
The Angel and the Gifts
I’m drinking hot chocolate 
and putting together 
a Lego castle with my 
cousin and good friend, 
Boris Tuggle. My parents 
had given the castle to 
me for Christmas. I was 
so excited by the gift 
that I did handstands and 
nearly knocked over the 
Christmas tree. Opening 
Christmas presents is the 
best, which brings me to 
my story. 

This Christmas season is one I’ll never forget. It all 
began on the first day of December.

I saw my first honest-to-goodness, real angel! She was 
just like the ones you see in picture books, with a lovely 
gown and large regal-looking wings. 

I was brushing my teeth when she appeared in the mirror 
over the sink. I turned around, and there she was, smiling 
and looking angelic. 

“Hello,” she said in a soft, whispery voice. 
“Uh...,” was all I could manage in response. 
“Bobby”—that’s my name, by the way—“I have been sent 

with a heavenly Christmas assignment for you.” She paused, 
but I didn’t say anything, so she continued. 

“In heaven we’re preparing a special presentation for 
Jesus this year, featuring gifts from children. We would 
like your help.

“You will need to gather all the presents the  
children in your and your cousin Boris’ family want  
to give Jesus. Make a list of these, and present  
them to Him on Christmas. This, of course, includes  
your gifts to Jesus as well.”



I was pretty excited about this assignment, but 
there was just one problem. “How am I supposed to 
collect presents when we aren’t always able to 
hold the presents we give to Jesus?” 

The angel gave me a golden pen, a notepad, and a 
key on a leather string. “All you need to do,” she 
explained, “is write down in this notepad the presents 
you see the children give to Jesus, and the presents 
will go straight to a special gift room. If you 
want to ‘see’ the presents, hold the key in your hand 
and close your eyes. You will be transported to 
the gift room, where you will be able to see the 
presents that you’ve collected. That’s a special 
privilege that comes with this job. 

“So, will you do this for us?” 
Now, looking back, I can think of all the different 

ways I could have said yes, such as “It is an honor,” 
or “Absolutely,” or “You bet!” or even “My soul doth 
magnify the Lord,” which is Mary’s line in the Bible. 
But instead, still being somewhat dumbfounded by 
the angel’s appearance, I just nodded my head in 
agreement. 

The angel smiled at me. “I’ll see you on Christmas 
Day,” she said. With that she vanished. 

I felt tingles all the way to my toes. I put the key 
around my neck, stuffed the notepad and pen in my 
pocket, and headed for bed. 



Lists of Gifts to Jesus
Alicia (7 years old): 
•	 Gift of Hugs: Thirty times today, 18 given to friends and family, 9 

to the cat, and 3 to the hamster.

•	 Gift of Song: The entire Sing with Angels CD and “Rudolf the Red-

Nosed Reindeer.” (Does that count?)
Bobby (9 years old): 
•	 Gift of Hugs: Ten times
•	 Gift of Giving: Let Boris have the biggest piece of fried chicken on the 

tray.•	 Gift of Laughter: Major tickle f ight with older brother and Boris.

Boris (9 years old): 
•	 Gift of Hugs: Ten times.
•	 Gift of Brotherhood: Lent me his best Lego spaceship to use over the 

weekend.•	 Gift of Laughter: See above.
Lisa (3 years old): 
•	 Gift of Joy: She was extra happy today

•	 Gift of Music: Played “Little Drummer Boy”  

with her toy drum all evening. 

When I woke up the next 
morning, for an instant I 
forgot about the angel and 
the assignment I had been 
given, but it all came back to 
me as I was dressing for the 
day. I ran to my pajamas and 
looked through the pockets 
… the pen and notepad were 
gone! I started to panic, but 
without thinking I stuck my 
hand in my jeans pocket, and 
the pen and notepad were 
there already. I later found 
that whenever I changed my 
clothes, the pen and notepad 
would always be in one of 
the pockets. 

I began making my list that 
morning. I’ll show you the 
first page. 

http://www.nubeat.org/ABCHswaT.html


That’s how I started, and 
that evening I lay down in 
my bed, held the key tight, 
and closed my eyes. I saw 
a big room. It had wood-
panel walls and ceiling, 
and it smelled like a cedar 
forest. There was a soft 
carpet on the floor. It 
was warm and there was 
light coming from all the 
presents that brightly lit 
the entire room. In each 
corner of the room was a 
pile of presents, and woven 
into the carpet at the foot 
of each pile was a name: 
“Alicia,” “Bobby,” “Boris,” 
“Lisa.”  

There were all kinds of 
presents in that room. Some 
of them were in boxes; 
some were wrapped in paper 
and tied with ribbon. Some 
of the paper and boxes 
was sparkly, and some had 
patterns. I thought, Wow! I 
wonder if we’ll be able to 
fill the whole room up by 
Christmas.

On the weekends we 
went out frequently to 
spread Christmas cheer. 
We performed songs and 
dances in hotels, in concert 
halls, in orphanages, and 
retirement homes. I spent 
a lot of time writing on my 
notepad, and every night 
I would visit the storage 
room. The piles of presents 
were growing, but the room 
grew bigger too, so there 
was always more space. 



After about a week, I began to notice which presents represented which gift.  

•	 The gifts of hugs were generally soft and warm when you touched them, like cushions. 
•	 The gift of laughter had squiggly designs and actually bounced around. 
•	 The gift of music would sway from side to side and was always wrapped in three or four colors. 
•	 The gifts of people who came to know 

Jesus, which really piled in toward the 
middle of December, were pure white, 
with golden ribbons, and shone very 
brightly. 

•	 There were some I couldn’t place, but 
they were all beautiful! I was sure the 
angel would be so pleased when she 
saw all the gifts we were giving Jesus 
this year. 

As beautiful as this sight was, there was 
something that kept me back from being fully 
happy. I tried not to think about it, but in the 
last week of Christmas, it made me more and 
more uneasy. 

 
Here was the first part of my problem:  

Alicia had, by far, the largest collection of 
the gift of those she had talked with about 
Jesus. I don’t understand why, but whenever 
she smiles at people and mentions how happy 
she is to have Jesus as her best friend, they 
almost always become very attentive. I think 
at the end, these particular gifts ran into the 
hundreds for Alicia. Her pile of presents was 
dazzling white. 

And then there was Boris. His pile of 
presents was nearly alive with wild bouncing, 
colorful presents because he was always 
laughing and making other people laugh. When 
performing, he could sing so well, people 
would cry—in a good way. And he makes and 
gives away cards and pictures all the time. 
He really knew how to make people happy. 
His pile of presents was like a mountain of 
colorful dancing Christmas lights. 



I told myself I shouldn’t compare. 
After all, these were all presents to 
Jesus! I probably wouldn’t have been 
worried if there hadn’t been something 
that seemed terribly wrong with my gift 
pile. I noticed it after the second week. 
Along with the white gifts of people 
who had come to know Jesus, and the 
zany laughter gifts and the soft hug 
gifts, there were brown packages in my 
pile. Plain, brown paper tied with string. 

As Christmas drew nearer, I really tried 
to talk with more people about Jesus and 
make more people happy, but it seemed to 
come easier to Alicia to talk about Jesus 
than I did, and Boris always sang better. 
Every night when I went to look at the 
presents, there were even more brown 
paper packages in my pile. I would go to 
bed earnestly praying that I would give 
better gifts to Jesus the next day, but 
things didn’t change. I couldn’t understand 
why my presents should be so plain. 

At the end of Christmas Day, I was 
feeling gloomy. That night, I lay down 
on my bed and held the key and closed 
my eyes. I had come to a decision. 
I would ask the angel to give the 
presents to Jesus for me. I just didn’t 
feel like I could give Him my presents 
with so many of those drab brown 
packages in my pile. 

I saw the storage room and the angel 
was standing in the middle, flying around 
and looking at all the presents. 

“Merry Christmas, Bobby,” she said. 
“It’s time for you to present the gifts.” 

“Wait. I…” As usual, I couldn’t find 
words to explain. She waited patiently. 
“Do you think … you could give the 
presents to Jesus for me? You see,” I 
said, going over to my pile of presents, 
“they’re rather plain and ordinary 
looking. Aren’t they?” 
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The angel looked at my pile, “Bobby, do you know what those brown presents are?” 
“Well, no,” I answered. “I can’t match them to anything on my list.” 
“Well,” said the angel, “I have a special list of my own. You were very careful not to miss any of the presents your 

friends gave to Jesus, and you wrote down your gifts of people won to Jesus and laughter. But you missed writing down 
a few very important gifts you gave.” 

“But why are they packaged like that?” I asked. 
“These are the ones you didn’t record, but I didn’t want them left out. Here, I’ll let you take a peek before we go and present them.” 
She handed me a list and I read,

Bobby’s Surprise Gifts to Jesus:

•	 One month of faithfully and honestly writing the gift list.
•	 One month of nearly daily helping Alicia find her performing bag.
•	 One month of letting Boris have the window seat in the van on performance trips.
•	 One month of helping Lisa serve her plate at mealtimes.
•	 One month of…

The list went on and on. As I read, I 
looked at the pile, and I could see past 
the brown paper into the gifts. They 
were … well, they were … wow! 

I turned to the angel. “I think I can go 
after all.”

“I think so, too,” said the angel. 
Standing before Jesus’ throne, 

clutching the list in front of my face, 
I stammered out, “Happy birthday, Jesus! 
I present to You the gifts from the 
children of the Tuggle’s households. …” 

I can’t really tell you what happened 
after that, because it had to do with 
happy crying and similarly embarrassing 
stuff, but now you understand why this 
Christmas was so unforgettable. 

Giving those presents to Jesus was 
even better than the Lego castle and 
hot chocolate afterwards … but those 
were pretty good too. 
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