A Christmas I’ll Never Forget
It was Christmas Eve and I was anxious as there were rumours going around the previous week in school that Santa was a myth. But I was determined to prove the gossip wrong. As my bed time grew nearer I put fresh film in my camera. The time came and when no one was looking I hid behind our Christmas tree.
             Deep into the night I was fast asleep when the shattering of my mother’s precious vase woke me from my slumber. At first I thought it might have been Santa. I pulled a string setting off a trap I had set up in the hallway in the early evening hours. I ran out as fast as I could in case it was Santa going to fill our Christmas stockings which were upstairs at the end of our beds. When I reached the hall way I was disappointed to find it was only my sister Emma who tripped over her own two feet and knocked the vase. I told her to ignore me and go back to bed and returned to my post behind the tree only to drift into another deep sleep. 
               It must have been hours after my last encounter with my sister when I heard footsteps in the kitchen. It was a bit loud. I had used my small sleeping bag and dropped it over who I thought was a severely short Santa and it surprisingly turned out to be my brother Mark trying to sneak down to get his presents early. I told him to go back to bed as Santa had not come yet. He turned around and ran as fast as he could up the stairs.
[bookmark: _GoBack]              At around one in the morning I heard my motion sensor camera go off. As I was exhausted and had a sneaking suspicion it was another of my siblings I ignored it. My sleep was rudely disrupted by the thumping sound of my family’s footsteps on the stairs. In the afternoon I eventually decided to check the camera. I couldn’t believe my eyes. The motion sensor had picked up Santa. There was a warm glow in his cheeks. He was wearing his well-known red suit and black boots. 
              After the holidays back in school I ran to show my friends. We talked about the photo and at the end of the day I was right. I had proven that my beliefs were true and believing is seeing. This is a Christmas I’ll never forget.
