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A whimsical Christmas tale that begins in an ordinary house in an ordinary road and in an everyday town. A time when fantasy meets reality. When a future Father Christmas searches for a wife.

Babs Day wanted her daughter Daisy to get married. It was nearly Christmas and that would be yet another festive season passing without any romance in her daughter’s life. All she had to do was find a nice young man to love her. Must be in work though and bringing in money! I mean why not expect the best for her lovely girl. She was pretty and amusing, and with her soft shoulder length blonde hair, large blue eyes and warm sunny smile, Daisy was a good catch for any man. Now here was one right on her doorstep asking for Daisy.

Hm! A well set up young man, handsome enough to please the eye, not that it mattered as long as he was honest, and my goodness what a lovely smile. Almost mesmerising. He would do nicely. She had a vision of her daughter all dressed up in a beautiful white shimmering wedding gown with this handsome man at her side, and confetti raining down, or would rose petals be more at one with the earth. Wouldn’t that be lovely if Daisy was engaged before Christmas? They would have a celebration. Mince pies and some of those meringue thingy’s, with the toffee drops on top. She came back to earth as the man cleared his throat.

“Mrs Day. I have to speak with Daisy.” He glanced at his watch and gave a faint frown.

“Are you a friend of hers?”

“We are acquaintances, or will be.” He flashed that smile again, megawatt this time and her own wavered.

Was that show of gleaming teeth a bit over the top? Acquaintances implied not close, so who was he? She instructed him to wait while she called her daughter to the door, blocking the frame with her small round body. There was no way she was going to allow him in without Daisy’s say so.

Her daughter came galloping down the stairs, giving a small leap as she reached the bottom tread. She never did anything quietly, which her mother was always lecturing her about. You will never get a man if you keep behaving so childishly, she scolded.  Do grow up she would grumble, with a smile pulling at her lips.

“I don’t want a man, or need one!” her daughter always replied. They both laughed at that. 

Her mother, because she knew that one day Daisy would realise how much she was missing out on, and her daughter because she firmly believed that life without a man was the way to go. She was young and carefree, and from her observation men tried to keep a woman on a leash and no man was ever going to dictate to her how she should behave or live. Never! Her father had been a domineering man, although she loved him to bits, and over the years she watched her mother attending to his every word or command without trying to seek out her own pleasures. It never occurred to Daisy that her mother was quite happy with her allotted role in life, and wished for no other. She had hobbies and friends, and a husband who loved her, as he constantly showed in what she delicately referred to as their ‘alone’ moments. In fact it was her mother who was the strong one who he couldn’t do without. 

When he died Daisy was bereft and only her mother’s stoic nature held her together in those first few months of grief. It only later occurred to her how broken hearted her mother must have been at that awful time. Now she would do anything to make life easier for her mum. Except get married! That was the one subject that caused dissent between  them. Nothing serious, just an eyeballing contest and the subject was dropped until the next time. What she didn’t know at this point was how her life was about to change and in the oddest way.

Daisy moved her mother out of the way and stared up at the man, with appreciative eyes. He was tall and broad and very imposing. Quite yummy in fact. Who was he? Her heart gave an unexpected thump, and she caught her breath. Don’t go there she warned herself. Appearances can be deceptive, and he could turn out to be domineering. “Can I help you?”

“I was given this address with instructions to call here as its on my way to the Christmas grotto. We haven’t met, so don’t worry about recognising me. It’s simply that I have just taken a job there and the boss told me you would need a lift this morning and to pick you up because he can’t make it.”

She folded her arms and gave him a narrow eyed look. “If you think I’m going to get in a car with a complete stranger, you are sadly mistaken Mr whoever you are!”

Mr Christmas... Nic Christmas,” he drawled, squaring his shoulders, and blowing smoke from an imaginary gun. 

Her mother giggled. Daisy didn’t, and peered up at him closely. “Bad impersonation if that was Bond, and only just passable if it was a cowboy. Have we ever met? You seem familiar somehow?”

“You might have seen my father around the toy stall in the market. We look somewhat alike. Apart from his white hair and beard, and he’s a fair bit more rotund than me, but I’ll probably catch up given time. A few more mince pies should do it.”

“Your life story is fascinating, but I’m still not going with you,” Daisy said, firmly, without cracking a smile. He could go try his charm out on someone else.

“Please yourself, but there’s a storm coming up and you’ll get caught in it if you walk. Even getting in and out of a taxi you will be drenched.”

“Storm! What storm?” she asked looking up at the clear blue sky. Even as she spoke there was a rumble of thunder and dark clouds began to gather in the distance. “Did you order them or something? They are mighty convenient.”

“They are here at my request,” he smiled, exposing his white teeth again. 

“You smile a lot,” Babs commented.

“I can’t help it. My mother said that I was born with a smile and I have done so ever since. Oh and one tooth?”

“One tooth?”

“Yes, it’s a family trait, so I’m told,” he laughed. “Now enough about me. Can you point out to your daughter that it’s quite safe to travel with me. You’ve seen my face so you can describe me if she disappears.”

“Which could be too late if they never find me, so we can dispense with that idea,” Daisy stated.

“Okay give the boss a quick ring and confirm my identity. You can take a shot of my face to send.”

“The first sensible point you’ve made,” she sniffed, taking her phone out, and pointing it at him. “Smile!”

“He already is,” her mother said, watching him closely.

Her boss’s reply was swift, and succinct. “That s him, now get your butts down here before the parents start stoning me. Linus is already here but he’s useless on his own.”

Linus was the other elf. They were both Santa’s helpers. It’s only temporary Daisy kept reminding herself. A job she desperately needed to tide her over Christmas, so she couldn’t afford to lose it by wasting time arguing on the doorstep. 

“Okay take me to Santa,” she said, giving in. 
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Daisy had only been working at the grotto for two weeks and liked the job, but found children could  be very tiring though also sweet at times, and was often amused by their antics. She had to actually pry one little girl off Father Christmas, and when Daisy  found out from the mother that her grandfather had recently died who the child loved dearly, she had to fight back the tears. It wouldn’t do to look miserable in front of the excited children, but it was so hard at times like that. 

She has also learned a lot about how so called adults behaved. The way they would push their child forward in front of another, or speak for them, usually requesting a more expensive toy when Santa pulled small gifts from the bag at his side. It took the ‘give’ out of Christmas. Tom, their resident Father Christmas had his patter down to a fine art, and explained that only on Christmas morning was the time when the bigger presents appeared, but only if everyone in that house had also behaved, which caused their children
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