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R

ob’s Dad fastened the white satin angel to the
top of the Christmas tree and the decorations were
complete. “Get ready! Here comes the Magic!” he
called out as he plugged in the tree lights. Instantly,
the needles came alive with glorious colors dancing on
the shiny bobbles and shimmering on the silver icicles:
a sight that drew delighted ‘oohs’ and ‘aahs’ from the
whole family..
Rob stood, absorbing the feeling of Christmas all
around him. “Wow, my new bike will look great under
that tree!” He was nine years old, this year and at last
the right age to ask Santa for a mountain bike, just like
his older brother’s. He’d dreamed about that bike since
he was seven.
Rob was brought back to the present by his sister’s
voice. “Come on Mom” she coaxed. “Play the piano
and we’ll all sing some carols”. Everyone happily agreed
and gathered ‘round.
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“Can we sing my favourite first, please Mom?”
begged Rob. “I have to write my letter to Santa to
remind him that he’s supposed to leave a B-I-K-E”.
“Yes – the super B-I-K-E I’ve heard about forever,” his Mom laughed, and ran off an arpeggio.
Rob beamed as the lovely strains of ‘Silent Night’
filled the room and they all joined in singing the
familiar words.
The little choral group had not finished the final
verse when the front doorbell rang.
“I’ll get it!” called Rob, running to the door.
“Keep singing”.
An icy winter wind blasted him in the face
through the open door. “Man it’s cold out there”,
he said, more to himself than the bundled-up kid
huddled on his doorstep.
“Hello Rob”, the voice came from behind a big
scarf. Rob recognized that voice. It was the new
English kid from across the street. Rob and his
friends decided he was “sort of a sissy” – always saying everything was ‘smashing’ … and he couldn’t
even skate!
‘What in the heck does HE want on Christmas
Eve’, he thought.
“Hi Reg – what’d ya’ want?” he asked rather
rudely.
Reg pulled his scarf away from his mouth. Rob
noticed he had his usual unhappy face. “I’m sorry
to disturb you but have you seen Blackie at all? He
just rattled right by my sister when she came in the
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front door. That was fifteen minutes ago. I’ve been
calling for him ever since. He seems to have disappeared! He loves the snow”.
It almost sounded like the sissy was going to
start bawlin’. Rob was getting chilled.
“Nope, haven’t seen him, haven’t been out
since noon”. Rob’s answer was far from friendly.
Reg looked more dejected than ever and turning
away, he pulled up his scarf. “I’ll try the next street.
Thanks anyway”.
Rob was relieved to get that door closed, but he
did feel a twinge of fear for Blackie, the neat cocker spaniel Reg got from his Canadian cousin. ‘It’s
that guy’s only friend”, he thought fleetingly. Then
he felt a surge of happiness knowing that his dog,
Maxie was safe and warm here in front of the fireplace. He gave the spaniel a reassuring pat and went
on to join the family ‘choir’.
He was belting out a carol’s lyrics with great
gusto when two important things happened. Rob
glanced out the window and caught a glimpse of
Reg as he passed under the streetlight, all hunched
over against the blowing snow. And that was the
exact moment; he was singing the words ‘Good
will toward men’. ‘Boy, I didn’t show much of that
good will toward that English kid. In fact, I was
kinda’ mean to him. He looks pretty darn cold, out
there”.
On the spot, Rob made a big decision. Galloping
to the door, he flung it open and hollered to Reg
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