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Jean-François
“To Raphaelle and Victor. 

Thank you for delaying my entry 
into the world of big people.”

Martin
“To my biggest fans: 

Raphaëlle, Frédérique and Maxim.”



Everyone knows that elves make all the toys that Santa 
gives to children at Christmas.
But, did you know that based on size and character, 
each one of the 84 elves has a special job to do at the 
workshop? 
Among all of these elves is Lou. He is as strong and as 
hairy as a polar bear. Lou is in charge of gathering the 
magical wood for making the toys at Santa’s workshop. 



There is also Marie-Snow, who is agile, artistic, and 
creates all the dolls. Penny, who never forgets anything, 
has wonderful handwriting. She is in charge of writing 
the name of each child on one of two lists: the nice list 
or the naughty list. 

As you can tell, each elf’s work is very important. 
If one elf has the tiniest problem, it affects the whole 
workshop. So imagine if all the elves had a problem at 
the same time, it would be a real catastrophe! 

This is what happened, last year, when one of the elves 
decided to make a mess.



The troublemaker’s name was Slush. Slush was the 
fastest elf in the North Pole and so his job was to wrap 
all the presents. Because he loved his job, he wrapped 
each present as if it was the most beautiful present 
in the whole world. And, before putting a present in 
Santa’s bag, he often took time to trace his handprint 
on the wrapping paper.



Two days before Christmas, Slush was very happy. 
He had finished wrapping all the presents in time for 
Christmas, and he ran excitedly to Santa Claus to tell 
him the good news. “Santa,” he exclaimed, “I’m done 
wrapping the presents… all 2,000,000,000 of them!” 

But, Santa passed by him without saying word, without 
even looking at him. “That’s weird,” said Slush, “It’s 
as if I didn’t exist.”  Slush shrugged his shoulders and 
went to see Trixie, his friend in charge of making the 
practical joke toys. He had a surprise for her.



“Hey Trixie!” Slush called out to his friend, “I put the 
Christmas carols that you like on your IcePod! Have you 
listened to them yet?” 
But Trixie didn’t raise her head to look at her friend. She 
just continued working on the practical joke toys.

 “That’s weird,” sighed Slush, “It’s like I’m invisible.” 
Forlorn, he went to the kitchen to grab some polar 
carrots to take to his reindeer friends.



As he was closing the workshop door, Slush ran into the 
twins, Tob and Hogan, who were shovelling the stairs to 
the workshop. Slush asked them softly, “Would you like 
to come with me?  I’m going to give these polar carrots 
to the reindeer” Tob and Hogan didn’t say anything. 
Instead, their eyes grew wide. They rushed to get their 
cell phones to send a text ho-ho-ho.  

Well, Slush was really frustrated and confused. “I’m 
sure that my reindeer friends will be happy to see me,” 
he thought, “even if Santa’s elves don’t want to talk to 
me anymore.”



Once he was inside the reindeer’s house, Slush used all 
the happiness he had left to call the reindeer, “Friends, 
I have some big delicious polar carrots for you!” 

But, the reindeer stayed grouped in a circle, their heads 
pointing to the centre.  It was impossible to see what 
they were doing.  “Hey friends!” Slush called again.  No 
answer. “Guys?” he whispered, disappointment lingered 
in his voice.



This was too much. It was the candy cane that broke 
the reindeer’s back. Slush was red and white with 
anger. “If my friends don’t notice when I do nice things 
for them,” he said, “maybe they’ll notice if I do bad 
things.” 

The next morning, everyone in Santa’s village woke up 
to a surprise, but it was not a good surprise.


