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A long time ago, before storybooks were written, 

there was a young boy who lived in a small 

cottage with his mother. His name was Nicholas.



Nicholas was everybody's friend. He was good at 

outdoor games, enjoyed the most difficult puzzles, and 

told jokes so funny even he couldn't help but laugh. 

When he laughed, the sound was so loud and 

contagious everybody around him laughed as well.



Once, after a day 

filled with friends and 

adventure, Nicholas 

came home to find his 

mother was not 

feeling well.



Nicholas loved his 

mother and did not like 

to see her this way. 

 

He was determined to be 

the best son a mother 

could hope for. 

 

He made her breakfast, 

lunch, and dinner. At 

night he read to her and 

tucked her into bed.



Days turned to weeks and weeks 

turned to months and his mother 

never seemed to get better.



One day she called him to her side.



She had a gift for him. She had made him a large, red 

bag. Hand stitched with gold thread, it was the most 

incredible present he had ever received.

When she gave him this bag, she whispered in his ear, 

“If you ever find yourself alone, never lose hope.”



Many years later, Nicholas traveled much and always 

took the red bag with him wherever he went. It was a 

sweet reminder of his mother’s love and hope for him.



One cold winter evening 

Nicholas met a young girl and 

her father. 

 

The little girl, too cold to speak, 

her father to ashamed to ask, 

held out their frostbitten hands, 

hoping a kind stranger would 

help in their time of need. 

 

Wanting to help but not knowing 

how, Nicholas knelt down and 

whispered to the little girl, “Let's 

see if my red bag has something 

inside you would like.”



As he opened the bag, he 

remembered his mother’s 

words, “never lose hope.” 

He closed his eyes and 

hoped to ease the cold and 

hunger of the poor family. 

 

To his surprise and 

amazement, he found a 

warm meal and a woolen 

blanket inside of his bag.



Nicholas walked away speechless. 

He had witnessed a miracle. 

 

Is this why his mother taught him to 

never lose hope?



Because it felt so good to give, he decided to look for 

others to uplift and make happy. At the park he saw 

two brothers looking bored with nothing to do.

He asked them, “What would you like to play with?” 

They answered, “We would like to have a ball we could 

use for games". Nicholas reached inside his bag and 

revealed a new ball for them to share.



Nicholas was convinced. This bag was magical. Made 

with love and hope, this bag had the power to bring 

comfort and happiness to all. He decided then to spend 

his life helping children wherever he could find them.



Years and decades 

passed by. 

 

Thousands of children 

received his gifts.



When he had reached a 

silver age, with white hair 

and beard, he realized that 

through all the years, he had 

never hoped for something 

for himself. 

 

He closed his eyes and hoped 

that he could live and give 

forever. In a twinkling of an 

eye he was changed and 

became Santa Clause.



There is always 

someone wanting you to 

find relief from your 

worries, and bring you 

happiness and joy.

So this Christmas, as 

gifts are given and 

received, remember to 

never lose hope.


