24 AekepPpiov 2009

Teach the children...

Zévec YAwaooec / In English / Zévec YAWOOEC

Late one Christmas Eve, | sank back, tired but content, into my easy chair. The kids
were in bed, the gifts were wrapped, the milk and cookies waited by the fireplace
for Santa. As | sat back admiring the tree with its decorations, | couldn’t help
feeling that something important was missing. It wasn’t long before the tiny
twinkling tree lights lulled me to sleep.

| don’t know how long | slept, but all of a sudden | knew that | wasn’t alone. |
opened my eyes, and you can imagine my surprise when | saw Santa Claus himself
standing next to my Christmas tree. He was dressed all in fur from his head to his
foot just as the poem described him, but he was not the «jolly old elf» of Christmas
legend. The man who stood before me looked sad and disappointed, and there
were tears in his eyes. (neplwoodtepa...)
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