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Harry and Lucy were allowed to sit up later than the norm because—Jingle bells! Jingle bells!—it was Christmas Eve, and what night of any throughout the year could be more joyous for two children such as these?

Harry was six and like most little boys in his age group he was prone to naivety; he still wore pajamas with the feet in them and still insisted that the crusts be cut off his PB&J’s. Lucy, on the other hand, was eleven and quite a bit more precocious than most eleven-year-old girls. Physical descriptions of the two are hardly necessary as, by now, this old author would rather fuckin’ kill himself than harness any more creative energy to describe children. 

Just now, Harry and Lucy were sitting before the cracking fire above which all the family’s stockings were lined up. A HAPPY HOLIDAYS garland was draped over the front windows, and the Christmas tree stood in the corner, its myriad lights blinking. Harry and Lucy were eating recently baked sugar cookies covered with green and red sprinkles.

Lucy began by asking, rather snidely, “What do you want for Christmas?”

Harry’s eyes filled with wonder. “I want the PAW Patrol Aqua Pups Whale Patroller!”

Lucy smirked. “That’s for fuckin’ sissies—”

“It is not! And you used the F-word! If I told Dad you used the F-word, you’d be in big trouble.”

“Yeah, but you won’t tell Dad I used the F-word,” Lucy assured. “‘cos if you do, I’ll conk you in the fuckin’ head with Mom’s rolling pin, then I’ll kick your little dick and balls so hard, they’ll go back inside your body, and you’ll have a cunt.”

Harry’s six-year-old face bloomed in shock, and he pointed. “You-you-you just used the S-word, the F-word, the D-word, and the C-word all at the same time!”

“Yeah, I did,” Lucy gloated. “And you’re not gonna tell anyone, ‘cos you know what’ll happen if you do. I’ll pop your little nuts like grapes, and I’ll bet that’s what they’re the size of. Grapes.”

Harry was about to make a defiant retort... until he took note of the bat-shit-crazy look in his sister’s eyes. I guess I better not say anything...

“Well?” Lucy said next. “Aren’t you gonna ask me with I want for Christmas?”

“Um, well, okay. What do you want for Christmas?”

“Pussy hair and a rack of tits.”

Harry nearly fell over now. “Santa can’t bring stuff like that!”

After a ruminating pause, Lucy whooped. “Are you shitting me? You don’t still believe in Santa Claus, do you?”

“Sure I do.” Harry made a funny face. “Why not?”

“Because there is no Santa Claus, you stupid dick-shit!”

Harry had never heard anything so ridiculous in his life. “What are you talking about? Santa comes here every Christmas Eve and leaves presents under our tree. We even saw him that one time! Remember?”

“That was fuckin’ Dad, you turnip head,” Lucy informed. “Mom made him dress up in the Santa suit so we’d think Santa was real.”

Harry could scarcely contemplate such a preposterous suggestion. “It wasn’t Dad! It was Santa! He comes every year! He brings us presents! He eats the cookies we leave out!”

Lucy smirked as if at a mouthful of lemon juice. “Dad does all that shit, moron. So, his little pussified son will think there’s a real Santa Claus. Stop saying stupid shit.”

Harry’s consciousness seemed to hover over him. Could this be true? No! Santa leaves presents for all the other kids, too! It couldn’t be Dad doing it! “I don’t believe you! You’re making that up!”

“Yeah, and you’ve got dogshit for brains, Harry.” Lucy crunched into another cookie. 

“Bull-hockey! I’m gonna go ask Dad right now!”

“You better not. You might ninja his nut.”

“Huh?”

“Dad’s busy. Right now, he’s upstairs putting the blocks to Mom.”

More confusion screwed up Harry’s youthful face. “Putting—what? Blocks? What’s that?”

Lucy rolled her eyes. “You know, boffing? He’s boffing Mom. I heard them.”

Harry was getting mad. He’d never heard these weird words before. “What the heck is boffing?”

Lucy was incredulous. “Jeez, don’t they teach you anything in first grade? It’s fucking, you know? You know what fucking is, right? Dad puts his dick in Mom’s panty hamster, then he has this thing called an orgasm. It makes this white stuff come out. That’s what he and Mom are upstairs doing right now. They do it ‘cos it feels good. Mom’s on the pill now; that way she can’t make any more babies.”

Perplexity ran rampant in Harry’s psyche. “That’s crazy. Babies aren’t made. A stork brings them.”

The glare Lucy shot at her brother could only be described as absolutely bellicose. “I’ve seen shit-stains that are smarter than you! Kids as dumb as you don’t deserve to live! Fuck! And—shit! You still believe in Santa Claus! That’s pathetic! You tell me, asshole. How does Santa fit down the chimney? It’s impossible. He’s too fucking fat! And if Santa flies around every Christmas Eve—when it’s cold—how come he doesn’t freeze to death? Oh, and let’s not forget, there are seven billion people on earth, and according to Google, two billion of them are kids. How the fuck can Santa deliver presents to two billion kids in one night?”

For Harry it was a no-brainer. “Simple. It’s magic. It’s Christmas magic.”

And with this rebellious response, Lucy lost control... 

“Here’s some Christmas magic, you little fuck-face!” She leapt forward, put Harry in a headlock and commenced to inflict that dreaded punishment known to all bullies as The Dutch Rub.

Harry squealed and struggled while Lucy’s cruel knuckles rubbed hard against his scalp. “Stop it! Stop it!” Harry wailed.

“Yeah, I’m stopping it, see?” But of course, she only increased the ferocity of her actions. Harry began to cry.

“Oh, he’s crying now,” Lucy chortled, “like the little baby sissy-pants he is.” Her knuckles rubbed and rubbed and rubbed. “I won’t stop until you say it. Say ‘There is no Santa.’ Go on, say it.”

Harry was sobbing, blubbering like, well, like a little baby sissy-pants. But eventually, when the pain became too unbearable, he managed to croak out, “All right! There is no Santa! There is no Santa!”
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Alas, such are the miseries of childhood for some. There’s nothing worse than a bully. Especially a girl bully. Now, it would be an exercise in superfluousness to say that Lucy was a mean, hostile little bitch. Those disreputable traits would follow her well into adulthood, and let me assure you that she would eventually get her comeuppance in reality. Perhaps, at some future time, I will have occasion to tell you about it.

But, for the sake of immediacy and relevance, we must get back to the problem at hand: the problem of Santa. 

Santa, for those of you too stupid and arrogant and soul-dead to acknowledge it, was very very real, and right now the great, jolly red-suited man, with an air of alarm, thought For fuck’s sake! 

You see, just at that moment, Santa’s trek to deliver toys to the over two billion kids on the planet was being thwarted in grand style by a storm of catastrophic magnitude. It was one of those ball-busting storms known as a Nor’easter, complete with cyclonic winds of one hundred miles per hour. Funny thing was, Santa had checked with the weather bureau, and those hot big-tit ho-bag meteorologists had predicted nothing of the sort. 

The fuckin’ cunts don’t know what they’re talking out! Santa thought with more than a little ire. I’ll bet they flip coins to decide the weather...

Be that as it may, this storm was a doozy.

It was almost as if... some otherworldly force had deliberately thrown this Nor’easter right into Santa’s trajectory; as if something—some design that might even be called evil—meant to purposely re-direct Santa’s official trek.

Hmm...

His three-hundred-and-fifty-pound self hung madly onto the reins of his eight-reindeer hitch, and for a moment his efforts to keep the sleigh from flipping over in mid-air seemed frightfully insufficient. And...

One little detail needs to be mentioned: Santa, for the first time in the history of his immemorial existence, was scared shitless.

I—I can’t DIE, can I? I’m fuckin’ SANTA...

Little Harry was quite correct, God bless him! Santa was able to traverse the entire globe, deliver toys to two billion kids, squeeze down incalculable chimneys, and eat tons of Christmas cookies—all in one night, mind you—thanks to that preternatural provision of good will known as Christmas Magic. 

It had worked every Christmas Eve night for eons, and always without any problems. 

Until tonight, that is.

He squinted up ahead, but the snow prevented him from making out even the slightest tint of Rudolf’s nose. Donner and Dasher were both swaying violently in the wind—in fact all of the reindeer were shitting out considerable reindeer turds in terror. 

The icy snow stung Santa’s eyes and accumulated on his beard and bushy white eyebrows, while the storm itself released such a cacophony that he couldn’t even hear himself cogitate the dangerous potential of this predicament.

Fuck this shit, man! he thought and then, for the first time ever, Santa actually pissed himself, and you can bet that egg-noggy urine froze up his crotch in no long time.

The harder he tried to keep the reindeer on course, the more off course they got, and in the next moment, he felt the reindeer and the sleigh shift hard to one side, almost like a transfer switch on train tracks. Next thing Santa knew, he and his reindeer were veering hard to the left. The G-Force of this sudden action caused Santa to pass out, but not before he made out a split-second glimpse of the bizarre meteorological anomaly just before him: it was a radiant, coruscating thing, quite like a hole in the raging sky, and this hole or perforation or aperture or whatever it was seemed to bear the configuration of a pentagram...
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