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There's No Place Like Home For The Holidays 

by Vincent Begley 

 

 

"Tell us!  Tell us the story!" the Squire children squealed.  "Tell us all about your exciting 

Christmas adventure." 

Gaspar smiled.  Since story-telling had become quite a family tradition, especially around the 

holidays, Uncle Gaspar was always eager to satisfy the children's request.   

"If you insist," he said with a smile. 

The children gathered around Uncle Gaspar.  The older ones knew every word of the story while 

the younger ones still responded to every twist and turn as if they had never heard the story before. 

"Now," Uncle Gaspar said to his brothers, Melchior and Balthazar, " you'll correct me if I make 

any mistakes." 

"We certainly will," they said even though they knew Gaspar never made a mistake nor left out 

any details. 

"It happened a long time ago when Uncle Melchior, Uncle Balthazar and I were young boys." 

And this is the story Uncle Gaspar told the children: 

 The unseasonably cold wind out of the north had been blowing steadily all day.  Brittle leaves 

that were once brilliant shades of yellow and orange swirled about like miniature tornadoes.  Bare tree 

limbs chattered against the cold.  Soon the area would be blanketed by snow.  Food would grow scarce.  

That's why most of the animals were busy gathering up nuts and berries to store away for the winter. 

John and Molly Squire knew something about long winters.  From the looks of things they knew 

they were in for a winter of deep snow and days of below-freezing temperatures.  Since they had three 
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young squirrels to care for, they had to work extra long hours to gather up enough acorns to see them 

through the coming winter. 

The Squire family lived in a nest that John and Molly had built deep in a hole in the middle of an 

ancient oak tree that grew in Tom Morrow's field in Orange County, New York.  Only an acorn's throw 

away from the Squire family home stood a majestic pine tree.  To look at this pine tree was to look at a 

wonder of nature.  It was hard to imagine that it was once a scraggily little sapling planted by Tom 

Morrow's great-grandfather, who tended and cared for that tree through all kinds of weather.  He never 

let it grow wild and wooly.  No, he carefully snipped and snipped until the tree took on its 

wonderful...perfect shape. 

Every year around Christmas, Tom's Great-grandfather would go out into the woods looking for 

the family Christmas tree.  He searched from one end or his farm to the other until he could find the tree 

that deserved to be decorated with strings of popcorn and cranberries.  His favorite pine tree, however, 

was safe from his axe because he was saving that tree for something better.  Something bigger.   

What that bigger and better was, Tom's Great-grandfather could never explain. 

"When the time is right," he'd say, "this tree will be decorated in all its glory." 

During the spring and summer the pine tree was bustling with activity.  By the end of the 

summer, after all the young birds had taken wing, the pine tree would, save for the noise made by the 

Squire boys, Gaspar, Melchior and Balthazar, be a very quiet place. 

When the weather turned cold the Squire boys longed for the sound of chirping and tweeting.  It 

was a most pleasant sound.  With no neighbors during the fall and winter, the bird's cheerful songs were 

replaced by the sound of wind blowing through the branches of the bare trees. 

Gaspar missed the hustle and bustle most because he was the more energetic of the Squire 

squirrels.  He liked nothing better than to race up and down the pine tree, causing quite a fuss because he 

always chattered so loudly. 

On more than one occasion a mother sparrow would have to pay a visit to the Squire nest and 

register a complaint about Gaspar. 

"I don't want to sound like a mother bird," the Sparrow would chirp to Molly Squire, "but you 

must do something about Gaspar.  He keeps racing past my nest when my little sparrows are trying to 

nap.” 

"I'll see that he stops," Molly would reply knowing full well that it was almost impossible to     

keep Gaspar from racing about the pine tree. 
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At bed time John Squire would try to remind his sons that they shared the tree with other 

creatures.  "We must respect our neighbors," he told them.  "They have as much right to peace and quiet 

as we do." 

"Peace and quiet is boring," Gaspar piped up.  "I like to run around the pine tree.  It's fun." 

"You can run to your heart's content all during the fall and winter," Molly reminded Gaspar, "But 

when there are birds living in the pine tree,  I'd ask that you limit your running to our tree." 

Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthazar agreed to behave themselves when the pine tree was full of 

birds, but even running around on the ground had its limits, too.  Molly didn't want her sons wandering 

too far away from the nest.  There were too many things that could happen to three young squirrels that 

hadn't been out on their own before.  That was especially true during the cold months.  Large animals 

were often on the prowl looking for small prey, and hawks were known to circle the Morrow farm ready 

to strike an unsuspecting animal at a moment's notice.  In the interest in keeping her children out of 

harm's way, Molly gave her sons strict instructions: They were not to wander too far away from home.  

As soon as the sun began to set behind the horizon, Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthazar were to scurry up 

the tree to the safety of their nest. 

John and Molly never, not even for a moment, thought that their sons could be in danger.  

However, they did not know the ways of humans.  When John and Molly began to notice more and more 

humans coming by to take a look at the pine tree, they became concerned. 

"It's a real beauty," one the humans was heard to remark. 

"I think we've found this year's tree," another human added. 

The humans took to shaking hands and patting each other on the back.  Tom Morrow stood in the 

middle of all this with a big smile on his face. 

"And they think we're nutty," Molly said.  "Just look at them.  Acting so human!" 

A tall man moved over to Tom Morrow.  He held out his hand.  "On behalf of the Foundation," 

the man said in a loud strong voice to Tom, "I 'm pleased to tell you that your tree has been selected as 

this year's Christmas tree to adorn Rockefeller Center." 

Tom beamed from ear to ear.  Of all the trees on all the farms in the area around New York City, 

a tree on Tom's farm had been chosen to stand in Rockefeller Center where millions of people would 

stop and look at it in wonder and awe. 

This must have been the bigger and better moment Tom's Great-grandfather had talked about 

when he was alive. 
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A crew of workmen would arrive at Tom's farm early the next morning and begin the job of 

taking down the mighty pine tree.  Before sundown the tree would be on a truck headed for New York 

City where it would be readied for the traditional tree lighting ceremony that was televised for all the 

country to see. 

When the sun poked its head through the partly cloudy sky the following morning, John and 

Molly were off to spend the entire day gathering acorns. 

"It's getting harder and harder to find a good supply of acorns," John explained to his sons.  

"Your mother and I will be off in the woods all day today." 

"I don't know what those humans were up to," Molly warned her sons, "but your father and I 

don't want anything happening to you while we're gone, so we've decided the three of you will have to 

spend the day in the nest. 

"But, Mom," Gaspar loudly protested.  "You know I can't stay in the nest all day long!  I get 

bored.  I need to run around." 

"Please let Gaspar run around," Melchior pleaded.  "There's always a fight when Gaspar hangs 

around the nest all day." 

"Why don't you take him with you?" Balthazar suggested. 

John didn't even have to think about that.  "Not this year.  Gaspar is a little too young to go acorn 

hunting with us.  Maybe next year." 

The boys were all disappointed. Especially Gaspar, because he wouldn't be able to run around 

the way he liked to.   Melchior and Balthazar because they knew that there'd be trouble in the nest if 

Gaspar was going to hang around all day." 

John and Molly were barely out of ear shot when Gaspar started teasing Melchior. 

"Stop it," Balthazar cried out. 

"What's your problem?" Gaspar asked. 

"It's going to be a long day.  Can't we try to get along?" Balthazar pleaded. 

"I think I'll go for a walk," Gaspar announced. 

"You know what Mom said," Melchior reminded his brother. 

"What can happen if I take a little walk?" Gaspar asked Melchior.  "I won't wander too far 

away." 

There was no talking Gaspar out of it.  When his mind was made up...his mind was made up. 

"See you guy's later," Gaspar called out as he scampered down the tree.  Look after the nest 

while I'm gone." 
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"He's going to get himself into trouble one of these days," Melchior said. 

Gaspar stood at the base of the oak and called up to his brothers.  "Ah, fellas, come on down and 

play with me.  What can possibly happen if we play hide and seek?" 

Melchior looked at Balthazar.  Balthazar looked back at Melchior.  They couldn't resist the 

temptation to run down the tree and play with Gaspar. 

"I'll be it," Gaspar squealed.  "You run and hide and I'll go look for you." 

Gaspar started counting.  Balthazar and Melchior ran straight for the pine tree.   When he finally 

counted up to a hundred, he called out "ready or not, here I come."  But he didn’t go looking for his 

brothers right away. No, he went searching for some acorns to satisfy a sudden attack of hunger pains.  

Melchior and Balthazar sat high up in the pine tree waiting for their brother to come look for them.  

When he didn't come right away, the two of them dozed off. 

While they slept, a team of humans got out of the truck and headed over to the pine tree.  They 

were carrying chain saws and axes. 

Before Melchior and Balthazar knew what was happening, the humans began stretching ropes 

and netting around the pine tree to protect the tree's limbs.  Gaspar's brothers cowered, afraid to make a 

sound.   

"I wish Gaspar was here with us," Melchior said. 

"So do I," Balthazar agreed.  "He'd know what to do." 

"Maybe they'll go away," Melchior said. 

The humans had no intention of going away.  They had only begun their work.  They had to cut 

down the mighty pine tree. 

Melchior and Balthazar almost jumped right out of the pine tree when the men pulled the cords 

on their chain saws.  The loud brrrm...brrrm...brmm was deafening.  Balthazar opened his mouth and 

spoke.  Melchior couldn't hear a word he said.  The pine tree began to sway to and fro.  Melchior and 

Balthazar held onto the pine tree branches for dear life.  

When the chain saws were turned off, the sound of silence was broken by the gentle swoosh, 

swoosh, swooshing of the tree as the men gently pushed it over on its side.  It landed on the ground with 

a soft thump.  Melchior and Balthazar were turned upside down. 

Before long, the men had the tree secured to a long flat-bed truck and they were about to start up 

the truck's engine when Gaspar came scampering out of the woods.  His cheeks were full of small 

acorns.  Gaspar bounded over to where the mighty pine tree should have been.  When he got within ten 

feet of it, Gaspar stopped short 
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"Gone!" he cried out.  "What happened to the pine tree?" 

At that moment the truck back-fired. Melchior and Balthazar poked their heads through the 

tangle of pine tree branches and the rope netting.   

"Gaspar!" they yelled at the top of their lungs.  They were hoping that Gaspar would hear their 

cries above the sound of the truck's chortling engine. 

Gaspar turned in time to see the flat-bed truck slowly pull away.  Melchior and Balthazar called 

out again.  In a flash Gaspar was bounding toward the truck. 

"Hurry, hurry," Melchior yelled. 

"We're scared," Balthazar squealed. 

Even though the truck was picking up speed, it was no match for Gaspar.  He was only inches 

away from the truck when Melchior let out with a plaintiff cry...."JUMP!" 

Giving it all he had in him, Gaspar sprang from the ground.  His eyes were shut tightly. 

"Look, a flying squirrel," a passing hawk was heard to say, amazed to see Gaspar flying through 

the air. 

"Imagine that," another hawk responded. 

Gaspar made a crash landing on the pine tree.  Then and only then did he open his eyes. 

Balthazar cheered Gaspar.  "I knew you could do it. 

"Now that I've done it," Gaspar wondered aloud, "what did they do with the pine tree and where 

are they taking it?" 

"Beats me," Melchior chimed in.  "All I can tell you is that mom and dad are going to be real 

mad when they get home and find where not there." 

Gaspar suggested they should all jump off the truck when it made its next stop.  Melchior and 

Balthazar wouldn't hear of it. 

"We're not going anywhere," they both argued. 

Nothing Gaspar said was going to change their minds.  "I guess that means I'm going along for 

the ride, too," he replied sadly. 

Gaspar, Melchior and Balthazar huddled together in the tree trying to cushion themselves against 

the soft branches, but still they bounced around with every bump in the road.   

When the sun went down John and Molly Squire came out of the thick woods.  They were 

loaded down with acorns. 

"I do hope the boys managed to behave while we were gone," Molly said. 
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"I'm sure they had no trouble Molly," John said, assuring Molly that it was normal for young 

squirrels to stay at home while the parents went to gather food. 

Molly, her mouth filled with food for the winter, raced up the tree.  She was anxious to see her 

children.  When she didn't see them, she dropped the acorns and let out with a short yelp. 

"They're not here!" she said over and over. 

"They probably ran next door to play in the pine tree.  There's nothing to worry about." 

 Molly raced down the tree and scampered over to the pine tree.  She stopped dead in her tracks.  

Molly let out with a scream that echoed across the farm...then she fainted. 

While Melchior and Balthazar were complaining about everything, Gaspar was busy studying 

the passing landscape.  He took note to remember the location of every unusual looking tree, large 

home, rambling fence and any rock formations.   

Melchior and Balthazar were beside themselves with fear when the truck approached New York 

City.  Gaspar's eyes bulged out of his head as he took in the awesome sight of the towering skyline. 

The boys had heard stories about the city from an uncle who lived in a tree in Central Park, but 

they never believed his tall tales because they always thought his tall tales about tall buildings were just 

too tall to believe.  He was right, and they were wrong not to believe every word he had told them. 

"Wow!" Gaspar kept repeating over and over as the truck got nearer and nearer to the City.  

"We're in for a real adventure!" 

The boys didn't know how much of an adventure they were in for until the truck pulled over to 

the side of the road, parking in the long shadow of a very tall building that was right across from a huge 

gold statue of a man holding what looked like a globe of some sort. 

Afraid to move from the tree, the boys buried themselves deeper into the heart of the pine tree.  

They remained that way all night.  They didn't make a move until the worker returned the next day and 

began untying the tree and readying it for a large tree stand that overlooked a skating rink. 

"We have to come up with a plan," Gaspar announced, "or we could be stuck here the rest of our 

days." 

Back on the Morrow's farm Molly was beside herself with worry. 

"Wait until I get my hands on that Gaspar.  Who would have ever imagined he was capable of 

taking down that big pine tree!" Molly said half in amazement and half in some dismay. 

"Now, Molly," John tried to reason, "Gaspar has done some crazy things in his young life, but I 

don't think he was the one behind the disappearance of the pine tree." 

"Where is it, then?  And where are they?" Molly cried.  "Will we ever see them again?" 
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"Of course we'll see them," John assured Molly.  "The boys have been trained to take care of 

themselves." 

 

The boys might have been trained to take care of themselves in the woods, but in a strange new 

city, that was a different matter. 

"I'm hungry," Melchior complained. 

"Me, too," Balthazar added. 

They both turned to Gaspar, their faces looking very sad. 

"What do you want me to do about it?" Gaspar asked.   

"Get us some food!" they cried in unison. 

Gaspar had no idea where to go look for food.  He hadn't seen a tree in miles. 

"If you can't get us food, find us Uncle Max" Melchior demanded. 

"For your information, this is my first time in New York City.  If I don't even know where I am, 

how do you expect me to find Central Park!"  Gaspar was annoyed at his brothers.  "For all I know, we 

could be in Central Park right now." 

Of course the boys weren't in Central Park.  They were in Rockefeller Center. 

"If the two of you promise me you'll stop belly-aching, I'll see what I can do to find us something 

to eat." 

Gaspar was not prepared for life on the streets, as he quickly found out after jumping out from 

the security of the pine tree.  In only a matter of seconds Gaspar was nearly run down by a speeding 

Yellow Cab as he crossed a busy Fifth Avenue. 

The cars and trucks didn't see him, and the pedestrians didn't even take note of him as he scurried 

across the street, weaving in and out of a mass of human feet. 

Once he reached the safety of the sidewalk, Gaspar cowered behind a metal trash basket.  He 

looked around for a familiar sight.  There were some trees, but they didn't look like they would provide 

any food.  Gaspar noticed an inviting building a few yards away.   He ventured in out of the cold and 

found it was quiet and warm inside.  The change in atmosphere was a welcome relief to poor Gaspar. 

Little Gaspar didn't know that he had entered St. Patrick's Cathedral.  All he knew was that it was 

peaceful, and he felt safe.  Gaspar looked up at the main altar.  A calm came over him. 

With a renewed sense of confidence Gaspar left St. Patrick's in search of food.  Luck was with 

him.  An elderly woman dressed in an old, tattered and torn grey overcoat was tossing peanuts to 

creatures Gaspar had never seen before on the Morrow's farm. 
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"You look like a bird," Gaspar said to one of the creatures. 

"We are," one of them cooed.  "We're pigeons." 

"Do you mind if I gather a few peanuts for my brothers and myself.  We haven't eaten all day." 

The pigeons gathered around making an awful racket.  Some of the pigeons didn't care if Gaspar 

and his brothers hadn't had anything to eat in a week.  Some of the other pigeons were more 

sympathetic.    

In the end the sympathetic pigeons won out.  The pigeons stepped back to allow Gaspar to gather 

enough peanuts to share with his brothers.  With his cheeks filled with peanuts, Gaspar rushed back to 

the pine tree. 

"Eat hearty boys," Gaspar said, "Who knows when we'll eat again." 

Sufficiently satisfied, the boys stayed hidden in their nest.  They woke the next morning to the 

sound of workers outside their tree.  Some of the worker's voices didn't sound like they were coming 

from the ground.  Gaspar turned and saw a man no more than six feet away from him.  The man was 

strapped in a contraption that was hovering over the boys' nest. 

"Down guys," Gaspar yelled.  "We've got visitors." 

Melchior and Balthazar buried themselves deep into the nest. 

"We've got to be quiet and not move," Melchior whispered. 

"Or else," Balthazar added," they might kick us out of our tree." 

Throughout the morning and well into the afternoon the workers were draping the mighty tree 

with miles of colored lights.  Eventually the criss-crossed wires formed a web around the tree. 

"We're in prison," Melchior blurted out. 

Gaspar shook his head.  "We're not in prison, Melchior.  Those strings of light are just like the 

ones Mr. Morrow puts around the trees in front of his house." 

"I don't ever remember seeing him put this many lights on his trees," Balthazar added. 

"That's because this is a bigger tree," Gaspar explained. 

Gaspar explanation seemed to satisfy Melchior and Balthazar...for the moment, at least.  But 

nothing Gaspar had to say could explain why so many people began gathering around the tree that 

evening. 

"There must be a thousand people down there," Melchior said, his voice filled with excitement. 

"There must be a million people down there," Gaspar said, correcting his brother. 

"Why do you think all those people are down there looking up at our tree?   Do you think they 

see us up here?" Melchior wanted to know. 
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Gaspar had an answer.  "I don't think they can see us.  I just think they've come to look at our 

tree." 

"If they wanted to look at our tree," Balthazar chimed in, "why didn't they all come up to Mr. 

Morrow's farm?" 

Gaspar was about to answer Balthazar when a sudden commotion erupted from the ground 

below.  The boys left the safety of their nest to get a better look.  A great orchestra began to play, and a 

choir of 100 people burst into song.  People were skating on the ice in front of the tree.  It was a glorious 

sight to behold. 

When the music stopped the crowd grew still.  A man approached a microphone.  He welcomed 

the people to Rockefeller Center.  As he finished his remarks he directed the crowd’s attention to the 

tree. 

In that instant the tree was ablaze with thousands upon thousands of colored lights. 

The boys were temporarily blinded by the lights. Balthazar made a quick dash back to the center 

of the pine tree.  If it wasn't for Gaspar's quick thinking, Melchior would have fallen right out of the tree.   

The noise and the lights frightened Gaspar and his brothers.  "We can't live here anymore," 

Gaspar announced.  "We're going to have to find our way home." 

When the crowd of people finally dispersed, Gaspar, Melchior and Balthazar made there way 

through the maze of colored lights.   Once on the ground, Gaspar gave a warning.  "Stick close to me 

guys, or you might get run over by a taxi." 

Gaspar headed west along 50th Street. 

"Do you have any idea where we're going?" Melchior inquired. 

"I have a general idea," Gaspar said.  "But if you have a better idea, why don't you lead the way." 

"I was just wondering," Melchior said quietly. 

"Don't wonder out loud," Gaspar asked his brother, "I can't concentrate." 

When the three boys turned the corner they came face-to-face with a crowd of people gathered 

on the sidewalk in front of a Broadway theatre. 

It was hard to tell who was more startled, Gaspar, Melchior, and Balthazar or the crowd of 

theatre goers.  But since the boys saw they were out numbered, they scurried down Broadway and made 

a turn down a side street.  Gaspar wasted no time running inside the first open door he saw. 

"Where are we?" Balthazar asked.  There was a crowd milling about inside the darkened interior 

of the building. The boys heard music coming from the other side of a big curtain.  The boys could also 

hear the sound of people talking. 
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Melchior was shaking.  "Do you think the people on the street came in here looking for us?" 

Gaspar had no idea.  All he knew was that they had entered a very strange building. 

The noise coming from behind the curtain dimmed to a hush.  Following a tap-tap-tap, a swell of 

music exploded.  The sudden and unexpected sound sent Gaspar running.  He was followed in hot 

pursuit by his two brothers.  Gaspar stopped short. Melchior and Balthazar crashed into him. 

Although he didn't know where he was, Gaspar was astonished to see he was surrounded by cats, 

dozens of sing and dancing cats who must have been six foot tall!  The audience let out with a burst of 

laughter when they saw the squirrels darting around the stage where the musical Cats was being 

performed…now and forever. 

"We've got to get out of here before those cats attack us!" Gaspar yelled. 

Gaspar and his brothers did a quick about face, charging past another army of cats who were 

about to go on the stage. 

Out the door they went headlong down the street, not stopping for a second until they came upon 

a stairway that went down a big hole in the sidewalk. 

"Follow me," Gaspar called out as he took the stairs three at a time. 

As frightened as the boys were on the street, they were doubly frightened down below. 

"What is this strange place?" Melchior said aloud.  "It looks like a big gopher tunnel." 

"If they have six foot tall cats around here, I'd hate to see the gophers that live in this tunnel," 

Gaspar began to say, his voice being drowned out by a rumbling sound coming from one end of the 

tunnel. 

The boys turned in the direction of the noise and froze as their eyes met the glow coming from a 

light that pierced the darkness. 

Melchior’s heart began to pound in his tiny chest.  Balthazar's little knees began to knock 

together wildly.  Gaspar's mouth dropped open. 

Having never heard of...let alone seen a subway train, the boys were understandably startled by 

the sight of this massive train rushing past them.  When the train squeaked to a stop the doors opened 

with a swoosh and a dozen people got off the train. 

"Let's hop on," Gaspar ordered. 

Melchior's tail almost got stuck in the door as it closed shut.  Tears began to well up in 

Balthazar's eyes.  "Where are we off to now?" 

Again Gaspar had no idea.  
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 When the train rumbled into the next station, Gaspar, Melchior and Balthazar bounded off the 

train and headed up the nearest staircase.    

Across the street there was a line of horse drawn carriages.  The sight of these horses filled 

Gaspar's heart with joy. 

"At last!" he exclaimed, "Real animals I recognize." 

Gaspar and his brother's scooted across the street.  They approached a dapple-grey horse that was 

munching on some oats. 

"Tell us, please," Gaspar asked, "where we are?" 

The horse swallowed, snorted, and then clomped his big hooves on the hard pavement.  He didn't 

appreciate his dinner being interrupted by three scraggily looking squirrels.  

Won't you tell us?" Gaspar pleaded.  "We're lost and we want to get home." 

"I imagine if I don't answer you, you'll keep pestering me," the horse snorted.  "You're in Central 

Park." 

"Central Park?" Gaspar repeated.  "That's where our Uncle Max lives.  Do you happen to know 

the tree where Maxmillian T. Squire lives? 

The horse lifted his head and whinnied wildly.  He was laughing at Gaspar. 

"There are over three thousand squirrels living in Central Park and you want to know if I know 

the where some guy named Thanks-a-million P. Squirrel live?" 

"That's Maximillian T. Squire," Melchior corrected the horse. 

"I don't care what his name is.  I don't know him!" the horse yelled. 

"Did you say 'Max Squire'?" the horse behind the dapple-grey nag mumbled.  "The name sounds 

familiar. 

Gaspar's ears perked right up.  "You think you might know our uncle?" 

"I just happen to have made his acquaintance the other day on a walk through the park.  He 

hitched a ride on the back of my carriage.  Said he was too tired to walk." 

"That sounds like Uncle Max." Balthazar said. 

"Did you happen to see what tree he lived in?" Gaspar asked. 

"I pass by his tree every time I take a ride through the park," he answered.  "I'll gladly point it out 

to you when my driver picks up his next fare." 

The boys secured themselves to the underside of the carriage, patiently waiting for someone to 

climb aboard. 
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Before long the horse was clip-clopping along the asphalt path through Central Park.  As the 

carriage moved deeper into the Park the sounds of nature filled the air. 

"Now this is more like it," Melchior said. 

When they were mid-way through the Park the horse jingled the bells on his collar.  "It's the tree 

right over there.  The big one in the middle." 

"We're almost home," Gaspar announced.  He was feeling more confident with every passing 

moment. 

The boys stood at the base of the tree.  "Uncle Max!   Uncle Max!" they sang out in three part 

harmony. 

"What's all the fuss down there?" a gruff sounding voice inquired. 

It was Uncle Max. 

"It's us, Uncle Max." 

Max poked his head out from behind a thick branch. 

"What are you boys doing here?" Max asked. 

"It's a long story, Uncle Max" Melchior said. 

"Then by all means and come up.  I just love long stories." 

The boys settled into Uncle Max's nest and launched into their story, not leaving out a single 

thing that happened to them. 

"What an exciting tale," Max told them.  "I'm sure you'll be telling it to your children and your 

grandchildren." 

"That's if the tale has a happy ending," Gaspar pointed out. 

"And who's to say it won't," Max countered. 

"We still have to get home." 

"That won't be a problem.   There's a produce truck that goes up your way every morning at 

daybreak.  It leaves right from the corner of 76th Street and Central Park West.  I take that truck up 

every time I go up to see your folk." 

The boys shouted out with joy.  "We're going home, we're going home!" 

"Hush," Max said, "there are other squirrels trying to sleep." 

"Sorry," Gaspar said. 

"Tomorrow morning I'll show you the way to the truck, but for the meantime I suggest you boys 

get some sleep." 

With the first ray of light Gaspar was up tugging on Max's tail.  Max yawned and stretched. 
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"Here we go boys.  Stay close behind.  I don't want to lose you when you're this close to getting 

home." 

Max gave the boys a few acorns for the trip home. 

"Give my love to your Mom and Dad," Max said as the truck pulled away from the curb. 

With the city disappearing behind them, the boys' spirits began to lift.  Gaspar called out all the 

landmarks he had memorized on the trip down from Mr. Morrow's farm. 

"We're very close," Gaspar announced as they passed a familiar rock formation. 

As the truck made a turn in the road, Gaspar announced it was time to jump off the truck.  They 

were only a quarter of a mile from home. 

"Last one home's a rotten acorn," Gaspar yelled as he began racing through the field. 

Molly Squire, who had been feeling very blue ever since the boys disappeared, thought she heard 

Gaspar. 

"I must be dreaming," Molly said before she heard his voice again. 

"It can't be!" she exclaimed.  "John, I think the boys are home." 

John joined Molly on the ground.  He had been busy in the tree cleaning their nest.   

"I see them," John yelled out.  "I see them running." 

Gaspar, Melchior and Balthazar met John and Molly in the middle of a clearing.  It was a joyous 

reunion filled with hugs and kisses all around. 

"I don't think my heart can take another adventure like that," Balthazar added. 

"It's so good to be back home," Melchior exclaimed. 

Before Gaspar could put the finishing touch on his tale, the children exclaimed loudly 

"There's no place like home for the holidays!" 

             "That's very true," Gaspar added, "and never forget it.  And if for some reason you can't be 

home for the holidays, let your heart be filled with the spirit of home." 


