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Spike’s Christmas Wish
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Sandy Summons

December was always the busiest month at the North Pole.  This was when Santa and the elves completed their final checks.  This included: making sure all the children’s letters were read, creating and constructing last minute toy requests, wrapping gifts, inspections of the reindeer’s flying equipment, and of course, making sure Santa’s suit still fit.  After all, he did enjoy a cookie or two.

Spike, one of Santa’s elves, lived in Elfville with the rest of the elves.  Elfville was a beautiful part of Santa’s village.  The elves in Elfville were very nice.  But Spike felt... different.

“The other elves are all so good at their jobs,” said Spike, one day to the reindeer.  As he gently stroked Prancer’s fur he continued, “I wish I could find an elf job that I was good at too.”

“There must be something for you, Spike,” said Dasher.  The other reindeer nodded their heads in agreeance.  Spike wondered if they were right.

Then Spike started working in his dream job – testing the sweet, spicy gingerbread cookies and crunchy candy canes that Santa would leave for the children.

“Oh, Spike.  You’ve eaten all the cookies!” said Hermie.  Hermie oversaw the taste testing in the food factory.  “Now we’re going to have to start all over again.  We’re way behind now.”  Hermie threw his arms up in the air and stormed off.

Uh-oh.  Now, Spike knew he was only meant to test a few.  He didn’t mean to eat all the cookies.  But they had tasted so scrumptious.  Unfortunately for Spike, he didn’t last long in this role.

Spike was then sent to work in the toy factory.  Surely, he would do a better job there.  He loved tinkering with the toys as he built them.

“Spike!  What have you done?” asked Tinsel, one of the elves.  She held up a doll that had wheels attached for the legs.

Spike hung his head.  He just couldn’t follow the instructions properly.  They always jumbled up in his brain.  He had mistakenly made this toy when looking at two different instructions – one for a doll, and the other for a toy car.

“Hmm, this is certainly very interesting,” said Gerard, the head elf, who had come over to see what all the commotion was about.

As the other elves pointed and giggled, Spike’s cheeks went cherry red, and he lowered his eyes.

“I think the mail room could be a good fit for you instead,” said Gerard, nodding his head.

So off Spike trotted to the mail room where he was instructed to sort the letters.  Spike loved the mail room.  Surely, he would be good at this.  There were millions and millions of letters that were sent by children from all around the world.
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Dear Santa,

It’s Mike from Australia.  I know it will be super-hot when you arrive so, I will leave a nice, cold glass of milk for you.
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It’s being snowing lots here, Santa.  I’ll leave you a hot chocolate – to warm you up.  Just heat it in the microwave when you arrive.

Love Ally from Canada.
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Could I please ask for a compass as it will be spring soon, and I want to go hiking?

From Cameron in Los Angeles
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Konnichiwa.  This is Akiko.  I would love a Pokémon toy or Pokémon cards, please.



––––––––

[image: ]


As Spike opened the letters to read and sort, he daydreamed.  How he longed to see these glorious places.  And Spike imagined having a letter addressed just to him.

Suddenly, a huge shadow loomed over Spike.  Standing in front of him was Maylee, the head elf in the mailroom.

“Oh, no.  Spike, none of these are sorted.”  Maylee tutted and sighed.

“Sorry,” mumbled Spike.  As he looked around, he could see hundreds of letters that he had opened piled in a monstrous mound around him.  Spike had messed up again.  Was there anything that he would be good at?

“Let’s go see Santa.  I’m sure he will find a special job for you,” said Maylee.

While Spike was excited to see Santa, he felt sad that he had let everyone down.  Yet again.

As Maylee knocked on Santa’s opened office door, Spike peered through.  Santa was sitting in a lavish gold and red chair in front of the cosy fireplace.  Stockings were hung on the mantelpiece above the crackling fire.

“Ho, ho, ho.  It’s young Spike,” said Santa, motioning for Spike to sit next to him.

“Young!” exclaimed Spike.  “I’m 364 years old.”

“That’s very young for an elf,” replied May.  “I’m well over eighthund– ah never mind.”  Maylee turned and left Santa to talk with Spike alone.

“I’ve thought long and hard about a job for you, Spike,” said Santa as he stroked his long white beard.  “I have got the perfect thing for you.”

Spike leaned in to hear what this “perfect job” would be.  Although Spike did suspect that it was another attempt to keep him from messing things up... yet again.

“You are now my Chief Reindeer Guardian.  It will be your job to care for the reindeer.  When they are at their happiest, we get the best flying time.  And Donner hopefully won’t be so grumpy if you give her some attention.” Santa chuckled.

The reindeer!  Spike adored all the reindeer and loved spending time with them.  Just as they adored Spike.

“Thank you, Santa.  I won’t let you down.”  Spike beamed.  He rushed off to the barn where the reindeer were housed.

“Can you believe it, Cupid?  I get to take care of you all,” said Spike.  He scratched under Cupid’s chin.

“It’s the best,” said Cupid, as she nuzzled her snout into Spike’s shoulder.
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