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Long, long ago—around three hundred years after Jesus was born—in a town called Myra, in a land called Lycia, there lived a man named Nicholas.

Nicholas was an overseer in the Church. He loved giving gifts to the needy, and telling people about his stable-born King. For example, one time he gave away three solid gold balls. There was a poor merchant who hadn’t enough money to cover his debts, and therefore his daughters were going to be sold into slavery. So Nicholas visited secretly, and from his sack took out three gold balls, tossing them through the merchant’s porch doors.

Over the years Nicholas’ beard grew long and white. Everyone in Myra loved him, and began to call him Saint Nicholas, because of his goodness in giving to those in need. He did not mind the nickname for he knew that all followers of Jesus are called saints.

When Nicholas became too old to do his work in the Church, he continued to visit people, and often shared gifts with them from out of his large sack. Over time he found himself longing to visit people beyond Myra, and tell them about God’s Gift to the World, too. So he settled all of his affairs in the city and packed his sack full with gifts. Nicholas started his journey on the Eve of the Christ Mass—that is, the church’s celebration of the birth of Jesus. He set off with a hood on his head and the sack upon his back.

Saint Nicholas walked on and on into the night, stopping here and there. At some homes he would find shoes left on doorsteps which he’d fill with treats. In other places, he loaded gifts in stockings that had been left out to dry.

On and on Saint Nicholas walked. The Lord had blessed him with a starry night and a full moon. When he met people, he would tell them of Jesus. Then he’d move on, tucking gifts into nooks and crannies.

Eventually he came to a land covered with snow. The air was cold and made Saint Nicholas’ nose turn as red as a cherry. But Nicholas liked the change in the weather and merrily went on with his mission. He walked on and on into the night, and soon came upon a lone goat harnessed to a sleigh. The goat told Nicholas that it was his duty to take the old bishop through that land. Nicholas protested, but this goat was a stubborn creature, and Nicholas eventually gave in. The man and the goat had a joyful time working together for their Creator in that snowy land.

Too quickly they had to part, and Saint Nicholas marched on, marveling at the length of the night, as well as mulling over his large sack. At every home he visited, he reached inside his sack and pulled out a gift. There had been so many gifts given, and so many homes visited that Nicholas was sure he would soon run out of presents. But the sack remained full.

At one cottage, Saint Nicholas found the door locked! While thinking over his dilemma, Nicholas saw a small boy named Peter. Nicholas shared how distressed he was that he was being kept from leaving gifts. Peter suggested that Nicholas sneak in to the house the way the smoke escapes. Saint Nicholas laughed, climbed up to the rooftop, and jumped down into the chimney. As soon as he lit upon the remains of the now-doused fire, he set to work stowing gifts in the socks drying along the mantle.

Saint Nicholas passed through town and country, city and forest, leaving gifts so that people would learn of the gift giving God. The bright moon lit the path as he traveled on through Christ Mass’ Eve.

Nicholas was overjoyed when, again, he saw a sleigh in his way. How surprised he was when he found eight reindeer hitched to the sleigh instead of the goat. As soon as Saint Nicholas was settled in, the reindeer team dashed off. He felt like they were flying. The ground seemed to fall away beneath the dancing, prancing feet of the deer. These new companions made the in-between places of the journey pass quickly. But time did not matter, as the night held firmly onto the darkness.

On and on Saint Nicholas journeyed. When he had traveled the length and breadth of a country, whether by foot or by sleigh, he would go right on to the next. The stars did not dim, and the moon did not wane, nor did his large sack of gifts grow light.

And so it will continue until the end of time, Saint Nicholas traveling the world on Christ Mass’ Eve, giving gifts to all, as he awaits the return of Jesus, his stable-born King.
