Saint Nick and Old Nick would seem to be an odd combination—but a man
who wants there to be a Santa Claus just for him has clearly got to have unusual
help in achieving his ends. Alternatively, of course, he might settle for less
succulent ends....

SANTA CLAUSE

by Robert F. Young

“STATE YOUR BUSINESS," THE Adversary said, when the smoke had cleared away. "I haven't
got dl night!"

Ross swallowed. He hadn't really thought the pentagram would work. He debated on whether to
stand up in the Inimical Presence, or to go on sitting behind his desk. He decided on the latter procedure:
the Adversary, hewas sure, wouldn't be in the least impressed by protocol.

"Wdl?'

Ross swallowed again. "l — | want there to be a Santa Claus."

"| see.... For everyone, or just for yoursaf?*

"Just for mysdlf, naturdly,” Rosssaid. "I wouldn't stand to gain athing if everyone cashed in onthe
ded. Why, theréd be inflation as sure as Ford made green Edsdls.”

"You'vegot apoint there" The Adversary scratched the back of his neck reflectively with thetip of
histail. "And | must say, your request isorigina. No one ever thought about that angle before. ... There
are condderations, of course.”

"| expected therewould be,” Ross said.

"Don't bein such ahurry to show off your cynicism. By ‘considerations | mean that | can't subdivide
childhood fantasy. If you want there to be a Santa Claus, you'll have to take everything that goes with
him—and live by therules.

An octet of reindeer pulling ared deigh pranced through Ross's head. Imagination wasn't one of his
strong points. "Sounds dl right to me," he said.

"Fine!" The Adversary pulled a mimeographed contract from beneath hisrobe, punctured aveinin
hiswrigt, and filled in the pertinent blank spaces. He handed it to Ross. ™Y ou'll find the terms generous, |
think."

"l doubt it," Ross said, running his eyes down the page, paying particular attention to the fine print.
Abruptly he gasped. "What's this here? For life?"

"That'sright. I'mwaiving thetime limit in this case. Better Sgn before| change my mind.”

Ross took the pen, punctured one of hisown wrist veins, and dashed off hisname. "But why?' he
asked.

The Adversary leered. "Youll find out,” he said. Therewasthe usud puff of smoke, the usua odor of
brimstone, followed by the usual empty space....

Ross had fun writing hisletter to Santa Clausthat year. He cameright to the point. Dear Santa, he
wrote: Please send me a 1959 Cadillac de Ville, a beautiful 40-24-40 Mansfield, 52 cases of top
shelf liquor, 365 cases of Schlitz, a year's subscription to Whisper—

Thelist was quite imposing, and be didn't redlly think held get all he'd asked for; but even if he only
got thefirgt threeitems, hefdt that his afterlife would have been invested profitably.

Santa, however, came through with everything. On Christmas morn, Ross found himself the
possessor of—in addition to the afore-mentioned items— a completely stocked deepfreeze; asolid
chrome refrigerator; 3 gin mills; aBuick-red living room suite; aterra cotta bedroom suite; the complete
works of the Marquis de Sade; a24" blond TV console; a Sputnik wall clock with alittle dog that
popped out every hour and barked what time it was; an e ectric organ, together with abook entitled, You



Too Can Play The Organ—n Sx Easy Lessons!; achrome bathroom ensemble; auranium mine; a
large economy-size Laurence Welk record abum; 365 Brooks Brothers shirts; awoodworker's
do-it-yoursdlf kit; asouth seaidand; a deluxe edition of the current best-sdller, What'sin it for Me?; 6
gross of Miltowns; an ectric train; a Sputnik cigarette lighter that went beep beep! when you flicked it;
achalet in the Swiss Alps; and a solid gold bottle opener.

The Cadillac did wondersfor hisego. For thefirst timein hislife, hefdt like awhole man. Asfor the
Mansfield, whose name was Candace, he took one look at her and proposed, she wasthat irresistible.
She said yes, of course—held specified in aP.S. that she should fal in love with him at first sght—and
that very afternoon they were married by an out-of-state justice of the peace.

Back in the gpartment, Ross took his Christmas present in hisarms. This, he thought, kissing her, was
worth al the empty Christmas stockings held ever gotten up to. And it was only the first Santa Claus
Chrigtmas. The thought of al the things he could ask for on the forthcoming ones made his head swim,
and he made amental note to start work on hisnext list early, so that held be lessliable to forget
anything.

Presently Candy drew away. "Good night, darling,” she said.

"I'll 'good night' you!" Ross said, grabbing her and kissing her again.

She responded as a good blonde should—up to a point. When he passed that point, she disengaged
herself and headed for the bedroom. Ross followed. She paused in the doorway. " Good night, darling,”
shesaid again, and closed the door in hisface. There was atantaizing little click asthe lock dipped into
position.

Ross stared disbdlievingly at the pink pands. Then he started pounding on them. When Candy
opened the door acrack, heroared: "What in hell's the matter with you? Thisis our wedding night!"

"I know it is, darling. Haven't | let you kiss me twice aready?"

"Sureyou let mekissyou twice. What of it? | didn't marry you just so | could kissyou!”

She gasped a him. "Then why on earth did you marry me?"

Before he had a chance to answer he found himsalf confronted by the pink panels again. He resumed
pounding, but thistime he got no response. After awhile his hands started to hurt, and he desisted.

He went over to the liquor cabinet and poured himsdlf four fingers of I. W. Harper's. He gulped them
down, poured four more. He gulped them down, too. Suddenly he became aware that someone—or
something—was tapping on the window. He stepped across the room and threw up the sash. A smadll,
pale man was sitting in abo'sn's seet, just beyond the sill. He had asilver pail in one hand and a putty
knifein the other.

"Thisisahdl of atimefor maintenancel" Ross said. "Just what isit you're doing, anyway?"

"Why I'm putting frost on your window, of course," the pae man said. "What did you think I'd be
doing on acold night likethis?'

For amoment Ross couldn't speak, he was so furious. Then: "What's your name?* he demanded.
"I'm going to report you to the management!”

"The management, haha," the pale man said. "The management haha"

"Il 'haha you if you don't tell me your name!™

"Why I'm Jack Frogt, you idiot. Who e se would be putting frost on your window?"

Ross stared. "Jack Frost!™

The pae man nodded. "Himsdlf."

"For Pete's sake, d'you think I'm akid? There's no such person as Jack Frost.”

"lan't there, now. First thing you know, you'll be telling me there's no such person as Santa Claud ™

Ross dammed the window shut. He returned to the liquor cabinet and poured himsalf four more
fingersof 1. W., then he went over and sat sullenly on the sofa

Hetried to think. What wasiit the Adversary had said? That he couldn't subdivide childhood fantasy?
That in order to make Santa Claus redl, he had to make everything that went with Santa Clausred, too?

Jack Frost?

Wil why not? Wasn't Jack Frost an integra part of childhood fantasy?

Nonsense, Ross thought. I'll be damned if I'll believeit!



Hetossed off hisdrink and threw the empty glassinto thefireplace. He stared glumly at the bedroom
door. Suddenly he had afedling that there was someone standing behind him, and he turned angrily. Sure
enough, there was someone—atall, lanky individua wearing awhite cowboy suit, armed with aset of
slver sx-guns, and carrying agolden guitar. A hao, likeacircular fluorescent tube, scintillated over his
sombrero, achrome star, with the letters"G.A." stamped on it, glittered on his breast, and apair of pink
wings sprouted from his shoulders.

Rosssghed. "All right,” he said wearily. "Who are you?"

Thewinged cowboy struck athrobbing golden chord. "I'myour G. A.," he drawled.

"My what?"

"Y our Guardian Angd."

"Whoever heard of a Guardian Angel wearing acowboy suit and carrying aguitar!”

"Got to keep up with the times, podner. I'd look amite silly, wouldn't I, wearin' awhite robe and
caryin' aharp?’

Ross amost said that he looked amite silly, anyway. But he didn't. For some reason he didn't fedl
much like talking. He looked around the room alittle desperately, noticed that there were ill afew
fingersremaininginthel. W. bottle. After chug-a-lugging them, he returned foggily to the sofaand lay
down. The G. A. got blankets from somewhere and tucked him in for the night.

After awhile the Sandman camein, carrying alittle red pail, and threw sand in hiseyes.

After aweek of dead-end kisses and arguments that got him nowhere, of nightly visits by Jack Frost
and the Sandman, Ross was ready to tie on agood one. The season was appropriate, and New Year's
Evefound him, Candy, and the G. A. ensconced in adim corner of one of the gin mills Santa had brought
him.

Candy, as might have been expected, drank like abird. Ross was disgusted. Next time he put a
Mangfield on his Chrigmasligt, hetold himsalf bitterly, hed be sure to specify what kind of aMandfidd.
If the old boy in thered flannd suit didn't understand the facts of life, it was high time he learned.

It was awretched evening —from Ross's point of view. Candy, though, seemed to enjoy herself—in
amilktoast kind of way—and the G. A. had abal. He strummed his guitar incessantly and sang song
after song in atreacly voice, and every so often he got up and danced around in alittle circle, employing
apeculiar sdeways step. The fact that no one saw or heard him, save Ross and Candy, didn't ssem to
bother him abit.

Around 11 o'clock, Ross noticed an old man with a scythe wandering among the tables. No one paid
any attention to him, or, for that matter, seemed to see him. For awhile Ross was puzzled; then, at 12 on
the dot, the old man walked out and arotund little boy, wearing nothing but asash, waked in.

"Nutd" Rosssaid. "Let'sgo."

Jack Frost was merrily a work on the window when they entered the apartment, and Ross glimpsed
the Sandman lurking in ashadowy corner. The G. A. went over and started making up the sofa. Candy
dipped out of her pastel mink and stood provocatively in the middle of the room.

"I'm ready for my good-night kiss," she said.

In mid-January, after along, drawn-out battle with hisG. A., Rossvisited adivorce lawyer. "1 want
my marriage annulled,” he said.

"Cdmdownalittle" thelawyer said. "Well get it annulled for you—if you can show sufficient cause.”

"Cause! Why, | can show enough cause to annul twenty marriages! My wifewill only let mekiss
her!”

"That's no justification for an annulment—or adivorce, either. What do you expect her to do?' Ross
felt hisface burn. "What do you think | expect her to do?’

"l cantimagine.”

"Look, I'minno mood for ahard time. I'll break it down for you just once, and I'll be damned if I'll
draw you a picture. When you kissyour wife, does she run away from you and lock you out of the
bedroom?"

"Naturaly not! But that has nothing to do with you. Y ou're different.”



"Why am| different?’

The lawyer looked bewildered. "1-1 don't exactly know," hesaid, "Y ou—you just are.”

"Oh for Peté's sakel" Ross said. He scomped out of the room, dammed the door behind him. Five
divorce lawyers|ater, he gave up.

Latein February, Candy started knitting. Little things. She dropped her eyes demurely when Ross
confronted her. "I'm going to have ababy," she said.

For awhile, Ross couldn't spesk. The occasion demanded a careful choice of words, and it was
sometime before he found the one he wanted. It filled the bill nicely:

"Whose?" hesad.

She gtared a him. "Why yours, of course. Y oure my husband, aren't you?”'

"| guessthat'swhat youd call me."

"Then what aslly question to ask! Y ou don't think I'd let anybody else kiss me, do you?'

Rosssighed. "No, | guess you wouldn't at that," he said.

Hedidn't redlly believe she was going to have ababy, of course. But he decided to humor her. As
the weeks passed, she was happier than he'd ever seen her before, and her knitting, pointless or not,
seemed to give her adirectionin lifethat had previoudy been lacking.

He continued to humor her even after she started buying maternity dresses. If she wanted to retreat
completely from redlity, it wasdl right with him. He had to admit, though, that she was putting on weight;
however, that wasn't too surprising when you considered how much she ate.

The G. A. continued to hang around, strumming his guitar, Snging, and polishing his sx-guns. Jack
Frost was on hand dmost every evening, with his putty knife and pail, and the Sandman never missed a
night. But, while the Situation was predominantly dark, it did have its brighter aspects.

For ingtance, early in March Ross had to have atooth pulled, and remembered, when he saw the
dentist about to drop it into the waste can, that teeth, in childhood fantasy, had amonetary vaue. So he
asked the dentist for the tooth back, and that night he placed it under his pillow. Sure enough, next
morning ashiny coin reposed where it had been. Hmm, he thought ...

That afternoon he visted a nearby novelty store and bought two dozen sets of toy fase teeth a 25¢
apiece, and that night, before he went to bed on the sofa, he put one of the sets under his pillow. Twenty
teeth, at the current rate of 50¢ apiece, he reasoned, should bring him atota of $10.00—if the Tooth
Fairy fdl for the scheme. The Tooth Fairy did, and next morning Ross was $9.75 to the good. Hewasin
busnessagain.

And then there was the time on Chocol ate Rabbit Sunday when he talked the Easter Bunny into
leaving golden eggsingtead of the conventional hard-boiled variety. Heredlly hauled in the loot that
day—and if hed had any kind of wife at dl, shed havefalen dl over him and given him anything he
wanted. Candy didn't. She just kept right on knitting, and when 10 o'clock came, stood up and said:
"Well aren't you going to kiss me good night, dear?"

June, and girlsin summer dresses. . . Ross started looking around. No man, he told himself, had ever
had more justification. But the G. A. didn't seeit that way at all, and Ross had no sooner made hisfirst
pass when he fet aheavy hand on his shoulder and heard asonorous voice in hisear:

"The dirtiest critter riding the plainsisthe critter who steps out on hismissus. | aim to keep you clean,
podner. Clean. Y'hear me?"

"Go home and get up agame of pinochle with the Sandman and the Tooth Fairy," Rosssad. "I'm

"Clean, podner. Clean,” the G. A. repeated, and to prove he meant business, he picked Ross up,
carried him home, and put him to bed.

Ross stared miserably at the ceiling. What did you do, he asked himsdlf, when the wife you'd got for
Christmas turned out to be adud, and the Guardian Angdl you'd got along with her turned out to havethe
mordity of aZane Grey rangerider?



Answer (generd): you ordered another wife.

Answer (specific): you wrote, Dear Santa: Please send me a new wife, and by so phrasing your
request, automatically guaranteed the cancellation of the first wife when the second arrived.

Certainly, in theworld of childhood fantasy, aman couldn't have two wived

Ross began to fedl better. He started to work on his Santa Claus letter the next day. He worked on it
al summer and into the fall, dedicated to the proposition that Santa Claus wasn't going to make afool out
of him two times running. No one bothered him except the Sandman, who persisted in throwing sand in
his eyes the minute he began to nod. (Jack Frost had stopped coming around with the advent of warm
westher.)

On Hdloween, he interrupted hiswork long enough to stedl abesom from afeeble old witch, to
catch acrippled leprechaun and make it reved itstreasure's hiding place, and to talk two teen-age
browniesinto doing his housework for the forthcoming fantasy-year. But the next day he was right back
aitagan.

L ate one November night he heard atapping on the window. He had just entered item no. 6002 on
hislist and was debating on whether to treat himself to abrandy or a Scotch and soda. Candy had retired
early, saying that shewasn't feding well.

When the tapping continued, he got up and went over to the window. It was a cold night, and at first
he thought that Jack Frost had come back, and he raised the sash, intending to give the pale man apiece
of hismind. Then he saw that it wasn't Jack Frost after dll.

It was the Stork.

It was dso the last straw. Ross dammed the window shut, ran over to his desk, got out pencil, paper
and ruler, and went to work on another pentagram.

The Adversary, when he appeared some minutes later, was hisusud leering sdf. "Well," hesaid, a
littletiredly, "what isit thistime?"

"l want there not to be a Santa Claus," Ross said, "and | want there not to be a Sandman and a Jack
Frostand aG. A. But most of all, | want there not to be a Stork!"

"l see. . . For everyone, or just for yourself?"

"Just for mysdlf, naturdly. It'smy soul I'm sdlling.... Besides, they don't exist for everyone.”

"They doinaway," the Adversary said, "an eventudity which underlinesthe ‘considerations |
mentioned during our first Meeting. My inaility to subdivide childhood fantasy appliesto my diminating it
aswell asto my materidizing it—and my diminating it would involve taking away not only its present
redlity, but the normal residue remaining from your childhood aswell. To accomplish that, I'd haveto go
al the way back to your formative years and dter your original attitude. There could be complications—"

"Y ou're not getting through,” Rosssaid.

The Adversary flicked histail in exagperation. "All I'm trying to bring out,” he said, "isthefact that,
while the concept of the Stork may seem ridiculous to you now, along time ago it made a phase of your
life bearable and enabled you to grow up retaining the illusions on which the love-life of your particular
cultureis based.”

"l don't need illusonsfor my love-life," Rosssaid. "All | need isgood old redlity.”

"Then you shdl haveit!" The Adversary produced another mimeographed contract, punctured avein,
and began filling in the pertinent blank spaces. He spoke each word doud as he wrote it down: "Signing
of thisagreement invalidates the origind agreement . . . dimination from life of Sgner dl belief in any and
al aspectsof childhood fantasy . . . term of agreement: life."

"Agan?' Ross asked.

"I'm in another generous mood,” the Adversary said, handing him the pen and the contract.

Ross hesitated a moment. For some reason, the life clause failed to reassure him thistime. Then he
thought of Candy deeping virginally beyond the impenetrable pink pandls, of the Stork waiting outside the
window. Hurriedly, he punctured one of his own veins and scrawled his name. He handed the pen and
the contract back.

"Seeyou later," the Adversary said.



When the smoke had cleared away, Ross looked around the room. The corner where the Sandman
usualy lurked was empty. He glanced over his shoulder: the G. A. was gone. He listened: the tapping on
the window had ceased.

He looked contemplatively at the bedroom door.

For some reason the pink panesleft him cold.

But he got up, anyway, and walked over and knocked. "Comein," awarm voice said. "Comein,
daling.

He reached out, touched the knob. He knew that this time the door wouldn't be locked. Suddenly he
thought of Candy sprawled on the sweaty bed, shameless, with vast naked udders. . . Loathing rose up
in histhroat, dmost choked him. His hand fell away from the knob and he turned and ran from the
gpartmen.

Filthy creature! he thought. He hated her so much he couldn't stand it.

He hated her dmost as much as he hated his mother.



