Christmas Eve. Another year almost
gone. Another night on patrol, work-
ing out of the Fallbrook station, The
night was clear with sparkling stars
glistening in a black velvet sky. The
moon, not quite full, bright enough to
cast shadows, | turned off the overhead
lights, the motorist 1 had just cited pulled
back onto the roadway, very unhappy
with his Christmas present, a speeding
ticket. It had been a routine, dull night
shift. Here it was 0200. No radio traf-
fic. Most of the houses' multi-colored
tree lights were turned off. The bright
outside Christmas decorations, now
dark. Driving along, I thought of the
children in the homes [ passed, anxiously
awaiting dawn so they could rush to
the tree to discover what Santa had left
for them. Then | thought of the harried
parents, struggling desperately to finish
putting together the last minute bicy-
cle or toy, and with hopes of still salvag-
ing a remnant of sleep before the kids
awoke.

It was very still as I drove down Old
River Road, the neat houses, the tidy
lawns passing slowly by my window.
Nothing stirred. Wait, Movement a hun-
dred yards ahead, in a driveway. A quick
glimpse of something, someone
alongside the new-looking station
wagon parked there. I cut the lights,
straining to see. Nothing. Coming abreast
of the driveway, sidelights on, 1 saw it
was empty. Nothing. The wagon's doors
and windows intact. But, 1 did see
something. An animal? Maybe. Spotlight
the area. Nothing. Still, the feeling of
a presence nearby. There. Behind the
station wagon. A light blue cloth moved.
Powder blue? A car burglar in blue?

Lights and engine off. Out of the car.

Flashlight in one hand, gun in the other.
A quick look behind the wagon,
“Freeze!" My lips formed the word but
it was never uttered. My powder blue
car thief was about 3 feet high, look-
ing at me with wide open blue eyes
under a tangle of blonde curly hair, The
light blue pajamas, with sewn in slip-
pers, contrasting sharply with the
blacktop of the driveway. “'Hi, What's
your name?" [ said, looking at the house
for a light, yet knowing all the windows
were dark.

“Johnny™ he replied in a high uncer-
tain voice.

“"How old are you, Johnny?"

"This many™ he said, holding out a
tiny hand with all the fingers spread.

“Five, huh? What are you doing out-
side, Johnny?"” Maybe he's a sleepwalker,

"I'm waiting for Santa Claus" he said,
looking at me with the innocence on-
ly a child that age can possess.

"Do your mommy and daddy know
you're out here waiting for Santa?"’

“No, they asleep. Mommy wouldn't
let me stay up to see Santa. 1 have to
tell Santa about the fire. He can’t come
down the chimbley 'cause daddy has
a fire in it."

Dilemma. Dilemma. Guess [ have to
wake up the parents, which won't make
them real happy. Probably spoil the kid's
Christmas.

“Johnny, you know that Santa Claus
won't come to see you unless you are
in bed?”

“But l have to tell him about the fire.
If he can’t come down the chimbley,
he won't leave any presents for us.”
His lower lip quivered,

“32-3." the car crackled to life, start-
ling both of us. The call was for a Vista

by Jim Seim
Fallbrook Station

unit, but an idea began to form. I yanked
the handic-talkie from my belt,

"38-3".

""38-3 go ahead” the familiar dispatch-
er’s voice came back.

"38-3,I'm 11-51 on one, a five year
old named Johnny, in his driveway on
Old River Road. Any information about
Santa Claus around the Bonsall area?”

"38-3 I'll check.”™

A long pause.

"'38-3, a report from a Santa Claus
that tried to deliver some presents to
a five year old named Johnny on Old
River Road in Bonsall. Santa said he
could not drop off the presents because
Johnny is still up. Santa advised he will
check again in a few minutes to see if
Johnny is asleep.”™

Thank God for dispaichers.

“38-3, 10-4."

Johnny's eyes were as wide as saucers.
He peered skyward and tears began to
form in those blue eyes.

“Johnny, I'll tell you what. You go
back to bed and go to sleep, I'll tell Santa
how to get in your house. O.K 2"

Johnny nodded and without a word,
wialked to the front door and went in-
side.  heard a lock snap into place. After
a few seconds, Johnny looked down on
me from a second floor window, opened
it a few inches and whispered “Don't
forget.” Listening intently, 1 heard a bed
squeak.

After a few minutes, the dispatcher’s
voice came clearly over the air.

"38-3, report of a fat man in 2 red
suit, hovering over your location, says
move out of his reindeer's way."'

""38-3, 10-4, 10-8 and Merry
Christmas.”

AND TO ALL A GOOD NIGHT!



