
By Stephen Rusiniak 
 
 “The sounds of muffled sobs suddenly filled the room. Fortunately, the nurse     
reminded Santa that he had other patients to visit, and so he moved on. Unbeknownst to 
him, it was time for someone else to be moving on too.” 
 
 There was a boring regularity to life on the floors. The residents of this nursing home 
didn’t expect, nor welcome change, but at Christmastime, everything did change.  And one year 
something happened that two teenagers will never forget. 
 Christmas was just days away. Decorations abound and a steady stream of holiday tunes 
quietly playing in the background added to the joyful atmosphere. Staff members hummed 
while performing their duties and the residents were 
drawn into the excitement. A surprise visitor was about 
to make this day even better. 
 The residents loved children. Their visits,        
especially around the holidays, proved magical.        
Suddenly, even the grouchiest senior became agreeable. 
Kids brought out the very best in everyone on the 
floors. On this afternoon, a children’s choir was    
scheduled to perform, and they had promised to bring a 
special guest. ‘Who could it be,’ they  wondered. By  
early afternoon, everybody knew the answer: Santa 
Claus was coming to town! 
 And so, they waited—and they became children 
again. A giddy sense of excitement filled these old-kids 
as they began asking the important questions: “What’ll 
they sing?” “Is Santa really coming?” and most importantly, “Do you think he’ll bring cookies?” 
 Later that afternoon and as promised, a children’s choir burst forth into the dayroom 
singing a spirited rendition of “Jingle Bells.” For the next hour, audience members were     
treated to so many of their favorite carols, and when the final words to “We Wish You a Merry 
Christmas” were being sung, a thunderous ‘Ho, Ho, Ho’ reverberated throughout the room. A 
well padded and very youthful appearing Santa Claus arrived carrying a large tray of assorted 
holiday cookies! The choir joined Santa as he mingled with his audience—stopping often to give 
and receive hugs.  
 When it was time to feed his reindeer, a nurse asked if he’d visit with the bedridden  
patients. “Of course,” he said and he did just that. 

   

      Santa Claus working the room 



 Margaret was confined to her hospital bed, and yet, on this day, she was just  another 
excited little girl awaiting Santa. She heard the choir outside her room, but was thrilled when 
a booming ‘Ho, Ho, Ho’ echoed from her doorway. 
With failing eyes she saw his silhouette. “Santa,” 
she  whispered.  
 Approaching her bedside, and in his       
pretend Santa voice he called out, “Merry    
Christmas, Margaret,” adding, “And what do you 
want for Christmas little girl?”  
 Several members of Santa’s holiday        
entourage smiled because they knew Margaret’s 
nurse had already asked this same question, and 
they already knew her answer. 
 With a twinkle in her eyes she quietly said, 
“I want a kiss from you, Santa.” Laughter filled 
the room and all eyes were quickly upon him—
curious to see his reaction. The laughing stopped when Santa gently took Margaret’s hand in 
his own, bent down and kissed her.  
 “Merry Christmas,” he said, softer now but still in his pretend voice. “Merry Christmas, 
Santa,” she replied. A smile appeared upon her wrinkled face as tears welled up in her tired 
old eyes. Santa lingered for another moment and then, while still holding her hand, he quietly 
said, now in his own voice, “God bless you,       
Margaret.”  
 “God bless you too, Santa,” she whispered 
back. 
 The sounds of muffled sobs suddenly filled 
the room. Fortunately, the nurse reminded Santa 
that he had other patients to visit, and so he 
moved on.   
 Unbeknownst to him, it was time for   
someone else to be moving on too. 
 Santa’s group visited every bedridden     
patient, and afterwards, he decided on one last 
stop. He asked his nurse-escort if he could say 
goodbye to Margaret.  
 Struggling to find the right words, she told him that Margaret had died soon after he’d 
left her room. She said that in her final moments, Margaret spoke of being blessed by Santa, 
and of course, that he’d kissed her. The nurse reassured him that when the end came,       
Margaret was content and that he was the reason why.  
 Santa thanked the nurse for telling him and then quickly left the floor, after all, nobody 
would want to see Santa Claus cry. 
 I worked at this nursing home where the elderly lived and in the end, they died. I’ll  
never forget Santa’s visit. He rarely set foot on the floors. Instead, he remained downstairs—
a seventeen-year old part time dishwasher. He made a pretty good Santa Claus though. We 
were both still kids on that afternoon all those years ago.  
 Since then, my brother Paul and I have come a long way. 
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This writer & Santa Claus hanging up a 
Happy Hanukkah banner in the dayroom 



the backstory: 

 I stumbled upon some old color slides (anyone remember them?) that were taken one    
afternoon, just before Christmas, more years ago than I care to mention! They showed a 
teenager—my brother, Paul, dressed up as Santa Claus, for the residents of the nursing home 
where I worked (and when pressed into service, Paul would too). 

 One morning, over coffee, I mentioned these slides to him. His eyes suddenly became 
misty as he recalled that afternoon, when as Santa Claus, he visited with the residents. Most 
of all, he remembered his visit with one special bedridden patient 
for whom he unknowingly comforted moments before she passed 
away. 

 That night, moved by Paul’s reaction—as well as my own      
memories of that afternoon all those years ago, I sat down and 
wrote this piece. 

 God bless you too, Santa was published in our local        
newspaper on Christmas Eve—local because I wanted a certain    
Santa to see it and to be surprised; local because I wanted to share 
this particular story with our family and friends—most of whom,  
until  reading this piece, were unaware of Santa's altruistic act. 

 Our mom once mentioned to me that 
whenever she needed a “good cry” she’d take 
out her newspaper copy and give it a read.  

 Soon enough I’d come to learn that she wasn’t the only one who 
cried after reading this piece. Every year, as Christmas approaches and 
it’s again shared, it’s not unusual for readers to let me know how much 
they liked God bless you too, Santa and how they too cried!   

 And now, with Reader’s Digest including a shortened version of 
this piece in their December 2017 holiday issue (but still maintaining 

the best parts, thankfully,) here’s hoping the tears continue! 

To be honest, I couldn't ask for a better response—from the 
readers, of course, but especially and most of all, from Mom.                                 

the photos: 

 The photos included in this piece, like the story itself, are all real. I know because with 
the exception of the one that I’m in, I took them with my little Kodak Instamatic camera. 
 Take another look at the photos of Paul too. While his suit of red remains as arguably      
unconvincing as his fake beard, neither matters because he’ll forever remain the very best 
Santa Claus I’ll ever know.  

by the way: 

 In case you’re wondering, there were no photos taken of Santa’s visit with Margaret. 
Like everyone else in her room at the time,  I was moved by the moment. It never crossed my 
mind to take one. Besides, it wouldn’t have been right anyway.    




