Kelera finds a Hat
A Story from Fiji
By Amanda Kane-Smith

It was Christmas Eve. The reindeer had done a fantastic job guiding Father Christmas’ sleigh through the sky, and now they were over the Pacific Ocean. 
‘Get Ready Team!’ shouted Father Christmas. ‘Operation Sunshine in 3…2…1…’ As Father Christmas counted down, the reindeer closed their eyes, waiting for the most amazing feeling to happen…
You see, there are places in the world where Father Christmas uses a little extra magic to reach everywhere he needs to be. One of those places is Fiji, where sometimes he travels not by sleigh but by camakau - a huge magical boat with one big, beautiful sail. As his sleigh flies beneath Manu - the Great Bird constellation sparkling above Fiji - something extraordinary happens as Manu’s starry wings wrap themselves around the sleigh, transforming it into a boat, and the reindeer into its sail. Then - WHOOSH! - the boat swoops down like a firework, landing in the ocean ready to continue its journey, guided by Manu’s light.
… That night, just as the reindeer felt the magic of the stars change them, a tiny starry sparkle escaped. It tickled Father Christmas’s nose. ‘AHHH-TICHOOO…!!!’ 
And he sneezed so loudly that his hat flew right off his head!
‘Oh! Ho! Ho! Ho!’ he laughed, reaching for his head. ‘Silly me!’ But his hat was gone! And he could do nothing but watch it spiral down toward the beach below.
Meanwhile, down on the ground, a young girl named Kelera was too excited to sleep.
Kelera’s bungalow was by the beach, and she was sitting quietly at her bedroom window, gazing out at the sea and the sky. She loved how the moon and the stars made fuzzy white patterns on the waves. 
‘I wonder where Father Christmas is right now,’ she thought. 
As she listened to the sounds of the crickets and tree frogs, she thought she heard another sound, a ting-a-ling, like faraway bells. 
Suddenly, a streak of light zipped across the sky. ‘A shooting star!’ Kelera gasped. ‘I can make a wish! … I wish Father Christmas was here,’ she said softly. 
As if the stars had heard her, there was a sudden flash! Like a firework! And something fell from the sky onto the beach. Moments later, a boat appeared on the water. It was a camakau boat with one huge sail.
Kelera couldn’t resist climbing out of her window to have a closer look and, as she ran across the beach, she found the thing that had fallen from the sky. She picked it up.
‘A red hat?’ she whispered. ‘With white fluff?’ She grinned. ‘Could it be…?’
Clutching the hat, she ran back inside, gently hanging it at the end of her bed, and finally drifted to sleep.
Later that night, Father Christmas arrived at the beach outside Kelera’s house. ‘Hmm, I think this is where my hat landed!’ he thought. He looked around, but it had gone, so with a sigh, he made his way inside. He tiptoed into Kelera’s room, bent to place her present at the end of her bed, and to his surprise, found his hat!
‘Marvellous!’ he whispered. 
He pulled his hat back on his head, then reached back into his sack one more time …
The next morning, Kelera woke to find an extra present hanging on the end of her bed where the hat had been - a tiny hand-carved wooden boat with one big sail. Attached to the boat was a note. 
It said: ‘Thank you for returning my hat, Kelera.  
With Love, Father Christmas.’  
