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St.Claire's orphanage had been Hannah's home for a year, and as she sat by the window and stared out at the glistening snow that was falling, she felt very sad. She hugged her doll, Sara and then wiped a single tear from her own eye. It had been a year since her parents had died, and as she sat in the living room all by herself, she closed her eyes and remembered them.
It was Thanksgiving Day, the year prior, when her parents had died in a car accident. 

It was a horrible day. As her parents were heading to their friend’s house (where Hannah already was) a truck skidded on the ice and caused a collision. When there was a knock on the door instead of seeing her parents, Hannah saw two police officers bearing very bad news.There were no living relatives to take Hannah, so she was taken to an orphanage in New York City—St.Claires to be exact. 
     As Hannah continued to stare out the window of the large living room, she began to 
talk to her doll. "Sara, you are the last gift Mommy and Daddy gave me. You're my only family now. I will love you forever."

"There she is!"

"Yeah Tom! Let's get that doll."
Tom and Marjorie were the worst kids at St. Claires. They always tortured Hannah,

and well, they tortured all the kids.
"You're too old to play with dolls," Marjorie sneered. 
And as they moved closer to Hannah, Tom added, "Yeah, are you a baby?"

"Leave me alone!" Hannah yelled as she started to edge her way up the brown sofa that

butted up to the window.

"You're nine years old, Hannah. It's time to give up that doll!" Marjorie yelled.

"Let's help her!" Tom interjected.

"No! Don't touch my doll!" Hannah yelled as Sister Clarice walked into the room.

"Children, stop this right now!" she yelled. "Tommy and Marjorie, you go up stairs to 

your rooms immediately. I will deal with both of you later.”
Marjorie and Tommy walked slowly out of the room eyeing Hannah up and down with the ‘we'll get you later’ look. Hannah held on to Sara tightly and didn't budge off of the top of the sofa. The light in the room was dim as she stared at them and watched them go up the large wooden staircase.

Sister Clarice went over towards Hannah and sat on the sofa next to her. Pulling Hannah towards her, she hugged her tightly. Then she pulled a bit away and looked into Hannah's innocent eyes. "Hannah, sweet Hannah . . . I know you are hurting. This has been a difficult year for you, and now it is a difficult time for you with Christmas approaching. Marjorie and Tommy are being mean, and I will handle them. I know in my heart that a good family will adopt you and give you a wonderful life. Have faith my sweet angel. God hears our prayers. He will send them at the right time.”
Hannah's soft tears fell into a quiet sob as she held on to Sister Clarice for what seemed like an eternity. Later that night, in the dimness of the room, as the night sky grew darker, Hannah prayed for her parents.

As Hannah got into bed, the door opened and she heard,"Good night children," Sister Clarice and Sister Mary said, “Sweet dreams,” and then they closed the door.

Hannah pulled the comforter up close to her chin and held onto Sara. The night light was dimly lit giving the room a warm glow. The full moon was bright outside and rays of additional light filtered through the window and across Hannah’s white comforter, so that one could see Hannah's silouette as she lie awake and stare out the window by her bed.

The snow had stopped falling outside. It wasn't a lot of snow, but it was enough to create a thin white blanket over the street. After a few minutes, little Lilly, a sweet 5 year old who had become a close friend of Hannah's slowly got out of her bed. Placing one foot onto the floor, she heard a creek and quickly stopped. Lilly moved slower trying hard to not wake up any of the other girls who were asleep in the room. The task was difficult since her bed was by the door and Hannah's bed was by the window on the other side of the room, but Lilly accomplished it and when she reached Hannah, she sat on the floor, next to Hannah's bed and started to tell Hannah what she heard.

"Marjorie and Tommy are out to get you," she whispered. "They got into a lot of trouble 
with Sister Clarice and now they are even more mad at you. They’re going to get you and Sara too. I’m sorry, Hannah."

Hannah lie in her bed real quiet as gentle tears fell from her eyes and down her face. She felt scared and alone. 

"Hannah?"

Hannah sniffled, "Yes, Lilly."

"Maybe a miracle will happen, and you will become my older sister. Maybe a nice

couple will adopt us both."

Hannah wiped the tears from her eyes and sat up in bed, "Come up here, Lilly."

Lilly quietly got up off the floor and sat on the bed next to Hannah. Hannah tried to smile as she spoke. “That would be a really nice miracle, but miracles don't happen, Lilly."

"Yes they do happen Hannah if you believe in them. I believe in miracles. My friend Chloe told me they are real."

Hannah smirked and said, "Chloe is your imaginary friend, Lilly. She is not real."

"Yes!” Lilly quickly lowered her voice to a whisper, “she is too real, and if you believed, you would see her too." Lilly whispered as she began to yawn.

"Lilly, go back to your bed. You're tired and you need to go to sleep, "Hannah whispered.

"I love you Hannah and no matter what, you will always be my sister."

“I love you too, Lilly," Hannah said as she gave Lilly a kiss on the head.

As Hannah watched Lilly go back to her bed, she felt very old at only 9, and she wondered if she ever had an imaginary friend. She couldn't remember, and the idea seemed illogical to her. Holding Sara tightly, she knew what she had to do, and so that night she decided to leave St. Claires—to run away.  After everyone was asleep, she packed a small bag and left a note for Lilly.

Dear Lilly,

I need to leave. I can't stay here with Marjorie and Tommy. Keep believing in miracles because they just might happen for you, but I don't think they will ever happen for me. I hope you get adopted soon by a nice couple. You will always be my sister. Tell Chloe I’m sorry that I don't believe in her.

Love,

Hannah

Hannah took hold of Sara and her bag and quietly left the orphanage.  "Goodbye

Sister Clairice. I will miss you," she whispered as she climbed over the fence and found herself on 6th Avenue.

It was cold and dark outside and even though it was two o’clock in the morning, there was still activity happening in the city. She decided to head towards Rockefellar Center. Holding Sarah, she lifted the hood of her jacket to protect herself from the wind and the freezing cold.

Hannah was scared and lonely as she walked down the street making sure to keep her head low and make no eye contact with anyone. It's funny how easy a person can get lost in New York City and draw no attention to themselves, she thought. She walked past all types of people as she approached Rockefellar Center. There were people dressed up obviously coming from a show and then their were homeless people sleeping against buildings. I am a homeless person, she thought. I have no home and no family. I am all alone in the world. When she reached Rockefellar Center, she walked down the center of the buildings towards the huge statue of the angels. Every once and a while, she would stop and look into the storefront windows and gaze at all the pretty things and remember her shopping trips with her mom and all the pretty clothes she had in her closet in her room in her big pretty house that is no longer hers. Hannah heard a commotion and saw in the near distance what seemed like a hundred people all about the place near the ice skating ring, and so she watched as they worked on preparing the huge Christmas tree.

"Tonight is the tree lighting," she said to Sara. "I remember every year Mommy and I would take the train into the city and meet Daddy here in his office, and we would watch the tree lighting and have dinner. His office was way up there. "Hannah looked up and pointed way up to the building top.

In somberness, Hannahwhispered, "Where is Christmas, Sara? I think it forgot about us."

Hannah found a remote place against the building to sit down and watch the people work. It was dark enough and she was quiet enough and the people were busy enough that no one saw her. She put her head against the wall and closed her eyes and let her mind trail off where she could remember her parents. Her eyes swelled up with tears, and she could feel herself slowly falling asleep.
Hannah was awoken by a bright light. As she opened her eyes ,she saw a beautiful face as clear as day that was glowing like an angel in front of her.

"Hannah," the woman whispered. “You are a sweet angel. You will be alright, I promise. I am Aurora. Don't worry. I am here to help you. You are much loved, and I am here to take you to the Land of Imagination where the City of Lights is."

Hannah noticed how beautiful the woman was with her glowing hair and her white gown that shimmered with diamonds. The aura of light around her was vibrant and reflective, and Hannah had to adjust her eyes to look at her. Hannah smiled as she felt herself engulfed by Aurora's soothing light and energy.

"I am Aurura. Come with me Hannah." Aurora held out her hand and Hannah stared at it in awe and timidness, but finally took hold of the glowing hand. The touch was warm and loving and engulfed Hannah's whole body as she saw Aurora's luminescent glow engulf her as well, as it expanded. And then like magic, they flew off high into the sky to what Hannah thought was another dimension.

The light was bright like the sun as they approached their destination. The stars were glistening and were so close that you could almost touch them, and then she saw snow below them and a sea of bright lights in all colors gliding through the sky. Aurora pointed and Hannah looked and saw below them the magnificent City of Lights. 

"Hold on," Aurora said as they descended to the city and landed in the center by the enormous tree covered with millions of lights and a glistening star on top. As they landed, Aurora kept hold of Hannah's hand.

"Where are we?"Hannah asked.

"The City of lights."

Hannah's eyebrows rose.

"You know it as the North Pole," Aurora said.

Hannah smiled and looked around and suddenly an elf appeard out of no where.

"Hello Hannah," the elf said.

Hannah stepped closer to Aurora. "You know my name?"

"Yes I do. I have known you your whole life."

"Hello Noel, " Aurora interjected,

"Welcome Aurora.  You're right on time."

"Am I ever late?" Aurora questioned.

Noel smiled, "Never."

Hannah stared at the elf who was as tall as she was and had glowing blond hair and a pretty face. She was dressed in green tights with a pink dress adorned with garland and crystal snowflakes. Her hat was green with pink fur trim and her rosy cheeks and lips glowed as she smiled.

"Welcome Hannah to the City of Lights."
"Thank you,"Hannah whispered.

"Don’t be afraid. Noel is one of our best guides, and she will show you all you need to see." Aurora said as she let go of Hannah's hand, but Hannah still tried to cling to Aurora's glistening gown.

Noel smiled. "Hannah, I have been with you your whole life. Please, don't be afraid."

"It's okay Hannah. I will return when your visit with Santa is done,” Aurora said and smiled.
"Santa?" Hannah questioned in awe.

"Yes," Noel said. The workshop is our first stop."

"Are you ready, Hannah? " Aurora asked.

Hannah shook her head and went with Noel. She then turned and watched as Aurora flew away into the stream of lights in the endless sky.

"It's our busiest time of the year Hannah," Noel said, "but Santa and Mrs. Clause always have time for a visitor, so when I asked for you to come here they immediately sent for Aurora to bring you."

"You asked?"

"Yes. I have been worried about you because whenever I try to reach you, you seem to not

be hearing me anymore. Lilly still hears us, but you don't."

“Lilly? I dont understand,” Hannah said confused.

Noel smiled and pulled a candy cane from the tree, "Want one?" she asked.

"Oh, yes!" Hannah exclaimed with a huge smile.

Noel handed it to her and then pulled off a few more. "You can have as many as you want while you’re here. They’re all over the place. I have to admit it’s a favorite snack around here, but be careful, you never can ever have just one."

Hannah put the candy cane into her mouth and smiled at the taste of the sweet peppermint. "I love them, but they limit the amount we can have at the orphanage."

"I get that," Noel said. " But here no one cares because if you haven't guessed it yet, Santa has a sweet tooth too, so you can take another one."

At first Hannah resisted, but as she gazed into Noel’s smiling face, she knew it was okay and so she took one off the tree, and said, “I’ll give it to Lilly,” and then put in her coat pocket.
The two of them smiled and Hannah felt relaxed as she walked next to Noel through the  large city. They walked on a cobblestone road that was flat and then hilly at times. There were lots of bridges that stepped over turquoise water. Each building illuminated a bright light and the sky was filled with a rainbow of lights that danced and danced all over and never stopped. 

When they reached the biggest building, they stopped at the golden doors and Hannah watched in amazement as Noel just waved her hand and the doors magically opened. Hannah's eyes widened as she walked inside and saw the largest workshop she could have ever imagined. It was lined with work tables and toys and elves and a huge crystal staircase that stood in the center of the shop.

Hannah followed Noel in and elves of all names came to great them instantly to say, “Hello!” Hannah was so excited, but also overwhelmed. The light was so bright and warm and loving and she could hear the beautiful sound of elves singing to music. It was such a happy wonderful place.

They walked past the crystal staircase and Hannah stopped and looked up and noticed that there was no ceiling and the staircase never ended. There was just light above.
"Come with me, Hannah," Noel said. "Mr. C. is over there”.

Hannah in her amazement followed Noel, and in awe starred at the jolly old elf who was larger than she imagined.

Noel began to speak, "Mr. C. This is. . . "

But Santa in his jolly self interrupted and yelled, “Hannah! Sweet Hannah, you're here! Welcome! We've been expecting you! Mrs. Clause, come! Hannah is here!" He yelled, “Hannah is here!"

Suddenly, a beautiful silver-white haired lady in a flowing red velvet dress with white fur trim turned around from where a stack of presents had been placed and smiled and walked towards Hannah. "My child! Welcome to the North Pole!" she exclaimed as she gave Hannah a hug full of love and warmth.

Hannah smiled and hugged her back allowing herself to be engulfed by Mrs. Clauses’s love and her wonderful scent of sweet peppermint. 
"We are so glad you came to visit," Santa said.

"Thank you, but I don't know why I’m here," Hannah said.

"Christmas Spirit is why Hannah. You don't seem to have any."

Hannah was silent.

Santa walked closer to Hannah and put his arm around her. "Hannah, when Noel came to Mrs. Clause and I and told us that she was worried about you because she couldn't reach you anymore, we knew you were losing your spirit and your belief in Christmas. It needed immediate action, and so we called for Aurora to bring you here."

"We know how difficult this year has been for you," Mrs. Clause said. "You have never been alone, but you don't believe that, do you?"

Hannah shook her head no, and in silence she held Sara close.

"It's okay my child," Santa said, "Many do not believe. The earth and life can be hard and

things can shadow our belief. Some people think we are fake or just made up dreams, but as you’ can tell, we are very real—if you believe. I know it is hard to believe in something that you cannot see. That's what faith is . . . believing without seeing. It is a special gift and a hard one to hold on to when life challenges us."

Hannah tried to smile, but it was hard. She wanted to believe, but her life had been so difficult and sad that believing was lost.

"How about a cookie? " Mrs. Clause interjected as she picked up a large tray of delectible sweets and showed the treats to Hannah.

Hannah smiled. "Oh yes, I am quite hungry."

"Then take as many as you want," Mrs.Clause said.

Hannah took a napkin and one cookie.

"Oh, Hannah, take another one. I can never eat just one myself!" Santa exclaimed and then he laughed, "Ho! Ho! Ho!"

Hannah smiled and reached for another one. The cookies were soft and buttery and sweet and tasted so good as they melted in her mouth, and she filled her tummy.

She drank the milk Mrs. Clause offered her and then she followed Santa to the crystal spiral staircase.

"Hannah, many people think that only elves live here, but this city is the home to many others as well. Come and I will show you."

Santa put his foot onto the first step and glistening light reflected off of it, and as they stepped onto each step and ascended the spiral staircase, glistening light reflected off of each step. As they climbed and past each level of floors, Hannah saw people in white outfits of all sort working and walking about. She noticed that they each looked different and were different ages, but they were each glowing and the peace that surrounded them and her was heavenly.

As they kept ascending the staircase, Hannah noticed the light glow brighter and brighter and suddenly . . . she got afraid . . .  and the light began to dim . . .  and she missed her step and was about to fall when Noel yelled, "Santa!" And Santa quickly grabbed Hannah's hand and lifted her up to the step, and then he stopped.
"Hannah, you must not be afraid,” he said.
"How did you know that I was?" Hannah asked.

"In fear the light will diminish. The ray of hope gets small in us and around us."

"Mrs. Clause interjected from the step behind Noel, "Hannah, you must believe in order for the light to stay bright. Otherwise, your guidance will be unclear."

"Just keep whispering, 'I believe’ whenever you feel afraid,” Noel said. "It will work."

Hannah took a deep breath and whispered, "I believe, I believe, I believe," and continued to follow Santa up the stairs. Then she started to see the light return in its brilliance, and she continued to say, "I believe."

Santa smiled. "Are you okay to continue up," he asked.

"Yes,” Hannah whispered.

She followed him as they climbed higher until they reached a height where the light was almost pure white with just a hint of gold in it. Santa stepped off of the crystal staircase and onto the glass floor and took Hannah's hand and helped her. Noel and Mrs. Clause followed and they were all met by an elf named Chloe.

The elf’s name took Hannah by surprise. Chloe was the name of Lilly's imaginary friend, she thought
"How's it going, Chloe?"

"Production is right on time, Santa. No delays I’m happy to say."

Hannah looked around and was taken back by all the people. There was a scent of 
hot cocoa and peppermint in the air and music was playing in the background, and 
Hannah noticed that there were no walls that she could see just a bright light that 
surrounded them.

Just then an elf in a red suit and a white hat named Max appeared and whispered into Chloe's ear.

"Oh no!" Chloe exclaimed.

"Problem?" Santa asked as his eyebrows rose.

"Nothing I can't fix, Sir! Just a small breakage. We'll get it cleaned up. But before I go,

Hannah?”

Hannah looked at Chloe.

 “Please tell Lilly that I love her very much and all will be okay.”

Hannah’s eyes widened and she was speechless. Then she saw Chloe smile and glow and Hannah felt the love and peace and whispered, “I will.”

“Bye Santa. Bye Mrs. Clause," Chloe said and left with Max.

Mrs. Clause took Hannah's hand. "This floor is where special ornaments and snow globes are made. This is a magical floor of deep imagination. The souls here are full of much light and transfer that light into the globes and ornaments they make so that they sparkle and shine on earth like they do here and give people love and peace.

"Come with us, Hannah," Mrs. Clause said. "We have something we want you to see.” 
Hannah held onto Mrs. Clause's hand and walked beside her. Then Santa walked down an aisle and headed to a work spot where Hannah watched a man and a woman working. They were full of light and as Hannah approached, she felt a strong pull towards them as they emanated love. As Hannah got closer, their images became clearer to her, and Hannah's heart began to fill with emotion. The woman turned and smiled, and as Hannah gazed upon her, she smiled and whispered, "Mommy."

"Oh Hannah, my beautiful daughter." The woman engulfed Hannah into her arms and then Hannah saw her father who hugged them both.

"You're here?" Hannah questioned. "Oh, I miss you both so much."

"Darling, we miss you too," her father said.

"Daddy and I make snow globes and ornaments here."

Hannah looked at the globe sitting in front of her mother on her work table.

“It's not finished yet," her mother said. 

Hannah noticed that the globe was New York City with a tree in the center and two people ice skating.

"It will be a family when complete. Hopefully by Christmas," Hannah's mother said.

"It’s like when we went skating at Rockefellar Center?" Hannah asked.

"Yes, just like that! It will be a beautiful family!"

"Just like ours was?" Hannah asked as sadness started to creep up in her and the light started to diminish.
"Hannah, you must believe!” Noel yelled.

Hannah stopped her sadness and fear and whispered, “I believe.”

Her mother held her tighter and engulfed her with her light of love and said, “Yes, just 
like ours was and still is, Hannah."

"Why did you and Daddy leave me?"

"We didn't, sweetheart. God just wanted us here, but Hannah you are not alone, and you 
must always believe that. Daddy and I are always with you and you will know that as long as you believe that. I promise you, it will be okay. There is always a plan that is bigger than ours, and there is always a divine love that is there bringing us all we need in our life on earth. Trust me. When you return home, you must always believe that.”
"But Mommy, I don't want to go home."

“Awe baby, you must. There are things you still must do. It's not your time to be here yet. We each have our own journey and each of our lives affects another life and yours will too."

Hannah started to cry.

“Aurora and Noel will guide you, and Daddy and I will always be with you. You must know that in your heart."

"No, I don't want to go!"

"Hannah, this is a gift you've been given. It’s not a dream, sweetheart. I’ss real. We are real and we are always with you. In all you experience, you will never be alone. Just think of us and we will be there," her father said.
Just then Santa spoke," I’m sorry Hannah, but it’s time for Noel to take you to the tree. Aurora will be there to take you back. It will be okay."

Hannah embraced her parents not wanting to let go. 

"We love you so much. Don’t ever forget that." And with those words, Hannah found herself back at the tree with Noel.

"I dont want to go," she told Noel.

"You must," a voice interjected, and Hannah turned to see Aurora there in all her

brilliance. "They are always with you, Hannah. We are always with you. You must believe that." And with that Aurora took hold of Hannah's hand.

"Goodbye Hannah," Noel said. "Remember, I have always been with you, and I always will be."

"Goodbye Noel." And Hannah and Aurora flew out through the lights.

Hannah looked at Aurora as she spoke, "Remember whatever happens in your life

we are always with you to help guide you and keep you strong. Do not be afraid and keep the ray of hope alive in you."

With that Aurora placed her hand over Hannah's heart. Hannah awoke abrubtly, and  

cried out, "Aurora!" But Aurora wasn't there, and instead she cried herself back asleep against the cold brick building. 

The hustle of the crowd woke her.

"Hey, little girl what are you doing here?" A man asked.

Hannah jumped up, quickly. Dazed and confused, and scared. She grabbed Sara and 
took off running. She ran not knowing where she was going and ended up on 34th street by Macys. Her stomach was grumbling, and she didn't know what to do. She took her 
money from her pants pocket and counted it. Ten dollars. Not enough for very long, she thought.

"We need money," she whispered to Sara. Hannah thought about begging for money, but she didn't want anyone to be suspicious of her, so instead, against her own judgment, she decided to steal the money. So she entered Macys to look for a victim.

Macys was crowded with people busy shopping and not really paying much attention to anyone but their task at hand—finding Christmas presents. So, she took the escalator up to each floor and walked around to kill some time and to stay warm. She finally ended up in the children's department. As she walked through the racks and looked at all the pretty clothes—clothes like the ones she used to have, she noticed a very pretty woman standing in the infants department looking at baby clothes. The woman had light brown hair like her mother had and she was dressed nicely. She obviously has money, Hannah thought as she watched the sales lady approach the woman.
"May I help you find something in particular?" the sales lady asked.

"Yes, thank you," the pretty lady said as she held up an outfit.

"Is this outfit for your child?"

The pretty lady got solemn, “No, it's a gift."

Hannah watched as the saleslady took out some different outfits and showed them to the pretty lady, and then they walked over to the register where the pretty lady placed her open handbag onto the floor next to her. Hannah could see her wallet inside and knew timing was everything. In her heart, she knew she was doing the wrong thing, but she also knew that she needed money. So she hid behind the clothes rack and when the timing was right, Hannah ran up and snatched the wallet from the bag. 

The pretty lady screamed, “Stop that!” and grabbed Hannah's arm, and in a struggle to break free, Hannah dropped Sara and took off running down the escalator and through a swarm of adults and out the doors of the store. 

She stopped and realized that she had the wallet, but no Sara, and then she heard the security guard yell, "Stop!" and instead, she took off running. In a panic, she ran down 34th Street and decided to head uptown. She kept running and running until she knew the security guard had finally given up and it was then that she stopped and sat down on the floor to catch her breath. She was near Rockefelar Center again, and she started to cry not knowing what to do and only knowing what she had done. She had stolen a wallet. She felt guilty and scared. 

Hannah sat there against the building and watched as the sun went down and the crowd began to gather for the tree lighting. She decided to walk and found herself by St. Patricks Cathedral. She had been there before with her parents. She didn't even know how she ended up there. Everything was a blur by now. 

She decided to sit down on the steps of the large church. She found herself feeling really bad as she opened the wallet to look inside of it. There was money, credit cards, and pictures. The pictures were of the pretty lady and a handsome man on their wedding day. She saw that there were a lot of pictures of the couple. One was on a boat, and one with horses. In one picture they were all dressed up standing in front of a large Christmas tree. She closed the wallet and put it back into her pocket. Her hands were like ice and her jacket wasn't thick enough to keep her warm, so she decided to go into the church.

The cathedral doors seemed so big and heavy to her as she walked in. She could

sense the holiness of the place with candles burning and the stained glass windows glistening. It was dark already and the church was dim as candles glowed all around. Christmas decorations of green and gold adorned the pews and the altar, and a glorious tree decorated in red and gold and silver stood near the altar to the right. Large red poinsettia plants were also placed throughout the church in clusters. She sat down in a pew and started to pray, "Please God, help me."

An older lady with grey white hair sat down next to her. She stared at Hannah and smiled. "Hello," she said.

Hannah didn't respond.

"Oh, so you don't like to talk."

"No, I do. My name is Hannah."

"Well, hello Hannah. Nice to meet you. Are you alone? Are your parents here?”
"No, my parents died in a car accident a year ago." Hannah lowered her eyes and the old lady said in a sweet voice, "Oh . . . my dear, I am very sorry."

"I ran away from the orphanage."

"Why would you do that? New York City is not a place for a young girl to be alone."

Hannah started to cry. "Everything has been horrible since my parents died, and now I lost Sara too."
"Sara?" the old lady questioned.

"My doll. The last gift that my mommy and daddy gave me. I lost her in Macys when I stole a wallet from a pretty lady.

"Oh, Hannah, you have a large problem for such a little girl." The old lady opened her handbag and handed Hannah an antique hankie with the initials AM engraved on it. Hannah took the hankie and then wiped her eyes.

"I didn't want to steal the wallet. I did it so that I would have money for food. Now, I don't know what to do. I have the money, but I don’t have my doll, Sara.”
"Hannah, God is always there to help us through our problems. You just have to believe that. Ask your guardian angel to help you, and you will do the right thing. Hannah if you didn't believe, you wouldn't be here in the church right now."

Hannah looked up at the old lady and saw a glow of light around her, and suddenly she knew what she needed to do.  "I need to return the wallet."

"I think you found your answer."

Hannah took out the wallet and looked at the address. It said Park Avenue. She placed it back into her pocket and turned to look at the old lady, but she was gone. She looked all around the church, but couldn't see her anywhere. Hannah looked down at the hankie and turned it around and saw the name Aurora on it, and her heart skipped a beat. She quickly got up and left the church.

She opened the wallet again and read the name on the license, Abigail Montgomery. She closed the wallet, put the hankie into her pocket and decided to walk to Park Avenue.

When she reached the building, she was greeted by a cheery tall man in a uniform wearing white gloves .

"May I help you?" he asked her.

"Yes, Hannah said. " My name is Hannah James and I would like to see Mrs.

Abigail Montgomery. 

He looked at her with a quizzical stare that made her feel uncomfortable. She looked down at her dirty jacket and wrinkled clothes and felt very out of place.
The tall man’s eyebrows rose as he spoke, "Is Mrs. Montgomery expecting you?"

"No she isn't,” Hannah said mattre-of-factly. “But I have something of hers to give her back."

"Well, let me call up to the Montgomery apartment.  Please wait here."

Hannah waited outside in the cold shivering untill the doorman returned.

"Mrs. Montgomery will see you. Come inside and I will bring you to the elevator."

As Hannah walked into the lobby, she saw how it glistened and shined. There were marble tile floors and a huge fountain in the center of the large lobby. There were crystal chandeliers that spiraled and sparkled from the ceiling. A beautiful green Christmas tree stood in the lobby and was decorated with glass ornaments that twinkled and burgandy ribbon. The doorman told Hannah to wait as he walked over to the elevator man and talked to him. Hannah kept staring at the tree and her eyes followed it all the way to the top where she saw a glistening star. 
She closed her eyes and whispered, "I believe."

The doorman returned and guided Hannah to the elevator. "Bruce here will take you up 
to the Montgomery apartment. Have a very Merry Christmas, Hannah," he said.
"Thank you," was all Hannah said as she entered the elevator and waited for Bruce to push the buttons.

The trip up the floors seemed endless, but Hannah knew that in all her fear, she was doing the right thing. The elevator stopped and the doors opened. Bruce pushed a button that held the elevator in place and stepped out of it as Hannah followed him. 
"The Montgomery apartment is down the hall here, 49A. Just ring the bell, Miss."

Hannah didn't say a word, but just followed the directions and when she reached the apartment door, she hesitated out of fear. I might go to jail, she thought. But she pushed the thoughts from her head and whispered, "I believe," and rang the bell.

The door was opened by an older man who also had on a uniform. "Hello child," he said as he let her in. "Mrs. Montgomery is in the living room. Please follow me."

Hannah entered the large foyer and looked at the spotless tile floors and the crystal chandelier similar to the one in the lobby. The gentlemen went to take her jacket, but Hannah kept it on. Looking down at the floor, she felt very ashamed as she followed the gentlemen into the apartment. Her parents would have never approved of her stealing from someone. As she walked into the large living room, she looked through the terrace doors and saw the magnificent view of the lights of New York City in the background, and thought, the City of Lights. It was a beautiful home, and at that moment she though about her old home and living room on Long Island and how pretty Mommy had always decorated it and sadness engulfed her. She walked more into the room and stopped when a lady dressed in black stood up from the sofa and turned around to face her.

"Sister Clarice! "Hannah yelled as she ran and jumped into her arms.

"Oh Hannah! I have been so worried about you!" Sister Clarice said as tears filled her 
eyes.

"Why are you here? How did you know?"

Mrs. Montgomery walked over to Hannah. "Hannah?"

Hannah turned towards Mrs. Montgomery afraid to let go of Sister Clarice.

"When you took my wallet, you dropped a friend," she said as she picked up Sara from the chair.

"Sara! It's you! I can't believe it!" Hannah hugged her doll with tears in her eys.

  Sister Clarice turned to Hannah, "Let's sit down, Hannah.”

  Hannah followed Sister Clarice and Mrs. Montgomery and the three of them sat
down on living room sofa with Hannah sitting in the middle of them.

        Sister Clarice smiled and said, “It appears that Mrs. Montgomery picked up Sara after you dropped her, and she looked her over and saw where you had written if found return to St. Claire’s Orphanage, NYC, so she contacted us early this afternoon. I am so glad I found you."

       "Hannah," Mrs. Montgomery broke in. "Sister and I have been talking a lot this afternoon with Mr. Montgomery."

   Just then Mr. Montgomery entered the room. He was a tall handsome man, with dark hair who wore a suit with a burgandy tie, and as Hannah looked at him, he reminded her of how her own father looked when he came home from work.

 "Hi Hannah," he said. I'm finally glad to meet you. Sister Clarice has told us all about your situation. She told us about your life, and about what happened to your parents.  We are very sorry."

 "See Hannah," Mrs. Montgomery interjected. "Mr. Montgomery and I have been blessed with good fortune and good friends, but no children to share it with."

  Hannah put her hand into her pocket and pulled out the wallet and with courage said, "I have your wallet. I didn't take any money!” she quickly added. “I couldn't. I just looked at the pictures. I’m very sorry for stealing it. I was hungry, and I needed more money and I just . . ."

  Mrs. Montgomery smiled and interjected, "It's okay Hannah. You did the right thing bringing it back.” She smiled and added, “So you haven't eaten all day?”
"No. Nothing,” Hannah replied.
Mrs. Montgomery called for Gerard, the butler and asked for him to bring Hannah some
food and then she asked Hannah to sit down.

“Hannah?”
“Yes, Mrs. Montgomery?”

“Mr. Montgomery and I were talking with Sister Clarice, and we would like you to stay 
with us and spend Christmas with us, if you would like to.”


Hannah looked up at Mr. and Mrs. Montgomery and her eyes grew wide. “Really?” 
she questioned in disbelief.


“Mr. and Mrs. Montgomery smiled and Hannah saw her face light up. “Yes, really,” 
she said. “It could be a trial period to see if we get along and like each other. Maybe then if it works,we could possibly move forward with officially adopting you.”


Hannah sat there in shock.


“That’s why I’m here,” Sister Clarice said. “I knew in my heart that you would do the right thing and return the wallet. I just felt it, Hannah.”


“I would get to stay her and not at the orphanage?” Hannah asked.


“That’s right,” Mrs. Montgomery said, “It would be a little trial to see how we get along—to see if you like us and would permanently want to live with us.”


“And, if you decide that you don’t, that’s okay,” Mr. Montgomery said. “We just felt that with the holidays approaching . . . and all . . . that maybe you would . . .’


Hannah looked at Sister Clarice and then at Mrs. Montgomery, “Can I still see Lilly? Can she visit?”


Mrs. Montgomery squinted her eyes and looked at Sister Clarice with confusion. “Lilly?” she asked.

Sister Clarice smiled and said, “Lilly is another orphan who lives with us. She is six years old, and she and Hannah are good friends.”


Mrs. Montgomery looked at Mr. Montgomery and said, “Travis, maybe . . .”

He just smiled back and interrupted her, “How about Lilly comes too, and you both stay with us?”


“Both of us?” Hannah asked in shock. “Oh, Lilly would love that and me too!!”


“Yes, if she wants to, she can stay as well and Sister Clarice can come and visit anytime she wants to,” Mrs. Montgomery said.


Hannah hugged Sister Clarice and then in complete joy and pure happiness, she got up and hugged Mr. and Mrs. Montgomery.


Hannah’s eyes swelled with tears, “If only my dog Fluffy wasn’t given away.”


Mr. Montgomery smiled a big grin and said, “Hannah, we can talk about getting a dog, too, after we see if all us are going to stay together. How does that sound?”


Hannah smiled, “That sounds great!” And then she ran into Sister Clarice’s arms and said, “The wish I made at the Christmas tree in Rockefellar Center is coming true.”


“What wish was that,” Sister Clarice asked.


“That Sara and I would have a family again.”


Sister Clarice hugged her tightly. “God hears our prayers, Hannah. You must believe that. Just pray from your heart, always.”

Suddenly, Hannah looked at the mantle above the fireplace and slowly she got up from the sofa and walked towards it. Mrs. Montgomery walked over to it as well.


“Do you like snow globes, Hannah?” she asked.

“Oh, yes, I do. My motehr and father liked them too. We had a lot of them out during Christmas.”


“I collect them. I have my whole life. My mother did also,” Mrs. Montgomery said.


“This one is very special. I found it in a small Christmas store in Soho, today. A very young artist made it. Her inspiration was so magical.” Mrs. Montgomery lifted the snow globe from the mantle and shook it. “This one is my dream. When I saw it, I was very emotional. Here Hannah, look inside.”

Hannah held the globe and saw the tree and the ice skating ring and the buildings surrounding it and there on the ice was a family of four skating. Hannah said quietly, “This is your dream,”


“Yes, Hannah. To have children and a family.”


“That’s my dream too, to have a family again.” Hannah put her hand into her pocket and took out the hankie to wipe her eyes and a candy cane fell out as well.”

Mr. Montgomery picked up the candy cane and said, “I like these too. You dropped it. It fell from your pocket.”


Hannah’s eyes widened when she saw it and instantly she thought of Noel and then she smiled.


“Hannah, where did you get that hankie?” Mr. Montgomery asked.


“An older woman gave it to me in the church when she found me crying after I took the wallet, but she disappeared before I could give it back to her. I didn’t mean to keep it.”


Mr. Montgomery took the antique hankie from Hannah and held it. “My grandmother had hankies just like this. It’s a tradition in my family. My mother has them too.”

“I do as well,” Mrs. Montgomery added. “Travis’s mother had it made for me as a wedding gift.”

Mr. Montgomery opened the handkerchief and read the name Aurora and his eyes widened, and he got silent.”


“Travis?” Mrs. Montgomery asked. “What’s wrong?”


“Not wrong. Look Abigail,” he said, and Mrs. Montgomery took the hankie from his hand and read the name, “Aurora?” And then she smiled and looked at him and whispered, “How can this be?”

“This was my grandmothers,” he said. “When she died, my mother couldn’t find it. We had no idea where it went, and now here it is.” Mr. Montgomery looked at Sister Clarice with confusion.

“God does create magic,” Sister Clarice said as she held her hands up in front of her in prayer and tears fell from her eyes. 


Hannah shook the snow globe again and all of them watched the snow fall down around the city scene, and as they gazed into the globe together, Hannah knew in her heart that it truly was a magical Christmas. She whispered into Sara’s ear, “We’re never alone, Sarah. We must always believe.”
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