Christmas Eve at Harvey Wallbanger's. A Harry the Book Story
Written by Mike Resnick

So we are Sitting around Joey Chicago's 3-Star Tavern, with the wind howling outside the front door and
sounding just like Velvet Voice Vinnie Snging off-key. | am nursaing an Old Washensox, minding my own
business, which of course is dependent on whether Aqueduct comes up muddy on Christmas Day.
Gently Gently Dawkins has been studying the crossword puzzle in the newspaper for the past twenty
minutes, trying to come up with afour-letter word for "stupid,” when Benny Fifth Street suddenly
rememberswhat night it is.

"Hey, Joey!" says Benny. "Did you ever patch that holein your roof?*
"It @n't snowing on you, isit?" shoots back Joey Chicago from behind the bar.

"That'sgood," says Gently Gently, looking up from his puzzle. "I wouldn't want no reindeer faling on top
of me"

"Right," agrees Benny. "Thenit'd be 'Off, Dancer! Off Prancer! Off al you other horned nags!' instead of
'On, Dancer! and so forth.™

"Areyou sure there was a Prancer?' asks Gently Gently.
"Absolutely," says Benny. "Theresgot to be, if it's going to rhyme with Dancer."

"That isdl very well and good,” says Gently Gently, "but | don't remember nothing rhyming with Cupid or
Rocket."

"Therean't no Rocket," says Benny.

"Surethereis," says Gently Gently. "There's Dancer, Prancer, Donner, Vixen, Cupid, Cupcake, Dandy
and Rocket."

"| got adouble sawbuck that says some of them are not in the deigh-pulling business, and that | can name
more of Santa's reindeer than you can,” says Benny.

Gently Gently daps twenty dollars on the bar. "Okay, wise guy," he says. "Y ou're faded."

Benny frowns, trying to remember his childhood, when he probably knew the names of the reindeer as
well as| know the morning line at Santa Anita. Findly he clears histhroat and says. "Dancer, Prancer,
Donner, Vixen, Bugter, Blitzen, Gemini and Comet.”

"I don't remember no Blitzen," says Gently Gently.

"Of coursenot," says Benny. "That'swhy you arelosing the bet.”
Gently Gently turnsto me. "Boss, who'sright?"

"Neither of you," | tdl him.

"Put in your twenty bucks and take your best shot,” says Benny, who is getting more than alittlewarm
under the callar.

"l do not make bets," | said. "That isfor suckers. | book bets, which in case it has dipped your mind is
how | pay your sdlaries. But | will name the reindeer anyway: Groucho, Harpo, Chico, Gummo, Zeppo,



Curly, Moeand Larry."

"Youredl wrong," says Joey Chicago. "Y ou're forgetting Rudolph—though | cannot imagine hisnose
gets much redder than Gently Gently's after he has downed a couple of Old Peculiars and achaser.” He
grabsthe forty bucks and sticksit in his pocket. "Anyway, | guess that makes me the winner."

Benny holds out an empty glass. "If you're going to keep the money, | should at least get afreerefill.”
"Check thewalls" says Joey. "Do you see any signs posted to the effect that thisisa charitable
inditution?"

"Whereisyour Christmas spirit?' demands Benny.

"I left it in my other suit," says Joey.

Just then, before they can cometo blows, or more likely curses, Dead End Dugan walks through the
door. | don't mean through the doorway; | mean through the door. We have to make allowances for
Dugan, who isalittle more powerful and alot less noticing Since he became azombie.

"I been looking dl over for you, Harry," he says.
"That is probably why you haven't found me until now," | reply.

"Bet-A-Million McNabb owes you alot of money, doesn't he?' says Dugan, and | notice that Benny and
Joey have backed away, because when you've been dead and occasionaly buried for the past five years
you just naturally are not about to put any perfume companies out of business, or even any cologne
companiesfor that matter. Gently Gently, who israrely operating on more than two or three of the eight
cylinders God gave him, keegps sniffing hisdrink, trying to figure out where the smedll is coming from.

"Yes" | say. "Hedropsten large betting on Horrendous Howard to knock Kid Testosterone out by the
fifth round.” | shake my head sadly. "Horrendous Howard might pull it off, too, if he doesn't trip and fall
on his head going back to his corner after the first round. Last | hear, he ill thinks he is King Arthur and
hewill not egt off any table that has cornersoniit.”

"Thisisall no doubt very interesting,” said Dugan, who asfar as| can tell has not recently been interested
in much besides visting Madame Bonne Ami's House of Exotic Comforts for the Recently Departed,
"but you should know that even aswe speak heis playing five-card stud with Loose LipsLouie.”

| do not need to hear what Dead End Dugan will tell me next, because like a most everyone el se except
maybe Bet-A-Million McNabb, | know that Loose Lips Louie acquires his name by beating every
member of abattleship's crew out of thelr savingsin asingle night, and his specidty isfive-card stud,
which indeed he has used to sink more than one ship's crew.

"Infact,” Dugan issaying, "heistaking such abath that about twenty minutes ago he hasto change his
name to Bet-A-Thousand McNabb."

"I haveto get to him and collect my ten thousand dollars before helosesit dl to Loose LipsLouie" | say.
"Whereisthis game going on?'

"At Harvey Wallbanger's Socid and Sporting Club for Gentlemen of Qudity,” says Dugan.
"lan't that where Morristhe Mage hangs out?' says Benny.

| frown. "Cometo think of it, yes, that has become his home away from home."



"Do you suppose heis helping Louie to win?' continues Benny.

"I don't know, but we might aswell play it safe and take our own protection aong."
"Whereishe?' asks Benny.

"In the men's room, where he dwaysis," says Joey Chicago. "He doesn't like to be disturbed.”

"Hewill haveto livewithit," | say, heading off to the men'sroom, where| find Big-Hearted Milton
seated on the floor as usual, surrounded by five black candles and reading a book.

"Why are you bothering me when | am studying the ancient grimoires?* he says, dipping the book into a
suit pocket.

"Comeon, Milton," | say. "l seethetitle before you can hideit, and it is Meter Maidsin Bondage."
"Some grimoires are less ancient than others,”" he says defensively.
"Get up,” | say. "We have work to do."

"Obvioudy someone has welched on abet," says Milton aswe emerge from the men'sroom and rgoin
the others. "Who wasiit?"

"Bet-a-Million McNabb," | answer.
"Bet-a-Million McNabb dways makes good hislosses," Milton assures me.

"Even aswe speak, heis playing five-card stud with Loose Lips Louie over at Harvey Wallbanger's
establishment,” | tell him.

"A taxi will not do," says Milton suddenly. "We need anonstop jet plane.”
"Itisonly three blocks" | point out.

"Do you know how much he can loseto Loose Lips Louiein three blocks time?* says Milton. Then he
adds. "Has Louie got aprotector in his corner?"

"I do not know for sure," | answer, "but if S0, thereisevery likelihood that it isMorristhe Mage.”
"That twerp?' laughs Milton. "Why, he couldn't put aspell on hisown mother!”

"I would not be too sure of that," says Joey Chicago. "Thelast | hear of her, sheisin acage onthe
moon."

"Maybe McNabb put the money aside," suggests Benny hopefully. "No onewill ever bet with him again if
word gets out that he won't make good his marker and pay his bookie."

"How much do you think he will have left to bet after Loose Lips Louie gets donewith him?' | shoot
back. "Come on! We are going to Harvey Wallbanger's!”

"And aMerry Chrigmasto you, too," mutters Joey Chicago asthe five of uswak out through the space
where the door used to be.

* % %

Harvey Wallbanger's Socia and Sporting Club for Gentlemen of Quality managesto put threeliesina



sngletitle, becauseit isnot asocia club unlessyou are of amind to pay fifty dollars or more for avery
short term date, it is not a sporting club because dl of the games are rigged and the drinks are watered,
and the only gentlemen of qudity are those who give the place awide berth.

Wewalk in the door, and suddenly | think maybe the place is on fire, because there is so much cigar
smokethat | can barely see my hand in front of my face, and finaly | redizethat it is not my hand but that
it belongsto something that is sort of green and kind of scaly but is mostly big, and when the smoke
clearsalittle| redizethat it is attached to Gregory the Gorgon, who isthe muscle that protects Harvey
Wallbanger's establishment from unwanted intruders, which isto say from those who can spot a crooked
deck or arigged roulette whed.

"Hold it right there," says Gregory. He pointsto Dead End Dugan. "No zombies alowed.”

"Why not?" | ask.

"What if | haveto chastise him?' says Gregory. "What can one do to amaingerer who is dready dead?’
| turn to Dugan and tell him to wait outside.

"Can| just stand herein the doorway?' asks Dugan. "The smoke keepstheflies away."

"Thisisnot in the playbook," says Gregory. "'l shdl haveto get aruling from the Supreme Authority,"
which could be Harvey or God, but by the strictest interpretation of the term is probably Mrs.
Wallbanger. "Y ou may stand here until | return.”

"Thank you," says Dugan.

"Just don't sart doing abunch of dead things until | get back," says Gregory as he shuffles off, and | can
tell by Dugan's puzzled expression that for thelife of him—or maybeit isfor the death of him—he cannot
think of any dead thingsto do, other than standing there without breathing.

"Comeaong," | say to Milton and Benny and Gently Gently. "We must collect from Bet-a-Million
McNabb while he still has something to collect.”

We begin walking through the many rooms of the establishment, each of which features a contest that
under other circumstances might be called agame of chance. There are anumber of lovely young ladies
sling drinks and cigarettes and occasondly themsdves, and what they lack in clothing they more than
make up for in personality.

| hear abunch of jolly laughing up ahead, and who should | runinto but Nick the Saint, who is decked
out in his Christmas best.

"Hi, Harry," he says. "Merry Christmas, ho ho ho."
"Hello, Nick," I reply. "Are you not supposed to be making your rounds this evening?'

"Yes" hesays. "Thisismy night, ho ho ho. | just thought I'd stop off for adrink first, and seeif there
were any elvesto recruit.”

"I hate to be the bearer of bad tidings," | say, "but the young lady you are resting your hand upon is
probably not an df."

"Y ou never know," saysNick. "But just the same, | trust news of thiswill not make itsway up North?*

"My lipsaresedled,” | say.



"Mine, too," adds Big-Hearted Milton.
"l oweyou one, Harry, " he says, and then adds "Ho ho ho.”

"If you are planning on staying here for another fifteen minutes, you can square your account with me,” |
say, and then | tell him how, and he agrees, and | can see he plansto spend at least fourteen of those
fifteen minutes exploring every possihbility thet the young lady next to himisan df in disguise.

| leave him explaining exactly the kind of Christmas present he plansto give her once hisdeighrideis
over, and findly we cometo asmal room, and thereis Bet-aMillion McNabb sitting across atable from
LooseLipsLouie, and behind Louieis Impervious Irving, who cals himsaf Louiesfinancid advisor, and
intruth | suppose putting people who want Louie's money into the hospital does L oui€e's finances more
good than even twenty motivated stockbrokers.

"Gentlemen,” says Impervious Irving by way of greeting, "1 do not wish to be anti-socia, but you are
intruding in a private room and more to the point are interrupting a private game.”

"We shdl tarry no longer than is necessary,” | say, "but | have aprior claim on ten large from
Bet-a-Million McNabb."

"l am desolate to hear this," says Loose LipsLouie, who appearsto be anything but desolate, "but he
became Bet-a-Hundred M cNabb about five minutes ago.”

"l am having aterrible run of luck, Harry," says McNabb, "but it is due to change any minute.”

"Inthis place?' says Benny. "It'll change about as soon as Impervious Irving changes his socks, which
means seven years of bad luck will seem like ablessing by comparison.”

"Boss, do | haveto stand here and take this?' demands Impervious Irving.

"| believe | can solve your problem,” says Big-Hearted Milton. He makesasignin the air and mutters
something that has alot of syllables and dmost no vowels, and suddenly thereis apoof! and Impervious
Irving is somewhere e se, though where | do not know for another minute. Then Loose Lips Louieydls
for Morristhe Mage, who comesin from the next room, still holding his poker hand.

"Morris" saysLouie, "this goniff has vanished Impervious Irving. Bring him back!"

Morris closes his eyes and starts chanting what sounds like a song they cut out of a show that folded on
its pre-Broadway tour, and then he snaps hisfingers and says " Abra cadaver" and suddenly Impervious
Irving isback in his accustomed position just to the right of Loui€'schair.

Irving glares at Milton and says, "If you are going to vanish meto abathroom again, next time make it
onethat's got a magazine to read.”

"I've hexed it S0 he can't transport you again,” says Morris. Heturnsto Milton. ™Y ou can sill make him
disappear, of course, but do you redlly want to bein the same room with an outraged but invisible

Iving?"

Milton waves hishandswildly. "Begone!" he says.

"l wasjust leaving anyway," saysMorris, and vanishes.

| notice that Milton iswearing agreat big grin on hisface, and | ask him why.

"When Morris comesin here heis holding afull house, jacks over sevens” says Milton. "But when he



leaves heisholding apair of foursand nothing el se.”
"Let usget back down to business,” | say. "Bet-a-Hundred McNabb owes me ten thousand dollars.”

"I don't deny it," says McNabb. "But even morethan | don't deny it, | don't haveit. It al resdeswithin
Loose LipsLouiesvest pocket, unless some of it hasfdlen onto the floor.”

"Thisisthetruth," confirmsLouie. "I am afraid you aretoo late, Harry."
"I have aprior claim on the money that isin your pocket,” | say.
"Then file your claim with Bet-a-Hundred McNabb," says Louie.

"l do not dake my thirst from empty glasses,” | say, which | think isabrilliant rgjoinder, but | can seethat
neither Louie nor Irving understand it, so | point out that | could get more blood from aturnip than money
from McNabb.

"Wheat the hdll," saysLouie. "Thisbeing Chrisimas Eve, | will give you achance to win your money back
fromme"

"I never bet," | say. "Betting isfor suckers.

"Losingisfor suckers" saysLouie. He flashes some of the money he has rescued from McNabb's
clutches. "Winning isfor"—he searches for the bon motte—"winners.”

| stare at McNabb, who still doesn't know heis a sheep, let done that he has been fleeced. "All right,” |
say a lagt. "What did you havein mind?"

"How about anice friendly game of five-card stud?' suggests Louie.
"l havelost my trust in this establishment,” | answer.

"Oh?' hesays "When?'

"Whenwedill lived in caves™ | say.

"Wheat do you suggest then”?”"

"l am sure you will agree that we are the two most prodigiousintelectsin Harvey Wallbanger's, if not on
the face of the entire planet,” | begin.

"Y eah, that ssemsareasonable premise,” saysLouie.
"What if we engage in amental contest instead of agame of chance?’ | say.

"l lost atoeinthewar,” he says, "so if it'samathematical question, the answer can't be any higher than
nineteen.”

"No, you only haveto count to eight for thisone,” | reply.

"I don't want you to think | distrust you, Harry," saysLouie. "But | distrust you, Harry. First you tell me
what the contest is | about, and then I'll tell you if we have abet.”

| stareat himand say, "I will bet you twenty large—the ten you took from McNabb, and ten more for
my trouble—that | can name more of Nick the Saint's reindeer than you can."”



"Don't do that, Bossl" says Gently Gently. "You tried it at Joey Chicago'sand got it wrong.”
"Welearn from our mistekes" | tell him.

"Not dways" says Gently Gently. "After dl, I'm gill going out with Sylvia."

"Wel, it worksin principle,” | say.

"I just read the poem about Nick and hisreindeer to my nephew,” saysLouie. "Soif you get ‘'em dl right
and | get 'em dl right, dl we've done iswaste abunch of time.”

| an waiting for Big-Hearted Milton to catch on, and findly he does, and just like Sandy Koufax or
Roger Clemens he hurls his high hard oneinto Impervious Irving's brain, where it hasalot of bresthing
room, and Irving says, "'l got an idea, Boss."

"l hopeit'sasmal one" saysLouie. "You got to take it easy with anew discipline.”
"Y ou gonnalisten or not?" askslrving.

Louielooks up at Impervious Irving, who is maybe eight feet tall and amost aswide, and he says, "l am
aways happy to hear your thoughts on any matter, if for no other reason than that they condtitute a
consderablerarity. Now, what isyour idea?"

"Make him agree that you win onties" saysIrving. "If you each get threeright, or Sx, or dl eight, you

win.

"It isawonderful idea, especidly for abeginner,” saysLouie, "but Harry isasophigticated man of the
world. Hewill never gofor it."

"Itislateand | want my money,” | say. "'l accept your conditions.”

It isashamethat Louieisnot born ahundred and fifty years ago in Tombstone, because Doc Holliday
and Johnny Ringo never reach for their guns haf asfast as he reaches for my hand to shake it and cement
the conditions.

"You dl saw that we shook onit,” he says. "Now, since | am agenerous and genia host and thisismy
private room, | will dlow Harry the Book to go firgt."

"Okay," | say, clearing my throat. "Here goes. Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Donder, Blitzen, Cupid
and Flyaway."

Loose LipsLouie emitsaddighted laugh. "I don't even need to invoke Irving'srule. Thereindeer are
Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Donder, Blitzen, Cupid and Comet."

"Nogr," | say. "They are Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Donder, Blitzen, Cupid and Flyaway."

"You arewrong, Harry," saysLouie. "Thereisno reindeer caled Flyaway."

"Theremodt certainly is™" | say, "and you owe me twenty large.”

| wait for Milton to hurl asecond ideato Impervious Irving.

"Boss" says|rving, "Nick the Saint'sin the next room. Why don't we just pull himin here and ask him?”

"I'l get him," says Benny.



"l do not trust any of Harry'stoadies anywhere near him," saysLouie. "Irving, go get him and bring him
back."

"I am not atoady," says Benny heatedly asIrving leavesthe room.

"Oh?' saysLouie. "And what are you, then?"

"l am one of Harry'sflunkies,” replies Benny with anote of pride.

Irving is back aminute later. He has Nick the Saint in tow, and Nick has hisyoung lady in tow.
"What can | do for you gents, ho ho ho?" asks Nick.

"We need you to settle adisagreement,” answersLouie.

"Okay, but it'sgot to be quick," says Nick. "I'm aready late getting started on my rounds.”

"It won't take long," says Louie. "What are the names of your reindeer?"

"Dasher, Dancer, Prancer, Vixen, Donder, Blitzen, Cupid and FHyaway," says Nick. "I thought everyone
knew that."

"Morrisl" screams Louie, and Morristhe Mage appears afew seconds later. "Morris, he saysone of his
reindeer isnamed Flyaway. Ishelying?'

Morrisstares at Nick for aminute, mutters aspell, snaps hisfingers, and nibbles a breath mint.
"He'stdling thetruth,” saysMorris.

"Well, if that'sal," says Nick, "Elmer hereand | haveto be going.”

"Elmer?' says Gently Gently, kind of blinking and Staring &t the girl.

Nick nods. "She'smy newest df," he says. "And thisway if | happen to drop her namein front of
you-know-who, there won't be one of her usua scenes. Well, Merry Christmasto all and to dl agood
night."

He and Elmer leave, Morris vanishes, and Loose Lips Louie glaresa me.
"I don't know how you did it, Harry, but I'm going to find out."
"I wish you as much luck asyou wish McNabb," | say. "And now, my twenty large, please?’

He mutters such a complex curse that Morris popsinto existence and Milton vanishes for amoment, and
findly he shoves the money acrossthe tableto me.

"So am | off the hook, Harry?" asks McNabb.

"At least until you're Bet-a-Thousand McNabb,” | say. "Come on back to Joey Chicago'swith us. I'm
buying."”

McNabb joins us as we walk to the exit, which was the entrance on the way in, and we pick up Dead
End Dugan, who still has a puzzled expression on hisface, and | know he has not yet thought of any dead
thingsto do, and afew minutes later were dl standing at the bar at Joey Chicago's, sharing a bottle of
Comrade Terrorist vodka, and Big-Hearted Milton explainsto everyone in the place how | do afavor
for Nick the Saint and in exchange he changes Comet's name to Flyaway, and everyone seemsto be



having agood time, until | hear Benny Fifth Street start yelling and aminute later Gently Gently Dawkins
isydling back.

"What's the problem?" | ask, when they finally pause for bregth.

"We are having an argument about the Seven Dwarfs," says Gently Gently. "Benny saysthey are Bashful,
Seepy, Sneezy, Dumbo, Doc, Grumpy, and Marvin,and | say . . ."

| find mysdf wondering if Nick has room for one more oversized df on hisdeigh.



