
ON THE EDGE OF THE GROTTO 

 

Under the snowy mountain 

in the land where the caribou roam, 

where no one can hear him 

whistling at his work and snoring in his sleep, 

there, where no one can see him or hear him, 

in his secret grotto 

lives a kindly, merry,  

rather mysterious person called Santa Claus. 

All the year round he works  

making presents for children everywhere – 

for infants, juniors, and every adult too. 

 

Now this may shock you, 

but some children don’t believe in Santa Claus. 

“His grotto’s so small”, they say: 

“where would he store all the presents he’s made ready for Christmas? 

Santa knows there are people don’t believe in him, 

but to him that’s not important. 

What matters to Santa is everyone having the presents they need and want. 

 

So how does he know what everyone wants? 

Santa has friends – two reindeer, called Bambi and Bimbo - 

who listen to the children all day and all night long 

they listen to what children say they want, 

They hear what the children say, 

and they tell it all to Santa. 

Bambi listens to the young ones, 

and Bimbo listens to the adults. 

Today they are both listening to Puella and her parent, Papamam. 

 

“Can I have a pet rabbit for Christmas? Pleeease, Papamam.” 

“Write a note for Father Christmas,” Papamam answered. 

“Leave it in front of the fireplace when you hang your stocking up; 

and, if you’re a good girl,  

I feel sure Father Christmas will bring you what you want.” 

Puella, who was going to be seven in January, 

pursed her lips and looked a bit annoyed. 

“Papamam,” she said, 

“I’m not a little girl any more. 

I know Father Christmas isn’t real;  

you don’t have to pretend with me. 

I know it’s really you.” 

 

Over in the grotto, 

Bambi and Bimbo looked at each other in alarm, 

and they hastened to wake up Santa. 

“Come quick, Your Merry Kindness. 

You need to listen to what Puella and Papamam are saying.” 

The snoring stopped abruptly, and Santa’s ears pricked up.  

If Puella didn’t believe any more, there could be a problem. 



Would Papamam’s next words be helpful or not? 

 

“I don’t know whether to laugh or cry,” Papamam said. 

“Ever since you were born, 

every Christmas I pretended to get out my red hat with the white bobble 

and my snowy white cotton-wool beard. 

I pretended to come with my big sack down the chimney; 

I would look to see if you were properly asleep, 

and then put real presents in your socks. 

I loved doing that. 

It made me feel like Saint Nicholas in the olden days,  

when secretly he dropped gold pieces  

down the chimney of the penniless orphans’, 

so they could buy themselves food.  

I know it was all pretend, 

but being Father Christmas was magical for me,  

and I always looked forward to it. 

And, do you know, I think you did as well. 

But now that you know it was all pretend: 

Suddenly, Papamam looked a little sad. 

“Now that you know it was all pretend, 

I’m afraid we might lose something precious. 

What do you think, Puella?” 

 

Shyly, Puella climbed into Papamam’s lap. 

Softly she kissed her parent on the cheek. 

“I’m sorry if I’ve upset you. 

To tell the truth, 

I don’t want not to believe. 

I’d like Father Christmas to be real.” 

She paused, then added, thoughtfully, 

“Papamam, why do people believe in Father Christmas?” 

“Oh Puella, you ask such questions. 

I don’t know if I can answer that one.” 

 

Over in the secret grotto  

Santa Claus and Bambi and Bimbo were straining to hear every word.. 

What Papamam said next seemed very important indeed. 

 

“Darling child, I’m afraid I don’t know  

if there is someone called Father Christmas. 

But, if there is, I think she could just easily be Mother Christmas. 

But we’re never fully going to know, are we.  

All we can say for sure is that Santa loves every child  

and wants them all to have everything that’s good. 

And at Christmas Santa tries to give everyone what they want. 

It’s why he and his helpers spend the whole year carefully listening – 

so everyone can have the presents they need” 

 

Puella felt a teeny bit bored. 

Papamam’s doing adult talk again, she thought to herself. 

 



“It’s so as we can have exactly the presents we need” Papamam went on. 

“D’you know, I’m sure Santa’s thinking about you and me right now.” 

 

Puella pulled a face. 

“That doesn’t make sense,” she protested. 

“Why do you say Santa’s listening to us?” 

 

“Because Santa is like love,” the parent said;  

“and you know love never goes to sleep, 

but sees and hears everything.” 

 

Then Papamam had a bright idea. 

“Do you know, Puella: 

love is lighter than light, and takes no space.  

That’s why Santa can store all the presents in the world  

in his secret grotto. 

has room in his grotto to store all the presents in the world 

until it’s time to deliver them at Christmas.” 

 

Suddenly Puella interrupted. 

“I know!” she excitedly. 

”I know how Santa and his reindeer fly all over the world! 

and how they stop by everybody’s chimney! 

And they go faster than the speed of light! 

It’s because love is lighter! 

It takes no space! 

It’s the best present in the world! 

It comes at Christmas, in the night!” 

 

In the secret grotto 

Santa and his friends held their breath  

to hear what Puella said next. 

But Puella just cuddled up tighter to Papamam, 

and put on her very best good-girl face. 

 

“Papamam,” she said sweetly, 

“for my Christmas present next year, 

do you think Santa would bring me a red bobble hat like yours,  

and a cotton-wool beard, and two pet reindeer as well… 

if I’m good, and ask nicely?”  

Papamam smiled, than added, in a parent-ish way, 

“I think it’s time for bed”. 

 

Over in the grotto Santa, Bambi and Bimbo smiled as well 

and exchanged hi-fives and cheerful hi-fives. 

“Time for our Christmas dinner,” Santa said. 

“I thought this year we’d have bamboo shoots and Bombay mix…” 


