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Friday, November 23, 2018 

 

   Call me crazy, but here I go again!  This is my twenty-fifth year of being a 

member of the Santa Goodwill Tour with a total of twenty-ninth destinations.  

For four years I did double trips and, hence, the differing numbers.  This year 

I will be Santa in Quebec City, Canada and Munich, Germany.  In between 

there is a tourist stop for a few days in Salzburg, Austria.   This year I am 

accompanied by a new Santa, Renee Sinnott. 

 

    Eight of us boarded an Air Canada plane in Omaha with a stopover in 

Toronto.  Our connection to Quebec City was late so we didnôt get to our 

destination until after one a.m.  My tiredness dissipated somewhat when I 

realized we were staying in a ñHarry Potterò hotel.  

 



 

Saturday, November 24, 2018 

 

   There was no sleeping in late this morning as we had a very big Santa date 

to keep at the Patroc Foundation.  This foundation is a Catholic community 

center for youths at risk.  Its purpose is to provide diverse activities ranging 

from sports to the theater arts. We were told to expect 50 to 100 young people 

and that estimate grew at least three times that morning. 



 

   Once there we were taken to a very large gym.  We all helped in setting up 

the chairs and arranging for the program that Cindy and her girls were 

providing.  Cindy Bickman is one amazing woman and has turned her special 

needs girls into wonderful performers.  She runs the Chattooga School of 

Gymnastics and Dance with special classes for this group in Atlanta, Georgia.  

The girls have become part of our Santa tour with emphasis on giving to 

others.  And, boy, do they ever give!  They present a program that is a mix of 

music, gymnastics and dance.  These amazing girls inspire everyone and 

somehow convince the members of the audience to come up and dance with 

them.   

 

   As the audience began to file in, we quickly realized that our audience 

ranged in number somewhere between two hundred-fifty and three hundred.  

Cindyôs group always has a large stocking full of gifts for each guest and it 

was apparent they hadnôt brought enough with them.  Some of the parents 

made a mad dash back to the hotel to retrieve a lot more. 

 

   The audience older members were obviously special needs young adults but 

seldom took their eyes off the performers.  As the music played some were 

rocking in their seats and giving ñhigh fiveò signs to no one in particular.  

When invited to come up and dance with the group, second invitations were 

not needed.  Very few stayed in their seats.  

 

    Some of the later arrivals were young children of elementary school age.  

This group was a little shyer but the beat of the dance eventually won them 

over. 

 

   Probably the big star of the day was Louie IV, Kathiôs grandson.  He wore 

his Santa best and became one of the dancers in the show.  I was astounded on 

how well he did and how competently he remembered the routine.  Who says 

down-syndrome children arenôt talented! 



 
 

 

 

 

   The show ended with Cindyôs mothers and daughters doing their 

interpret ation to music of the love of a parent for a special needs child and the 

love of such a child for its mother.  Thereôs always a lot of tear swiping during 

that one, especially if you are a first time listener. 

 

   After the music died away, the Santas came out with their gifts.  Our gifts 

were given as the audience came in a long line past us.  My one hundred-sixty 

finger flashlights disappeared quickly and my seventy-five other assorted gifts 

also were soon gone.  French is the main language here and the gym was filled 

with many murmured ñmerciôs.ò       



 
 

   Santa was asked not to ever leave.  This is the reason for coming on the trips 

year after year. 



    Box lunches were waiting for us when we returned to the hotel and we had 

only a brief rest time because we had another Santa gig.  In short time we had 

repacked our bags and were on our way to St. Patrickôs Assisted Living and 

Nursing Home.  Here at least seventy-five seniors, all dressed in their finest, 

(many of the women wore dresses or skirts) participated in the dancing and 

fun.  The credit card-size magnifying glasses were a big hit as were the little 

Christmas bears.  My bag was empty but my heart was full when we left. 

 

    By evening we were wiped out.  Renee and I had sandwiches and fruit in 

our Harry Potter hotel room.  I am calling it a Harry Potter room because it 

resembles the movie scenes.  We were on the sixth floor in a tower room where 

the outer wall slanted in and the windows were huge ovals with antique 

fittings. I wouldnôt have been surprised if a little owl named Hedwig appeared 

outside one of them.  

 

 
    

   Our hotel is in the old part of Quebec City and from these windows one has 

a magnificent view of very old buildings leading down to the walls of the city.   

There were ten wall surfaces in that one very comfortable room.  I was just 

happy to stretch out on my feather bed and contemplate my good luck in 

being able to enjoy this Santa adventure one more year.  I have learned never 



to take anything for granted. 

 

Sunday, November 25, 2018 

 

   We awoke to the sound of rain drumming on the windows.  Before we had 

even finished dressing the rain had changed to snow.  On the schedule this 

morning was a 10:30 parade in the German Christmas Market right across 

from the hotel.  I decided that a mixture of ice on top of cobblestones and 

snow on top of the ice was not a good situation for me.  After breakfast I 

stayed back while Renee joined the Chatttooga people and a few other Santas 

for slip and slide and dance moves in the square. 

 

    After lunch the bus once more picked up the whole Santa crew and headed 

over to Quebec Cityôs Ronald McDonald House, here known as ñManoir 

Ronald McDonald.ò  The Atlanta City group gave their Christmas program 

and that Louie was still dancing his heart out.  He has become quite the 

celebrity and a favorite of everyone.  At gift time we treated about ten children 

and their parents and left more gifts for the children who were not able to 

attend the party.  The administration treated the Santas to some wonderful 

Christmas goodies. 

 

   On the return ride to the hotel most of the Santas left the bus to go for a 

carriage ride around the old town.  The snow and wind had reached a 

daunting pitch and Renee and I passed on this fun.  This is old stuff to Santas 

from Omaha. 

 

   Renee once more hiked over to the local deli and picked up sandwiches for 

our dinner.  We dined while resting on our feather beds and watching a 

Christmas movie while snow continued to pile up on the window sills.  Itôs the 

simple things in life that often bring the greatest enjoyment. 

 

Monday, November 26, 2018 

 

   In every Santa trip free time is built into the schedule and today was our 

free day.  It has snowed throughout the night and this combined with the very 

steep hills in the old part of town kept some of us from doing a walking tour of 

the area.  Renee put Uber on her phone and we rode in these local cars from 

place to place.  Our little group consisted of the two of us, along with Pat and 

her daughter Jennifer.  We ended up for lunch at a restaurant named Cotes.  

There seemed to be only one waiter in the place but he not only provided good 



luncheon suggestions but some great unintentional entertainment.  While we 

were eating two people caring medical totes entered the restaurant and began 

doing a physical exam on our young man.  He took off his shoes and he was 

checked for flat feet.  A cuff checked his blood pressure.  His breathing rate 

and pulse were noted.  He was questioned on his smoking habits.  Later he 

explained that he had applied for a job on a cruise liner and had nearly but 

not quite passed his physical exam.  These traveling medics had come to do a 

recheck on him.   

 

    We did another shop or two stop and then headed for the funicular or  

outside elevator.  A car lifted us up the steep slope to the top of the famous cliff 

and fort walls.  There we found waiting for uséStarbucks!  We went inside to 

order another Uber ride.  Renee was our caller and she was told that one 

would be coming in less than two minutes so we buttoned up and quickly  

headed back out into the cold where we waited and waited and waited.  After 

twenty minutes Renee and Pat went on a little scouting expedition and put in a 

second call for a ride.  It turns out that the driver was looking for us on the 

other side of the building.  We were cold and he was impatient.  It made no 

difference really as long as we made it back to our hotel, The Clarendon. 

 



    Eric has arrived and that meant that tonight is the time for the big dinner 

when we will find out the locations of next yearôs Santa trips.  At five thirty we 

all gathered in the lobby for one last performance by the Georgians and 

Louie, the lighting of the Christmas tree and drinks for those who wanted 

them and were old enough. 

 

   The menu included a salad, big pasta dish and a caramelized bread pudding.  

Of course, Eric told the story of the Santas and the origin of these trips.  There 

was a contest to see if anyone could guess even one of the locations for next 

year.  Nobody was able to nail The Dominican Republic, Nice, France or the 

Antarctica. At that point the chatter was all about where various peoples 

wanted to go or where they would recommend going. 

 

 
 

 

Tuesday, November 27, 2018 

  

   This is travel day with some going home, others off to Vietnam or Europe.  

Renee, Beverly, Roxan and I will be flying to Munich and then continue on to 

Salzburg, Austria.  It is snowing heavily again and we are speculating if this 


