
          One late winter night, while snowflakes fluttered gently to the

ground and the wind wove amongst the trees, an elf was hard at work.

Her name was Peppermint, but most elves called her Pepper. Nights like

these usually demanded boisterous, spirited games and hot cocoa, but

Pepper had other plans. Tomorrow would be the first time she was old

enough to work in Santa’s shop! She was determined to be the best, most

helpful elf she could be — but first, she was going to sneak into the toy

room and see all the toys she was going to make. 

           Excitedly, she pushed open heavy wooden doors and stepped

inside the toy room for the very first time. Inside was magical! Shelves

lined the room, packed full of finished toys that waited for Santa to take

them to their new home. In the middle of the room was a giant work

table where even more toys lay — some finished, some still in pieces.

          Pepper danced happily around the room. There were dolls that

spoke, trains with tiny wheels, colorful puzzles, and figurines that even

she thought were real at first — and she had only explored the first few

rows! She oohed and ahhed. With every toy she saw, she became even

more excited to become a toymaker.

A Splash of Christmas Color
by Eleanor McGuire



          As she was admiring one of the unfinished pieces on the worktable,

she had an idea. Why can’t I see if I can build some toys now? she

thought. I can have practice making them before tomorrow! Pepper

plopped down in front of a train with missing wheels. I can finish this!

she said to herself excitedly — and she did! She finished that train, and

then another, and then another until finally, she had a whole collection

of toys she had made! 

          There was only one thing left to do: decorate them! She reached for

a jar of paint that reminded her of the trees outside her window, grabbed

a paintbrush, and got to work. A few minutes later, she clapped her

hands giddily. In front of her, the train she had painted looked just as

good as the ones made by the older, more experienced elves! As her toy

collection grew, so did her smile. She painted and shaped and put

together all kinds of things! 

           Finally, Pepper yawned. I should probably go to bed, she thought.

She gathered all the masterpieces she’d made and placed them at the end

of the table with the other toys made by older elves. To leave the room

spotless, she picked up all the paint jars, gathered all the paintbrushes,

and piled up all her other tools. 



          As she bounced around the room putting them away, she danced

distractedly, excited at the progress she’d made and the things she’d

learned. She almost finished cleaning when — oh no! She slipped on

some loose train wheels she’d forgotten to put away! Flailing and waving

her arms in the air, she tried not to fall….but it was too late. As if in slow

motion, she stared, horrified, as the paint in her arms slipped and flew

through the air. Splat! All the toys that she had spent so long on were

now covered with splashes of colorful paint. Pepper gasped. The paint

had not just ruined her work — it covered the other toys, too! 

          Oh no! This is horrible! What can I do? she thought worriedly to

herself. There were so many ruined toys, and there was no way she could

clean up this mess all by herself. She needed to ask for help! That wasn’t

as easy as it sounded, though. Pepper knew she had made a mistake by

sneaking into the toy room alone. What would happen if Santa found

out? What if he forbade her from being around any more toys? That

would be awful! Being a toymaker had been her dream for so long. 

          Pepper worried and wondered what to do. Finally, she decided that

it was better to tell someone about her mistake now than it would be if

the elves discovered her error in the morning. Nervously, she went to

the gathering where her sister and her friend were. She tapped them

each on the shoulder.



          “Hi, Pepper!” they said smiling.

          “Is something wrong? I thought you were asleep,” her sister,

Evergreen, said. 

          Pepper twisted her hands. “Well….not exactly,” she said anxiously.

“I”—she lowered her voice to a whisper—”I was in the toy room, and I

think I made a really big mistake. I really need your help!”

          “Oh no!” her friend Cinnamon said, her hazel eyes widening with

concern. 

          “Don’t worry, Pepper. It’ll be okay, let’s go see if we can fix it!”

Evergreen added.

          Pepper sighed with relief. She was so glad her friends were willing

to help! The three of them snuck back to the toy room where Pepper

dolefully showed them the colorful mess of paint. 

          “I wanted to get extra practice before my big day tomorrow.

Everything was going so well, but then I slipped and spilled paint all over

everyone’s toys! Can you help me clean it up?”

          “Of course we can! That’s what friends are for — to help you when

you need it.” Cinnamon smiled warmly. “But Pepper, even if we clean up

the paint on the floor, what are we going to do about the toys? There’s no

way Santa won’t notice that tomorrow.”

          “I know,” Pepper sighed glumly. “I don’t know what I should do.

What do you guys think?”



          “Well,” Evergreen ventured, “I think we should tell Santa.

Remember how nice he was when Cedar accidentally lost a whole bag of

toys two years ago? I bet he’ll understand that you were only trying to

help.”

           “I think so too!” Cinnamon chimed in. 

          Pepper bit her lip. “Okay, if you think so. Will you come with me to

tell Santa?”

          “Of course!” Evergreen hugged her. The three friends walked back

to the party and timidly approached Santa where he sat drinking cider.

          “Hi, Santa,” Pepper began nervously. “I have to tell you something.

Earlier tonight, I went into the toy room because I was excited for

tomorrow, and well, I spilled paint over a lot of them,” she apologized

softly.

          “Oh, Pepper. It’s okay; we all make mistakes!” Santa’s kind words

were soothing to Pepper’s anxious mind. “Let’s go take a look, shall we?”

          Santa in tow, they headed back to the toy room. When he saw the

paint splattered across the floor and toys, he turned to Pepper. 

          “This isn’t too bad! Here, let’s clean the floor and table up and then

deal with the toys, okay?” 

          Together, they scrubbed the floor until there was no paint to be

seen. Then, Santa picked up a train with blue specks dotting its side. 

          “Pepper, I don’t think we can clean this off…but you know, I think

the paint adds some personality to the toys!” he said thoughtfully.



          “Really?” Pepper asked, surprised. 

          “Yes! Especially with some of them”—he picked up a different toy

—“you see the design of the paint on this one?” he said, picking up a

discarded paintbrush. He made a couple of quick brushes and turned the

train around. What had been a couple of meaningless splatters of paint

were now lifelike vines, twisting around the train car. 

          Pepper gaped in astonishment. “Thank you, Santa!” She was so

surprised that her mistake could be fixed so easily. 

          “Of course, Pepper! Everyone makes mistakes, and I’m glad I could

help you with yours. Next time you make a mistake, you don’t have to

hide it. Now, I have to get back to Mrs. Claus! Will you be here to make

toys tomorrow?” he asked.

          “What? I’m still allowed to make toys?” Pepper was shocked.

          “Of course! Like I said, everyone makes mistakes; I’m just glad you

told me so we could fix it! Tomorrow, though, you’ll have to fix the

splattered toys.”

          “Okay! I promise I won’t do this again. Thank you for helping me —

and for being so kind!” Relieved, she bade Santa and her friends goodbye.

That night, she slept soundly knowing not only that tomorrow was a big

day but also that she had made a mistake — and fixed it with the help of

her friends.


