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Happy Birthday
Love Mum and Dad xxx

Michael



I’ve been known by many names over the years.  
When I was a younger man, I was simply called Nicholas.

Hello Michael, I‘m here to introduce myself properly. 
Father Christmas, Santa Claus, Father Frost and, Kris Kringle 

are my most popular names, but you might call me something else. 



I began my life a very long time ago in Europe.  
My village, at the time, was part of Greece,  

now it is a town on the south coast of Turkey.

When I was a young man I became known for my generosity,  
especially towards children.  

I just love to give deserving people surprise gifts to help them. 



One story which is often retold is when I helped a man  
who had lost all of his money.

This man had three daughters who were old enough to be married 
and start their own families, but there was one problem.  

The poor man didn’t have any money for them to get married with. 



Everyone in the house was very sad as the daughters  
would never have a family of their own.  

The only thing the man could do was to sell his daughters  
as slaves because he could no longer afford to care for them.

You see, in those times, a ‘dowry’ was needed, which is money  
that’s used to help start the new family, and without this,  

a woman was unable to marry.



The night before the eldest daughter was to be sold,  
after their fire had burned out,  

I visited their small house with a bag of gold coins; enough for a dowry. 

I dropped the bag down the chimney where it landed in a stocking 
that was drying by the fire.  

The family were so happy and the eldest daughter  
was soon married to a good man.



I then went back to the house with another bag of gold 
 and waited until the fire burned out.  

Again, I dropped a bag down the chimney.

After the second daughter was married,  
there was one daughter left. 



I went back to the house one night and waited and waited,  
but the fire did not burn out.  

Not wanting the third daughter to miss out, I quietly opened a window 
and tossed the bag in. It landed in a shoe by the door,  

but I was seen by the poor man I was helping.

He thanked me so much, but I don’t do these kind things to be 
thanked, I do them because it’s the right thing to do! 



I asked the man to stay quiet about who I was
and not tell anyone of how he came by 
the money for his daughters’ dowries. 

The man was so overjoyed with seeing his daughters so happy  
that the tale of the dowries was soon well known. 



The true legend of my name began to spread. I became a Bishop  
of the church and taught others about being kind  

and how to take care of one another. 



Often I would be seen in my bishop’s robes,  
though I had these in many different colours,  

my favourite ones are still the red ones and the green ones.



For my kindness and good deeds throughout the years,  
I was made the Saint of Children everywhere.  
December 6th became known as Saint Nicholas’ Day.  
I love to give out gifts over Christmas time…

…. and because Christmas was originally for people who believe in 
Jesus, they began to feel that the love and kindness I brought should 

honour the Christkindl, the Germans name for the Christ child.  
Over time, this became “Kris Kringle.”  

Later, Kris Kringle became another name for me.



I travelled all over Europe 
on my trusty white horse, Amerigo, 

who was often left hay or carrots  
by the good children I’d visit.



Many places are very cold when I visit, and so in these places,  
like Russia, I’m called Ded Moroz, which means Father Frost.

My horse, Amerigo can’t always manage in these very cold places  
and so I often ask for the help of other animals  

to help pull my sleigh of toys.



You might be familiar with some of these, Michael. 
Often I’m shown with my reindeer, 

but I have many creatures who help me with my good work.



You may hear me being called, Pere Noel, Babbo Natale,  
Noel Baba, or Papa Noel, all of which mean Father Christmas.  

I also like to be called Kerstman, Weinachtsman, or Julemanden, 
which literally mean Christmas man!

Another old name for me is Pelznickel, which I was called due to  
my fur-lined robes. ‘Pelz’ means fur, and “Nickel” is short for Nicholas. 



The Dutch people call me Sinterklaas, and this name was taken across 
the Atlantic by the early Dutch settlers going to America.

So my legend grew, and in the USA I became known as  
Santa Claus.



My name and image have changed through time,  
but what I stand for remains the same. 



Kindness and generosity are important parts of Christmas,  
just as they are important parts of my life and work.



Through the years I have visited children throughout the world.  
Some leave shoes for me to fill with treats,  

or hang stockings to be filled with gifts. 



However they believe in me,  
I always make sure to reward good boys and girls. 

And if you’re good this year, I’ll be seeing you this December, 
Michael.





Michael!
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