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       any, many Christmases ago, Santa and Mrs. Claus took their dog  

       Blazer for a walk in the Christmas Tree Forest. 

“I’ve always wondered who decorates these beautiful Christmas trees,”  

  said Mrs. Claus.

“Legend says magical Christmas tree elves do it,” replied Santa.  

“But no one has ever seen one.”

“I don’t believe in magical elves,” said Mrs. Claus.  

“But I wish I had a tree to decorate.”

Santa winked and squeezed her hand, “If  you’re good, maybe Santa  

will bring you one next year.”



At the beginning of  the next Christmas season, Santa  

brought home the very first indoor Christmas tree.

“Merry Christmas, Mrs. Claus!” he said.

“Oh, thank you!” she cried. “It’s just what I wanted!”



That night they had a Christmas tree  

decorating party. Blazer fetched craft  

supplies from the workshop. Santa  

made Christmas ornaments. And  

Mrs. Claus strung garlands of  popcorn  

and cranberries.

When the tree was decorated, Mrs. Claus 

threw her hands in the air and cried, “Ta-dah! 

Now, Christmas has truly begun.” 

“Ho ho ho! Indeed!” laughed Santa.



The next morning, Mrs. Claus surprised Santa with breakfast in bed. “Good morning!” she said.  

“I made your favorite breakfast - chocolate chip coconut pancakes with condensed milk on top.” 

“Ho ho ho!” laughed Santa. “How sweet.”

“Making all those toys by yourself  is too much work,” said Mrs. Claus.  

“You need to rest.” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Santa.  

“But not for long. I’m already behind schedule this Christmas.”



Mrs. Claus was worried, but she cooked 

Santa’s favorite dinner - spaghetti with 

meatballs and Christmas candy cane 

cake for dessert.

Blazer waited for Santa to come home, 

but he fell asleep in front of  the fireplace, 

dreaming of  long walks with Santa and 

getting lots of  Santa snacks.

The night before Christmas Eve, Santa was still behind schedule. He was very tired, 

but he stayed late at his workshop making toys.



Crackle! Pop! Hiss! A flaming ember leapt from the fire and landed 

on a branch of  the Christmas tree.

The noise woke Blazer, and the branch burst into flames.



“BOW WOW WOW!” barked Blazer, and raced into the kitchen to warn Mrs. Claus.

But Mrs. Claus didn’t understand.

“I know, Blazer. I’m worried too,” she said. “Tomorrow is Christmas Eve, and Santa’s been  

  late for dinner every night this season. He just can’t keep making all those toys by himself.”

But Blazer knew that fire was very dangerous, so he jumped up onto the table, grabbed the bowl 

of  meatballs, and raced back to the burning Christmas tree. 

“No, Blazer!” cried Mrs. Claus, as she dropped her spoon in the candy cane frosting 

and chased after him.



Moments later, Blazer and 

Mrs. Claus burst into the 

living room.

But the fire was out. Only 

a thin wisp of  smoke curled 

towards the ceiling from the 

one branch that had burned.



“A-ahum,” came a mysterious voice 

from the mantelpiece. Mrs. Claus 

and Blazer jumped.

Calmly leaning against a candlestick, 

was a tiny man wearing a very tall 

and pointy hat that blinked red,  

on and off.



“Christmas crackers!” exclaimed Mrs. Claus. 

“What is going on?”

“I grew this tree from a seed,” explained the tiny man, pointing at the Christmas tree. 

“I heard it cry for help and came as fast as I could.”



“You didn’t give it enough water, so its branches dried out,” the tiny man continued. 

“It could have burned your whole house down!”

“Oh my goodness!” said Mrs. Claus. 

“We were so busy preparing for Christmas, we forgot to water it.”



“Thank you,” thundered Santa’s  

  voice from the doorway. 

“You saved our home, my  

  workshop - and Christmas!”

“Oh, Santa!” cried Mrs. Claus. 

“I am so ashamed.” And she 

 ran into his arms. 

“Now, now,” said Santa, and    

  gave her a hug. “Everything     

  will be all right.”



“And who are you?” Santa asked the tiny man.

“My name is a secret,” the tiny man replied.

“But I can tell you this - I’m a magical Christmas tree elf  from the forest.”

“I don’t believe it,” gasped Mrs. Claus.

“It’s true as Christmas,” said the elf, and took a bow.



“How about a nickname then,” said Santa. “We could call you Blink, because of  your 

blinking hat.” The elf  raised an eyebrow, puckered his lips, and tugged his ear. 

“Sure as sugar, Santa!” he cried, and jumped into the air and snapped his fingers.

“Blink,” said Mrs. Claus. “We are very sorry we mistreated our Christmas tree. We promise  

  we will never bring one into our home again.” 

“Slushy snowballs,” said Blink shaking his head. “Every home should have a Christmas tree.”  

  Then he winked and cried, “Fa-la-la-la jingle!” And he tipped his hat and disappeared.



The next day was Christmas Eve, and Blink magically reappeared with a band of  merry elves 

carrying a great big present. 

“Merry Christmas, Santa!” they all cried at once. 

“Thank you,” he said politely. “But what is it?” Santa unwrapped their gift. 

“It’s a Christmas tree stand that holds lots of  water.” replied Blink. 

“Keep it filled, and your Christmas tree will have plenty to drink.”

“Ho ho ho!” said Santa, “You are magical elves!”



“In addition,” said Blink, sounding important,

“as the Official Keepers of  the Christmas Tree Forest, we elves have decided that every indoor 

Christmas tree must have a Christmas tree elf  to look after it.”

“Sure as sleigh bells,” cheered all the other elves together.

“And I will be your Christmas tree elf,” Blink continued.

“Every Christmas season, I will visit and talk to your Christmas tree using my magical hat. 

When my hat changes color and blinks, it means your tree needs more water.”



“How can we repay your  

  kindness?” asked Santa. Blink  

  raised an eyebrow, puckered his  

  lips, and tugged his ear.

“Do you need help in your  

  workshop?” he asked.

“Ho ho ho! Indeed I do!”  

  replied Santa.

“Well, we elves love to make  

  things,” said Blink. 

“But when we’re bored, we   

  only make trouble.” 

“True as tinsel,” exclaimed  

  all the other elves together.



“Let’s help each other then,” said Santa.

“Every elf  who wants to make toys will always have a job in my workshop.”

“Swell as snow cones!” cried Blink, and jumped high in the air and snapped his fingers. 

Then all the other elves jumped high in the air and snapped their fingers too, and cried,

 “Thank you, Santa!”



Every Christmas season since, Blink watches over Santa and Mrs. Claus’ Christmas tree. 

Santa is merry because the elves help him make toys. 

Mrs. Claus is merry because Santa is never late for dinner.

Blazer is merry because Santa takes him for long walks and gives him lots of  Santa snacks. 

And Blink is the merriest of  all, because his friends are never bored, and every Christmas tree 

is loved and well cared for.



And that adds up to a




