
The Heart Of Christmas 
Kalob Wallace was not a very rich boy. In fact, he and his mother were very 
much on the poor side. His father had lost his batter to cancer during the 
summer of that year.  
When it came to the beginning of December, his mother asked, “Kalob, 
darling, what would you like from Santa?” 
 Now Kalob, being only eight years old, looked cheerfully at his mother 
and said, “One of those big, fancy toy trucks!” 
His mother looked anxious. “We’ll just see what he brings.” 
 Since her husband’s death, Mrs. Wallace had to work six days a week 
in two jobs to pay off debt and to pay for food and school clothing for Kalob. 
She was forever exhausted, but never let on to her only son. 
 One day, after coming home from school, Kalob found his mother 
crying on her bed. 
“Kalob, my son,” she said. “I’ve lost both my jobs.” 
He did nothing except sit there, hugging his mother’s thin waist. 
 Two weeks past and Kalob was driven home early from school by 
strangers who called themselves ‘Social Services.’  
 Once home, they sat him down in his living room. “Now Kalob, this 
might seem a little sudden, son, but your mother died today. I’m sorry.” 
 He was too shocked to cry. He didn’t understand fully as he climbed 
the stairs to his bedroom, only that she had tried her best in life, and that she 
loved him very much. 
“Kalob.” One of the ‘Social Service’ men said, “Being so near to Christmas, 
we found this in your mother’s room. It’s for you.” 
 Slowly, he reached for the present wrapped in cheap yet pretty paper. 
It was from his mother. 
 It wasn’t a new video game, or cool clothes. It was simple, but kind.  
He smiled.  
It was a few toy soldiers and a photo of him and both his parents at the lake 
the previous summer. He didn’t mind that it wasn’t a big, fancy toy truck. This 
present was the most special present he had ever got. 
“Her friend found her this morning.” Kalob heard someone say. “Yeah. 
Overdose on paracetamol. Poor kid… Yeah. She left a note.” 
 Kalob Wallace went over to the window, still clutching the present and 
looked up. 
“Thank you, mummy.” He said.  
And a small tear ran from his eye.  


