS SLEIGH WON'T WORK WITHOUT SANTAY"
[ looked him in the eye, and here’s what | said:

"Kids are small, but kids are smart.

Kids are smart enough to understand the magic of Christmas.'

And then the most amazing thing — THE MAGIC HAPPENED —
the reindeer flew, the s]eigh full of toys took off, and so did |.






| believed in Christmas in a way | never had before.

| believed in how special and l'\o]y it was.

| believed that | would know every address of every kid in every country.
| believed that R}'rymer and the other reindeer could F]y all night and never get tired.
And then, when | was ﬂying past a Fa"ing star,

a little Loy leaned from his bedroom window and called out,

"Where's Santa? He always comes!”

But then he spotted a s|eigl1 in the sky.

And reindeerl And — somet}'ning even more incredible!

A kid was Jriving Santa’s sleigh!

Could it be?

Akid just like him — little hands, arms, Iegs, teeth, and a l)ig smile?

And then the little boy made it official.

“It's santaKid!” he shouted up to my sleigh. | see santakid!"




Believe me, | was having the nig}lt of my fife.
The night of any kid's life.

Delivering Christmas presents to everyl:ody everywhm.
| remembered every single kid, and where way lived.

Anc‘ that means — [ came to your /»ouse, too!



And at the end of the |ong, long nigl'wt,

after | stopped at every kid's ]'\ouse, every tent, every hut, and every block of flats,

| made one fast stop . .. at Vemon Ransom's house.

Vemon's kids were crying and so was Vernon's wife. |
And so was Vermnon —

because he'd never not got his Christmas presents.

| gave everybody their gifts, then | shook Vernon's hand.

"NO HARD FEELINGS, KID!I" he yelled.

“No hard &elings,' [ said, “But you and your friends and your broken-down trucks
anc] your shiny Hack cars have to get out of the Nort}\ Pole l)y New Year's Day.-
And that's what happene&.







That nigl’\t, Christmas nigl\t, | had the most Scmmpi'icious dinner ever
with my family and all my friends.

And my dad [ina][y asked,

.Chrissie, did you wa”y deliver all those presents to all those kids?”

And | had to tell him the truth.
“Well, | didnt exact|y deliver the presents in the usual way.-

There was quiet in the room.

| talked to every kid, and do you know what | told them?
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| told them Christmas isnt about getting presents.
| told the kids that Christmas is about sometJ1ing much, much Eigger than presents. Christmas is about Leheving!-

"Wow!” said my dad, and everyl)oc]y around our table joined in. “That's what happene&? That's greatr
| started to |augh and then | winked at Santa and N\ummy Claus.

.Yeah — anA t]nen | gave everybody their presents!







