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The call came into the North Pole just hours after 
Santa Claus had departed on his annual journey 
around the world. It’s the call every elf dreads.

“Santa’s been arrested!” the caller yelled.
In her 112 years on the job, Evyn had never heard 

of Santa being arrested, and on Christmas Eve of all 
nights!

She glanced across the call center. In the middle of 
the room, under a plastic dome sat the big red button. 
With a single press of the rarely-used mechanism, 
Santa’s legal defense team would be summoned. It 
was way too early for that though. Protocol was to ask 
the caller for more details in order to verify the claims 
being made.

“Where are you calling from, sir?” Evyn asked.
“Las Vegas,” the caller said.
Evyn checked her copy of Santa’s route for this 

year. The caller’s claim made no sense. Santa wasn’t 
scheduled to be in Nevada for over an hour.

Still, she followed protocol. “How long ago did the 
arrest occur?”

“Just now!” the caller shouted. “The police just took 
him away.”

“And are you sure it was Santa?”
“Yes! His hat fell into a snowbank in front of my 

house. I have it right now. That’s how I got this num-
ber. It’s written inside the hat.”

Now Evyn knew it was a prank. Las Vegas was in 
the desert, and it rarely snowed in the desert.

“Santa never made it to my house,” the caller said. 
“My kids will be crushed. We even left fresh biscochi-
tos for him.”

Now the story was getting weird. Evyn had tasted 
biscochitos on a trip to New Mexico a few decades 
ago. As far as she knew, they weren’t popular in 
Nevada.

“Biscochitos?” she said. “Are you from New 
Mexico?”

“Yes,” the caller said. “I’m calling from Las Vegas, 
New Mexico.”

It all made sense now! The caller wasn’t a prank-
ster.

Evyn checked the route map again. Indeed, Santa 
should be in New Mexico about now. In fact, he 
was scheduled to be finishing up and moving on 
to Colorado soon. But if he’d been arrested, it could 
throw off the entire schedule. It could even ruin 
Christmas!

Evyn dropped her headset, hopped out of her chair, 
and ran to the big red button. Flipping back the cover, 
she positioned her hand above it, and using all the 
weight of her tiny body, she pushed it.

•••

Gus slid on his coat and wrapped a scarf around 
his neck before stepping onto his front porch. 

He knew what his neighbors on Seventh Street said 
about him. They called him cantankerous. Irritable. 
Sullen and even surly. Some had even given him the 

nickname Grumpy Gus. And now, they were gathered 
outside, angry with him just because he’d had the 
intruder on his roof arrested.

“I can’t believe this,” one shouted. “We knew you 
were a grumpy old man, but we never thought you 
would stoop as low as calling the cops on Santa Claus!”

“The man was trespassing, plain and simple,” Gus 
said.

“But it was Santa!” another neighbor called out from 
the crowd. “He’s delivering toys to the children of the 
world. How can you call that trespassing?”

“There’s no such thing as Santa.” Gus said. “This 
was an intruder who was on my roof. Plain and sim-
ple.”

“Please,” one woman said. “You have to drop the 
charges against Santa.”

“There is no Santa!” Gus shouted.
“How can you say there’s no Santa?” another 

neighbor asked. “You just saw him get taken away in a 
police car! And because of you, children will wake up 
tomorrow with nothing under the tree!”

“Don’t tell me that you still believe in Santa?” Gus 
said. “I let go of that nonsense when I was 7.”

“Why?” a neighbor asked. “How can you not 
believe in Santa Claus?”

“Because, all I asked Santa for that year was a 
Slinky. A simple toy that all my friends had. It was 
the only thing I wanted, and Christmas morning, I got 
out of bed and ran to the tree. And when I opened my 
present from Santa, it was a stupid toy airplane. From 
that day on, I decided to live in reality, and the reality 
is, there is no Santa!”

More neighbors began to shout nonsense about 
Santa Claus. Gus couldn’t listen to any more of it. He 
spun on his heels, stormed back inside his house, and 
turned off the porch light.

•••

Evyn and the other elves stared nervously at the 
monitors in the North Pole Command Center. Santa’s 
lawyers had been notified, and several were on their 
way to Las Vegas, but it wasn’t a guarantee that they’d 
be able to free him in time to complete this year’s jour-
ney.

Santa always padded his schedule a little to allow 
time for small problems he might encounter. Like the 
year Donner and Blitzen had a small fight while on a 
rooftop in Norway, or that time a little girl left soy milk 
for Santa and it didn’t agree with the cookies already 
in his belly. But those were minor setbacks. This was 
serious. Santa was going to jail!

Evyn paced back and forth, wearing down the 
wooden floors beneath her feet. Glancing at the map on 
one of the video monitors, it indicated that Santa was 
still at the police station in Las Vegas, at least according 
to the GPS tracker hidden in his beard. Another video 
monitor indicated that Santa’s lawyers were in town 
now, on their way to the police station.

But that was only a first step. They still had to con-
vince the local police to release Santa immediately. And 
if they weren’t successful, this would surely go down 
as the worst Christmas in the history of Christmases!

•••

Gus peeked out his 
window. The angry 
neighbors were still 
outside chanting “free 
Santa!”

They could stand 
there all night and 
freeze if they want-
ed to, Gus thought. 
They weren’t going to 
change his mind. The 
man was an intruder, 
plain and simple.

Pffft. Santa Claus. 
How ridiculous. 
Grown men and 
women believing in 
such a childish con-
cept. It was as laugh-
able as it was sad.

Gus walked to 
his living room and 
tossed another log on 
the fading fire. He then settled into his recliner with a 
blanket for extra warmth.

Outside, the chants continued. “Free Santa! Free 
Santa! Free Santa!”

Didn’t these people have anything better to do? Did 
they really believe the guy he’d caught on his roof was 
Santa Claus? 

Santa wasn’t real. Every adult knew that. Only fool-
ish children believed in Santa. 

He should know. He was a foolish kid once, rushing 
to the tree, expecting to find a Slinky just because he’d 
asked Santa for it. In fact, Santa was the only person 
he’d told. No one else knew he wanted one, so, if Santa 
were real, he would have brought him one. Plain and 
simple.

He’d done everything right that year too. He hadn’t 
talked back to his parents. He’d made sure to go to 
bed on time. He’d done all of his schoolwork. And yet, 
Santa snubbed him while his sister got the doll she’d 
asked for. And to top it off, she hadn’t been nearly as 
good that year.

The chants grew louder. “Free Santa! Free Santa! 
Free Santa! Free Santa!”

Gus flung the blanket off and flew out of his chair. 
Opening the window, he stuck his head out into the 
cold air and shouted back: “Stop it! Santa isn’t real!”

Slamming the window shut, Gus walked over to the 
TV and turned it on to muffle the sound of the chant-
ing.

The TV came to life, filling the room with the bright 
colors of “A Christmas Story.” He changed the chan-
nel. His TV filled with black and white images of “It’s a 
Wonderful Life.”

Obviously the only thing on TV tonight was sappy 
Christmas movies. At least the sound would drown 
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Traditional Food

1 1/2 cups granulated sugar
2/3 cup (5 fl.-oz. can) 
 Evaporated Milk
2 tablespoons butter or 
 margarine
1/4 teaspoon salt

2 cups miniature marshmallows
1 1/2 cups (9 oz.) Semi-Sweet 
 Chocolate Morsels
1/2 cup chopped pecans or 
 walnuts (optional)
1 teaspoon vanilla extract

Traditional
Fudge

Directions
LINE 8-inch-square baking pan with foil.

COMBINE sugar, evaporated milk, butter and salt in medium, 
heavy-duty saucepan. Bring to a full rolling boil over medium 
heat, stirring constantly. Boil, stirring constantly, for 4 to 5 
minutes. Remove from heat.

STIR in marshmallows, chocolate morsels, nuts and vanilla 
extract. Stir vigorously for 1 minute or until marshmallows are 
melted. Pour into prepared baking pan; refrigerate for 2 hours or 
until firm. Lift from pan; remove foil. Cut into 48 pieces.

Ingredients

Santa
From Page 3

out the noise of the protesters.
Gus flumped into his chair, 

wrapping the blanket around 
him. The flickering light from 
the TV was reflecting off some-
thing in the corner of the room 
though.

He again tossed the blanket 
aside and hurried toward the 
sparkling object.

Leaning in to inspect it, he 
couldn’t quite determine what 
it was. He reached down and 
picked it up.

A Slinky. The shiny coiled, 
spring-like toy flipped out of 
his palm and dangled from 
his hand. On the end, a gift tag 
bordered with a candy cane 
print hung by a thin string.

Gus held it closer to his face, 
squinting to read it. To: Gus — 
From: Santa.

•••

The call had come in 
moments ago, and now, Evyn 
was tasked with delivering the 
horrible news to the rest of the 

elves: Santa was being trans-
ported to the county jail to be 
booked.

His lawyers had arrived 
in Las Vegas, but with the 
courts closed for the Christmas 
holiday, it was hard to say 
when they’d be able to get 
him released. Christmas was 
ruined.

“Listen up, everyone,” she 
said, gaining the attention of 
those gathered.

Evyn looked out across the 
crowd. Everyone’s face wore a 
serious look. 

Everyone in the room  knew 
what was at stake. Either Santa 
would be released — and 
Christmas around the rest of 
the world would continue — 
or Santa would be locked up, 
crushing the hopes and dreams 
of millions of children.

She cleared her throat. 
The room fell silent. But she 
couldn’t bring herself to break 
the worst news in the history of 
the North Pole.

Evyn took a deep breath 
and swallowed the lump in her 
throat.

“It is with deep regret that I 

must inform everyone—”
She was interrupted by the 

ringing of the phone.
“Excuse me,” she said.
Evyn rushed to her desk 

and put her headset on. As she 
listened to the caller’s words, 
the room remained silent.

“Uh-huh,” she said to the 
caller. “Okay. Thank you.”

She hung up, removed 
her headset, and returned her 
attention to the crowd gathered 
around her desk.

Evyn took another deep 
breath. “That was Santa’s lead 
attorney in New Mexico.”

Everyone in the room 
leaned in closer.

Evyn paused as a few others 
entered the room from other 
parts of the building. “She says 
the man who was pressing 
charges against Santa called 
the police and demanded they 
release him!”

The room erupted in cheers.

•••

Gus was awoken by the 
doorbell. He wiped his eyes 
as he looked around, trying 

to focus on his surroundings. 
He’d fallen asleep in his chair 
again. The fire had long since 
burned out, and the sun was 
now shining through his cur-
tains.

The doorbell rang again.
Tossing his blanket off, he 

stumbled toward the door and 
peered out the window. No 
one was there though. Shaking 
his head, Gus turned away.

The bell rang again.
Gus turned around and 

peeked out again, but still, no 
one was on the porch. He flung 
open the door to see what was 
going on.

On the porch stood a small 
child, at least it seemed like it. 
Gus wiped his eyes and refo-
cused. It was no child though. 
It was an elf.

“Hello, sir,” he spoke in a 
tiny voice. “Santa had other 
plans that could not be missed, 
but he wanted me to stop by 
and tell you that he appreci-
ates you dropping the charges 
against him. He also wanted 
me to make sure you received 
the gift he left for you.”

Gus couldn’t speak. The 

words wouldn’t form.
“You did get the gift, didn’t 

you?” the elf asked. “The 
Slinky?”

Gus nodded, still speechless.
“Good. Santa would also 

like to apologize for the delay. 
Apparently there was some 
error with your letter in our 
receiving department… We’ve 
had some problems there, and 
frankly, it’s inexcusable, but I 
assure you we’ve addressed 
the problems… Anyway, sir, 
that’s none of your concern. 
The point is, we made a mis-
take and we apologize for the 
error.”

Gus nodded again. “Sh— 
Sure. No problem.”

“Again, thank you, from 
Santa, and all his elves. You 
have a merry Christmas, sir.”

Before Gus could answer, 
the visitor was gone.

He closed the door and 
returned to the living room.

Gus sat down in his chair. 
He picked the Slinky up and 
bounced it from one hand to 
the next. It was indeed a merry 
Christmas. A very merry 
Christmas. Plain and simple.
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Throughout San Miguel and Mora counties, there 
is something quite special about this time of 
year. The holiday season is kicking into high 

gear and everywhere you go, there seems to be a much 
more noticeable, festive glow. 

Homes and businesses throughout Las Vegas and 
surrounding areas are getting in the spirit of the hol-
idays, with colorful lights and displays that help put 
everyone in a more optimistic, peaceful mood. 

This truly is a special place, never more so than this 
time of year. This is my first holiday season since mov-
ing to Las Vegas, and I am so excited to experience so 
many of the local events and see what all this area has 
in store.  

It’s exciting and heartwarming to be welcomed to a new place by lifelong res-
idents eager to show newcomers how holiday traditions have unfolded and been 
preserved. Traditions of all kinds are clearly important to the people of this com-
munity. It is truly an amazing thing to experience all throughout the year. 

Having so many great traditions, especially ones related to the holiday sea-
son, make it easy to rediscover the magic that comes with the holiday season for 
children of all ages. That type of holiday magic takes over the hearts and minds 
of everyone this time of year. The season offers a chance for everyone to come 
together and forget the worries of the everyday world. The spirit of the holiday 
season is one of optimism and rejoicing. With so many fantastic events happening 
throughout the area over the next few weeks, there will be plenty of opportunities 
to celebrate. 

Check out the 17th Annual Holiday Homes Tour, sponsored by CCHP. Enjoy 
the Electric Light Parade and the Holiday Light Tour. Head to Mora and have 
fun at their annual Winter Fest. Visit Santa in the Park. Take part in Highlands’ 
Hogwarts Holiday Family Tea Party. After the holidays are over, take part in the 
Polar Bear Plunge. No matter what your interests are, there should be plenty of 
activities to keep everyone entertained into 2020. 

Even when there isn’t an exciting event going on, bundle up and take a stroll 
down the local streets. There are so many beautiful things to see right now. There 
are great festive banners hung on streetlights all over town. Many of the trees in 
the local parks have been draped with holiday lights. Many of the local streets 
have been decorated with beautiful lights that make everywhere in town feel more 
welcoming this time of year. Take in all the sights and sounds that December has 
to offer because it is unlike any other month of the year.

Shopping local is a treat here as well. The oldest buildings on Bridge Street and 
around the Plaza, for example, are decked out in their holiday best. Those parts of 
town are fantastic to visit during any part of the year, but especially when shop-
ping for your friends and loved ones. The unique gifts found inside those shops 
are nothing like what’s available in expensive malls of larger cities, and gifts you 
can find locally can create lifelong memories to travelers, newcomers and life-long 
residents alike. 

There is also nothing quite like the food in this part of New Mexico, especially 
at special times of the year. There are plenty of biscochitos, tamales and enchiladas 
to be devoured. The food is one of the most unique aspects of this area this time 
of year, and one I can certainly appreciate greatly. You just can’t find that type of 
food anywhere else in the country. There is a sense of history and tradition that 
goes into each of those dishes that makes it so special. The tradition is so present 
all throughout the year, but it seems to mean even more during the holiday sea-
son. 

We here at the Las Vegas Optic hope everyone throughout San Miguel and 
Mora counties has a fantastic holiday season filled with lots of happiness and cel-
ebration. This truly is the greatest time of the year, and we are looking forward to 
every part of it. 

— Phil Scherer, Editor
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