Christmas Eve.
Once, for about 4 years ago, a little boy opened his eyes when the moon was still shining outside his window. It was early, too early even for him, who used to wake up around 6 in the mornings.  

But today was special. It was Christmas Eve. 

He walked as silent as he could to the window and looked out over the neighbourhood. It almost looked like a fairytale, with the snow on the rooftops glistening in the moonlight. He glanced at the big watch on the wall. It said 05.04. He had been given the big digital watch as a birthday present 6 days earlier. Yes, his birthday was on the 18th of December. That was one of the reasons why he loved the winter, Birthday and Christmas in the same week. He tip-toed downstairs into the living room. Thee floorboards creaked as he walked on them. He stopped to listen if his parents had woken up by the noise. But everything was silent as the grave. He reached the fireplace. Looked up the chimney, just to make sure that Santa Claus had left, because he knew very well that he was not allowed to feel what might be inside the gifts that were in the Christmas stocking, nor the ones who lay under the Christmas tree. 

He was only 6 years then, and strongly believed that Santa was a human being just like everyone else. But since he was laughing so much all the time he lived so much longer than everyone else.

At least that was what the little boy thought. And he was happy with it. He didn’t have the slightest clue about all the bad things happening in the world. Living his life safe and happily with his family in a house in the country.  That is how it is supposed to be for everyone, especially for kids, and especially around Christmas times. Everything cant be perfect but when you see the glistening snow, the presents under the tree and the happy faces on people you might feel for a second that; wow, isn’t life great.?
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