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Dedicated to
the child within all of us...






*Mr. Kloss! Mr Kloss!”™ shouted the agitated
customer.

The bang, bang, bang of a hammer stopped from a
room behind the counter. “Yes?” said a hidden voice.

“You promised me my wooden chair last week! I
still don’t see it anywhere among this clutter you call
a carpentry shop. Have you even started itz?”

Mzt. Kloss stepped out behind the counter, emerging
from his hidden workroom. He was a big man, with
hands that showed he worked constantly with
wood. He looked extremely tired, as if he’d been
working all night. The rays of the early morning sun
shone through his store window behind the
customer, so he had to squint to see him.
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“Err, no, it’s not quite done yet, but I'll definitely
finish it today. I've been working on some other
projects that have a very high priority, which need-
ed to be done sooner. You can understand that, I'm
sure. But, I also understand your position. There
won’t be any charge for your repair. Will that be sat-
isfactory?”

The customer appeared taken aback. “Free? Again?
I don’t like you being late, that's for sure, but if you
keep giving me your services free because you're late
all the time, then you won’t make any money, and |
won't ever get the work I need done!™

“Oh, 1t’s no problem. It’s my fault I'm behind, and
you shouldn’t suffer because of it. I'll make it up in
the high priority projects that had to come before
yours.” The carpenter extended his large rough
hand to the customer and the two shared a firm
handshake. As the customer left, the bells on the
door jingled loudly.
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A woman’s voice interrupted the bells. “They all
do that to you, Papa. They say they don’t want the
work free, but all you have to do is be one day
late, and they start screaming. We'll be in the
poorhouse yet, even with all of your hard work.”
The carpenter’s wife was also a big person, but one
with grace and quiet sincerity. She had managed to
appear at the doorway between the shop and the
hidden back rooms without him even noticing.

“Ah, yes, Mama, | know, | know. But I had to
work on the project for the wee one. When I start
one of those, I always have to finish. You know
that. But, come, come, and let me show you.” The
tired look left his face, replaced by a gleam in his
eye. He lumbered past her into his workroom,
expecting her to follow.



Yes, she knew. It had been like this for years. They
were barely scraping by, on his carpentry work and
her sewing for their small village. Life in Norway was
hard, but life in Norway without enough money
could be deadly, and winter was soon to come. They
needed to make sure they had enough firewood for
the cold months ahead, and she couldn’t see it
coming this year. He kept spending what little they
had on supplies, and most of those supplies went
toward his projects.

But she never could say anything when he showed
his work. It was the only time she ever saw him

truly happy.

“See, Mama, see! When the horse rocks back and
torth, the bells inside the neck ring like it's Sunday!”
He proudly displayed his latest creation, a small
. ﬁmoden rocking hcrrse alrcad}r merrily painted with




“So that was what he was working on last
night,” she thought. “Indeed, another project for
the wee one.”

She sighed, and a tear came to her eye. Having
no children often made Papa extremely depressed.
She couldn’t fault him for once again spending the
entire night making another wooden toy for their
imagined child.

It wasn’t practical, but she understood. Hadn'’t she
herself sewn countless sets of baby clothes, just
waiting and hoping for the day to arrive when she
could tell Papa that he was to be a Papa in fact as
well as in name? Even their names for each other
had arisen from that hope. She no longer could
remember why they called each other Papa and
Mama, given they had never had any children,
except maybe because of the animals they had
raised and often became attached to. They usually
ended up selling some of their animals to others,
because they couldn’t bear to eat the ones that they

had raised for food.




She barely paid attention as Papa described his
latest creation. He was pointing out the comfortable
seat he had attached to the little rocking horse. As
she stood in the doorway between the carpentry
shop and the workroom, she glanced first at the
door that led into their small living quarters, then
toward the door of the storage room. She wandered
past Papa and into the storage room.

“Mama?” asked the big man quizzically. He cradled
the small rocking horse gently in his giant arms and
tollowed her. The storage room was full, full of
toys, full of things to play with. He had built toys
tor his imagined child of all ages, whether he was a
seven-year-old with a carpentry set, or she was a girl
of five playing with beautifully carved miniature
furniture in an ornate wooden dollhouse.
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He had already cleared an area for his latest creation.
Each toy, every item, had a place of honor. But the
shelves were full to overflowing, and it was harder
and harder to find a place for a new one.

“Oh, Papa.” She said it softly, but exasperatedly.
“Look at you. Your hair is almost as much gray as
red; your middle is growing every day. Look at me.
I'm not much better. 'm getting old, getting wrinkles.
We're too old now to have children.”

“No!” said Papa. He placed the rocking horse onto
the shelf as hard as one can possibly set down an
object of reverence. “We're not that old! We still let
the Lord know of our desire to have a child. Why
do you say such things?”
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She put her large arms around his big frame. “Oh,
Papa. You're such a good man. But being good
won't keep us alive and healthy. We already had to
sell the horses. Maybe you should sell the carriage
as well. I have to prepare for the hardest part of
winter soon, and we don’t have enough wood for
ourselves, and not enough food for the animals in
the barn.” She didn’t mention that maybe he should
just work harder on his carpentry and charge for his
work rather than often giving it away.

“You’re right, Mama, you're right. Without horses,
the carriage is of little use, and the metal on the
tracks needs refurbishing. They don’t slide well on
the snow anymore. We don’t go into the country-
side much anyway, and we can meet our needs in
the village. I'll see if the blacksmith would like to
buy it from us.”
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Papa finished his morning tasks and gathered his
things before leaving to see the blacksmith. Mama
noted that he grabbed a handful of the candy brit-
tle that she would make at his request so that he
could have candy for any children he encountered
on his way.

Mama knew not to expect him back for a while,
since watching the children at play in the open
village center was another one of the ways Papa
coped with not having a child of his own. Everyone
in the willage knew Papa, and all the parents
appreciated how he watched over their children. All

the children knew and loved Papa as well.

Papa walked from his carpentry shop toward the
blacksmith’s, but naturally stopped at his well-worn
spot on a bench where he could see the children. His
supply of brittle was quickly gone once the children
spotted him, and he laughed heartily as he gave each
child a piece of the candied sugar.

His brittle exhausted, the children went back to
their play. Papa watched them wistfully for a while,
and then stood to leave for the blacksmith’s shop.
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In the thin layer of snow in front of him lay an
abandoned doll. Nothing tancy, it was just a rag
doll with sewn buttons for eyes, and a smile made
of colored thread.

Papa picked up the doll and looked toward the
children. None of them seemed to be concerned
about having lost a doll. Papa looked closely at the
doll and noted that it wasn’t even clear whether it
was a “boy” doll or a “girl” doll.




“You're like my wee one ..." he sighed. *I don’Ei
even know whether to make toys for a gitl or a
boy. I just have to guess, so I make both. Oh, I so
wish you were here with me so that [ could hold you
and love you.” Papa turned the doll to face the

children. “You could go play with the children over

there! See?™
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A tear in his eye, Papa held the doll close to his
chest. He watched as some of the parents came to
claim their children so they could do their chores.
He watched the parents, and as he often did, he said
a prayer so that they would realize the precious gifts
they had. He intoned to himself,

“Treasure your children ...
love them with care ...
the world would be different ...
if they were not there ...”

Papa stood with the doll and realized he was stll
cradling it in his arms. He felt a little silly, but he
said brightly to the doll, “Shall we dance?” He held
the doll out slightly and turned in a circle a few
times as if he were dancing with his own child.
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He stopped short as he almost ran over the little
girl standing before him. Papa knew her, of course,
Papa knew all the children. It was the blacksmith’s
daughter.

“Do you like dancing with my doll?” she asked.
“Do you mind?” asked Papa.
“No. I just think it’s funny!”

“Would you like to dance, too?” laughed Papa.
Upon seeing her enthusiastic nod, Papa carefully
grasped her small hands with his large ones and
all three of them danced in circles, Papa, the
blacksmith’s daughter, and the little rag doll.
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After a few minutes, the giggling girl released a
laughing Papa, and Papa bowed as he handed her
the little doll. The girl curtsied in return, and ran
toward her father, who had approached during the

dance, but who had also politely waited until they
had finished.

The blacksmith placed his hand upon his
daughter’s shoulder and said, “Can you run on
home by yourself? Your dancing partner and I
have some business to discuss.” The little girl
nodded and started running toward home, her doll
safely in hand.

“That’s right. We do!” said Papa, remembering his
errand to try to sell the carriage. “But how did he
know?” Papa wondered.
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Later that day, Mama watched as Papa came back
into the house. As he quietly removed his large coat
and boots, he had the look of one who was both
wistful and concerned. Sitting down to a meal of hot
porridge, he said, “The blacksmith wasn’t interested
in the carriage, Mama. He had something totally
different in mind. He asked if I could make him a set
of wooden furniture with a wooden house for his
daughter. I told him that such a task would be much
work, and I didn’t think I had the talent. He told me
he knew it would take a lot of time, but if [ could
have it ready by Christ’s day, that he would pay
handsomely for such a treasure. Mama, he said he’d
pay more than | make on ten projects!”

“That's wonderful!™ said Mama. “We really need
the money. And you already have made such a
toy! You can have it ready for Christ’s day without
a problem!”

Papa reared up from his seat. The chair flew back-
ward and landed with a loud thump on the floor.
The porridge spilled all over the table. “Sell the wee
one’s toy? No! Never!”™ He stomped out of the room
and toward the shop.



She started up after him. She paused, only to realize
that she had little reason to speak, for she had been
sewing yet another baby quilt, almost without
thinking about it. She put the sewing on her chair so
as not to be wet by the spilt porridge, and chased
after him.

“Papa? Papa, where are you?” she asked, but
knowing to head straight to the storage room. It
was cold in there in the evening, and her breath
came out a chilly white. Papa was hugging himselt,
partly for the cold, partly for the comfort.

“These are the wee one’s toys!” His tone was almost
one of desperation, of begging. “We must have toys
for the baby. How can I sell such a thing?” He put
his hands to his face to cover his tears.
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She remembered how during the hard winter
months two years ago he had built the dollhouse.
It had taken him almost three months, and that
was without the interruption of his carpentry
business, for almost no items came in during the
coldest Norway winter months. Although she had
admired the dollhouse many times in the past, she
was still amazed at the intricate detail, the
miniature furniture in each room. It was truly a
work of love. She understood how selling this
would likely destroy his hopes; destroy his dream
of their future family.

“Can you make another one for the blacksmith’s
daughter?” she said gently, taking his hands away
from his face. “That would be for her, and not for
the wee one?” She held him tightly, concerned as to
how he would respond.

“[ ... I can try,” he stammered.



Mama watched as Papa, trying to regain his
composure, went out to feed the animals. She
smiled, watching Papa as he looked furtively about,
taking a new salt lick and walking away from the
barn. She never quite understood why Papa seemed
to want to do this secretly, as if he thought no one
would know it was him who replenished the salt for
the wild deer and other animals who used the lick.

Knowing Papa, she imagined that he had also purt
some grain into those large coat pockets of his to
entice the deer to come to him. Mama inwardly
laughed as she imagined Papa faced with the
quandary of dealing with two or three deer at the
same time. Papa was never able to decide which
deer to offer the grain. He'd turn toward one with
his offering, notice another deer, and turn to make
the same offering to that one. Mama was sure
Papa frustrated the deer with his attempts to
please them all.
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Mama’s smile turned to a newly formed tear as
she once again realized that Papa had that same
problem with children. Papa simply had no ability

to choose.

As they had grown older, Mama had occasionally
hinted at taking a child into their home. Papa would
either bristle aganst the idea or would throw out
his hands in exasperation, saying, “But, Mama,
there are so many children, which one would we
take in? No, God will show us the child that

belongs to us, you'll see. We will have our wee one.”




Mama turned away from the window and went
to clean up the mess Papa had made. Papa
might be frustrated, but he was a loving, caring,
wonderful man. When it came to children, deer,
carpentry or relationships, Papa depended on
God to make choices for him. Papa waited on God

to grant him his wee one, in God’s own good time.
So, until God’s good time arrived, they would

continue not to have children, even though Mama
knew that Papa would adopt all the children of the
world if he could.
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The winter winds and snows came, getting heavier
and harder each day. Work on the dollhouse
began to consume Papa, tor little other work was
to be done as the village settled in for the long win-
ter. But Christ's day had only been eight weeks
away when he had decided to take on the project,
and Papa was not one to compromise on quality,
especially not on a toy.

Stil, on those very tew days nice enough to
actually get outside, Papa would watch the
children in the park and bring them brittle.






After one such day, Papa was almost home when he
saw that two boys were setting up the nativity scene
at his small church in preparation for Christ’s day.
Papa smiled, because he knew that setting up the
nativity was a rite of passage for these boys. They
had finally reached an age where they were trusted
to set up the scene by themselves, and they were
obviously proud as they did so.

Papa approached and offered the two his remaining
brittle. As they took some, he said conversationally,
“That time of year agam, is it?”

“Yes, sir!” they responded in unison. Proud to show
their abilities, they continued to work as Papa
watched. As one of the boys struggled to properly
place the almost life-size statues of Mary and
Joseph, he muttered, “These statues are old! Look,
the paint is peeled off in lots of places.”

“Yes, they are old, aren’t they?” interjected Papa.
Papa remembered lovingly carving the statues the

year he had married Mama.




He had given them to the church that same year and
was always proud whenever he saw them displayed.
But as he gazed at the statues with the young boy’s
eyes, he saw that they were indeed in need of work,
and that the years had not been kind to the paint
which adorned them.
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“T’ll paint them again next spring.” Papa added.

The boy stopped, realizing that he had been talking
to the village’s carpenter, and then he looked again
at the wooden statues. “Oh,” he said. “Sorry. '

They're nice statues. Really.”

Papa simply smiled at the boy and gave him another
piece of brittle. The second boy interjected, “I can’t
tind the baby to put in the manger!” A

“No baby,” said Papa, quickly. [ s



“What? Why not?” questioned the first boy.

“I cannot make such a thing,” said Papa. “Only
God’s love can fill that manger. It is not something
for me to do.”

“Oh,” said both boys, neither understanding. But
they accepted Papa’s word and filled the wooden
cradle with straw.

Seeing the finished nativity set Papa to thinking
about some miniature furniture that he wanted
to make for the dollhouse, so he left the boys to
continue work on his winter project.
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The blacksmith came by once, maybe twice a week
to observe Papa’s progress on the dollhouse. The
blacksmith was a good man, and always paid Papa,
even when Papa was late with a project. And Papa
was indeed going to be late with this one. The
blacksmith admired each piece, every item that
Papa would make. But, now, Christ’s day was
tomorrow, and Papa wasn’t even close to finishing.

The blacksmith still had on his coat and boots as he
said, “It’s cold in here! Shouldnt you put more
wood in the stove?”

“Yes, yes, I should,” said Papa. “But I don’t mind
the cold as I work, and we’re trying to save on
wood. Money is tight, and the winter is long.”
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“Let me pay you for the work you've already done.
Then you can buy more wood, food, and food
for your animals. I've seen that grain you've been
teeding them. It’s old.”

“l don’t get paid until I finish.”

“But it will take you another month to finish.
I've dismissed the notion of having the dollhouse
ready by tomorrow, but you should still be paid.
You could use the money, and you've done good
work so tar.”

“No. I'll get this done soon, I promise. I'll work on
it day and night.”

*You're stubborn. But I understand. I'll come see
you next week or so. A good Christ’s day to you.”




“And to you.” Papa shivered at the cold that rushed
through the door as the blacksmith walked out of
the shop. Talking about the animals reminded
him that he needed to feed them, as night was
coming on. Papa pulled on his heavy overcoat,
covering the coat he had already been wearing. He
pulled on his boots and went to the small barn to
find some grain.

He almost cursed when he opened a new bag. It was
indeed old. And though the grain bin was cold, the
ambient heat from the barn had allowed this bag to
become infested by grubs. Papa grabbed the bag
and with his large towering frame angrllj'-hf:fted
out into the snow. The force of his actio
grub-infested bag and the contents we
across the whiteness. P
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Seeing the result of his anger, Papa fell to his knees
and begged for forgiveness.

“Oh, Lord, I'm sorry. But nothing seems to be
going right. The grain is bad, we don’t have
enough wood to finish the winter, I've had to
slaughter more animals for food than I would have
wanted to, and ... and ...”

Papa hesitated. He found it hard to put into words,
even for the Lord.

“And ... Mama ... she told me today she thinks she
really is too old now to have children. Why? Oh,
Lord, you know we need a child. A child to love, a
child to raise. My child. Can’t you see how much
Ive done to prepare? How much we want one?”

The wind howled and the grain bin crashed shut.
The noise interrupted Papa’s reverie. He stood up,
opened the grain bin, and was pleased to see that
the next bag was grub free. And hopefully, that the
grub ruined bag was the only one, since it had been
apart from the others.

He hefted the bag over his broad shoulder, walked
past the useless carriage, and went to feed
the animals.
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That evening, Mama lit candles for the Christ child.
The two of them said their prayers, ate a small
dinner, and went to bed. It had already been cold,
but even with their thick comforters, Papa could
feel it had gotten colder.

He got up, only to see that the fire, which he
thought Mama had ser for the night, had gone out.
He went to find some more wood, only to find the
woodbin empty.

Mama came up behind him. “I’ve been using some
scrap lumber from your shop. We ran out of
firewood yesterday, but with all your work on the
dollhouse, | was going to wait until after Christ’s
day to ask you to go get some more. We should
have stocked up more, but I'm sure we can get some
more here in the village from those with excess. In
fact, the blacksmith has a lot, I'm sure he’ll give you
as much as you want, given your work.”
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“I haven’t finished the dollhouse.” Papa stared
at the dying embers. Almost no heat came from
them at all.

“Well, I don’t think there is any more scrap either. |
couldn’t find any tonight, which is why there
wasn't enough wood for the fire. Come, come to
bed. The comforter is warm enough, and we can
find wood tomorrow. Even on Christ’s day, I'm sure
we can get some.” Mama took Papa by the hand to
lead him to bed.

“I won’t be accused of being a beggar! And
I won't have us without wood, not on the
Lord’s Day.” Papa pulled away from Mama and
began to quickly dress.

“But what, what are you going to do?” Mama was
clearly perplexed.



“Just wait.” Papa, now dressed, ran out of the
living quarters. Mama followed him mto the
storage room. Papa was gathering up the dollhouse
and its furniture. “Don’t you see?” said Papa. “I'm
going to let this dollhouse go to the blacksmith, and
the one I am working on will be for the wee one!”

Mama smiled, having thought of this substitution
weeks ago, but never having the courage to say it.
Papa, bundled in his coats and carrying the heavy
gift package with care, suddenly realized, “Do you
think it’s too late to go over there?”

“We retire early, and the blacksmith retires late. But
for a gift like this, I don’t think he’d mind being
awakened even if he has settled in for the night.”
Mama looked outside. The snow had stopped, the
moon was full, and the night was clear. She could
see that a tire and lights were still shining brightly at
the blacksmith’s down the way.
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Papa walked excitedly through the snow with
his bundle. He set down the gift package and
knocked loudly at the door. The blacksmith came
and immediately welcomed him in. *Good evening!
To what do we owe this visit?”

“I’'ve brought a present for your daughter!” said
Papa.

“What?” asked the blacksmith, clearly surprised.
He whispered into Papa’s ear. “It was still a month
from being finished!”

“Consider it a miracle!”™ Papa laughed. “A miracle
that [ finished on time!”
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He revealed the finished dollhouse and placed it in
front of the little girl. Two other children, near the
girl, also came up close to admire the work of art.
All three oohed and aahed at each and every item.
They quickly became absorbed in the craftwork and
fun of the toy.

The blacksmith was astounded. “I don’t believe it!”
he said. *What can I do to repay you? | had given
up on having this tonight.”

“Oh, just some firewood for now. The payment can
come when you can come by,” replied Papa.
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Papa saw that the blacksmith’s daughter had
left the other two children with the dollhouse
and was now standing patiently next to him with
her arms behind her back. He looked at her and
smiled. She said, “Thank you so much for the
dollhouse. It’s beautiful!”

“You're welcome,” said Papa.

“I have a present for you, too,” she said. She pulled
a rag doll trom behind her and raised it toward
Papa. “l know it’s your favorite.”

Papa took the doll, tears in hiseyes. “1 ... 1 ... don't
know what to say ...” he muttered. “Thank you.”

Papa turned to the blacksmith who simply smiled at
Papa, The little girl returned to playing with the
other children and the dollhouse.
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Papa watched the three children play for a while.
“Who are the other two?” he finally asked.

“I always have a couple of children from the
orphanage in the next village come by during
Christ’s week. A little extra food and a little extra
love never hurt,” said the blacksmith.

Papa looked at the dollhouse and also looked at the
doll in his own hand.

“But they should have a toy of their own ...” said
Papa sadly. He placed the rag doll carefully into one
of his large coat pockets. Suddenly, he brightened

and said, “T'll be back!™

“What?” asked the blacksmith. It was too late.
Papa had already left, running, huffing down the
snow-covered road in the cold.
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He rushed into the shop. Mama was sitting, still
shivering. “Did the blacksmith’s daughter like the
toy, Papa?”

“Yes! But I'm not done.” He went into the storage
room and furtively looked around. Mama
followed, and her look asked the question, “What’s
the problem?”

*l can’t decide!™ shouted Papa. I can’t choose! 1
need two toys for the other children!”

“What other children?” Mama asked.

“The children at the orphanage!™ said Papa,
obviously frustrated as he quickly glanced from one
toy to another.

“There are a lot more than two children at the
orphanage.” Mama said matter of factly. “What do
you mean?”
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There are a lot more than two cfildren at the orphanage.

Papa straightened, and stood like a statue for almost
a minute. Mama watched him in silence. She knew
when not to speak. Papa, without a word, began to
pick up each toy, one by one, and began making trips
toward the barn.

“What?” asked Mama.

“I'm loading the carriage,” said Papa. “I'm sure
the blacksmith will lend me his horses. He’s a
good man.”

Mama instantly understood. “T'll go get the dolls,
clothing, and stuffings I've made.”

Back and forth into the house, the two began
loading the carriage. Mama started to worry
that it would be too full, as there were many
toys and clothes that had been made and stored
over the years.
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At one point, Papa said, “T’ll be right back,Mama;”

He wandered off into the snow and Mamasawth&t
he had gone to pray before the nativity in front of
their nearby church. Mama sighed quietly and then

continued to load the carriage.

Papa soon returned and saw Mama watching for
him as he approached. As Mama turned back
toward the barn, she suddenly exclaimed, “Look,
Papa. Deer! An entire herd of deer is right outside
the barn.”

Papa stared into the moonlit darkness. Sure enough,
he could make out the antlers of the deer. “They’re
eating the grain I threw!” he laughed. He had a
strange urge to approach them.

Amazingly, they didn’t run from him. “They’re
gentle as kittens!” he exclaimed to himself.




Realizing he needed to finish, he headed back
toward the barn. Some of the deer followed him.

“I've already finished, Papa.” said Mama. “Go get Gl dn
the horses.” e o

“I ... I don’t think we’ll need horses, Mama. I don’t
know why, I just don’t think we'll need them.”
Some of the deer were almost in the barn. Quietly,
Papa began to hitch them up as if they were horses.

“Well, I don’t believe it,” said Mama. F




Papa climbed into the sleigh, and the deer, antlers
raised, silently led it down the road. Without a
word from Papa, they stopped in front of the
blacksmith’s house.

The blacksmith, his wife, daughter, and the other
two children were already outside in the cold,
mouths agape. The blacksmith lifted the two
orphans into the waiting carriage so Papa could
hand them each a toy.

Papa winked at them all, and said, “Thank you.
I've got to take all of these toys to the orphanage.”
He smiled at the two toy-carrying orphans as they
joyfully left the sleigh.
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The deer, again without a word, began heading
down the road. So fast, that the blacksmith
could barely hear Papa’s shout of “Merry Christ’s
day to you all!”

The reindeer and sleigh disappeared quickly down
the road. So quickly, they appeared to fly.



The three children stared quizzically up at the
blacksmith. One of the orphans said to him, “Who
was that? He was nice.”

“That’s our carpenter, Mr. Kloss,” he answered.

“Santa Kloss.”
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Moontight is
but a reflection of tfe sun.
‘Even s, ‘tis Christ's day,
and the moon'’s light sfrines
Lpon a nativity
in the cold Norway night.
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A time worn Mary and Joseph
stitile uport the créchie.
Aind in that créche is a baby.
A baby rag doll,
filling the cradle
witfl the love of God.

And near the créche is a gift
Not frankincerise,

nor myrrii,
but instead, a foy.

A rocking fhorse, 53
with a fastily scrawled note o
attached fo the fiorse’s neck.
qﬁﬂ Hote Says, srmPfy,
“To ny wee one”

Rock the forse ...
if you do,

the bells inside the neck

ring like it’s Sunday.
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Lynn Johnston, creator of the comic strip For Better or For Worse :
Beautiful books! Well written, and the illustrations are so in tune with your

text! | enjoy reading to and working with children - and look forward to
grand kids some day. Your books will be on their reading list.

An Orpﬁan's Promise
ISBN-13: 978-0-9725977-5-3

is the story of Ruby Hjorr,
an orphan, who discovers that
Santa, elves, and reindeer
are not enough to solve
all of one’s problems.
Instead, it is
love, hope, and promises

that can change everything.

A Carpenter's Legacy

ISBN-13: 978-0-9725977-8-4

It’s 1920, and we see two orphans
find a home with Santa’s family,
becoming his newest elves.
Could this be Happily Ever After?
Yet, when all the toys burn,

a precious possession is lost,
and even your best is not good enough...
How do you regain hope?

Can miracles Really happen?

Can reindeer Really fly?

What do You believe?







Are you ready for a miracle?

It’s 1900, and we see a kind-hearted carpenter, a friend
to all the children in a Northern European village, but
he and his wife have not had a child of their own.

When the carpenter is asked to build a dollhouse for
the blacksmith’s daughter in time for Christmas, a
series of events lead to a set of miracles.

Not only is a beautiful dollhouse created, but purpose
is found, the love of God is revealed, and something

legendary is born.
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