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Chapter 1 New Beginnings
It was December 27th and David was anxiously waiting for his older brother’s sleigh and reindeer to pick him up on the roof top of his Manhattan apartment building. It was the night of their annual family Christmas dinner and David had told his brother he had a special surprise for him. Oh, yes we should probably mention David Kringle’s brother is Kris Kringle also more affectionately known as Santa Claus. Each year the Kringle’s celebrated Christmas on December 27th due to Kris’s annual commitment.
Unlike his brother, David Kringle was a slender, dark headed, handsome man with a quick wit and a way with the ladies. However he still hoped to find the one, even though he had been searching for over a thousand years. Kris had been able to find Claire and he was as big as a house and hadn’t seen his toes in over a thousand years, so David thought there was still hope of him finding someone. Anyway, David is a good person, just a little rough around the edges. It is tough living in the shadow of a brother more famous than the Pope or Gandhi. That would be a hard act for anyone to follow. David had found a niche in life as an author writing about the family business. Title’s such as “Elves Gone Wild”, “One Reindeer You Don’t Want to Pet”, “What Happens at the North Pole Stays at the North Pole” and others. These were fiction mind you but less than flattering views of the North Pole and Santa’s operation. Despite these indiscretions, Kris loved his brother and always supported him. Tonight was a special night as David believed he had finally found his destiny and was anxious to share it with his brother. He heard bells jingling in the distance and stood up in preparation to board the sleigh. Soon David could see the sleigh approaching the roof top like a plane does a runway with it touching down smoothly and proceeding towards David. However, David thought the sleigh was traveling a little fast on its approach when it went into a hard sideways drift just before it reached him spraying snow and slush all over David who just stood there calmly with his eyes closed. By the time the sleigh had come to a stop David had been covered from head to toe with snow and ice. His hair looked like a snow Amadeus wig while the rest of him resembled an ice sculpture done with in a horizontal blizzard look as the theme. Without looking, David calmly said “Hello Martin.” as he started to clear his eye sockets of ice and snow. The elf driving the sleigh was Martin, one of Santa’s top elves.
“Hello David.” said Martin less than enthusiastically.
“Nice landing.” said David sarcastically as he tried to brush the snow and ice off his clothes.
“Thank you. I was rather proud of the style points it would have received.” answered Martin with a devilish grin.
David then climbed into the back of the sleigh glaring at Martin as he entered. Before he could sit down the sleigh took off with a sudden jolt knocking David to the floor in the back seat of the sleigh.
David reached and grabbed the back of the front seat and pulled himself up so his head was all that you could see “I take it you read this year’s book?” said David with a mischievous grin.
Martin didn’t turn to reply but just squinted his eyes in anger and immediately executed several barrel rolls like an F-16 fighter. The g-force of the maneuver pinned David back to the floor of the sleigh until it leveled off. Once again David grabbed the back of front seat and slowly pulled himself up obviously feeling nauseated.
“Oh, I’m sorry David I forgot you don’t like flying in a sleigh?” said Martin with an innocent grin.
“Martin I get it, you didn’t like my book!”
“Would you be talking about, “Elves Gone Wild”? Why wouldn’t I like the book David? Could it be because the totally fictitious character Martin was a fornicating alcoholic?” Upon finishing his sentence, the reindeer immediately executed two more high-speed, barrel rolls to perfection, once again pinning David to the floor.
As soon as they leveled off, David grabbed the left side of the sleigh and threw up. He then sat on the floor exhausted, leaning against the side of the sleigh with one arm hanging over the side trying to collect himself.
“Oh my David, I sure hope I didn’t cause that.” Martin said giggling.
David smirked at Martin sheepishly, unable to muster any form of retaliation.
Soon they arrived at the North Pole and landed on Main Street, coming to a stop directly in front of Santa’s home. Martin was smiling as he held the sleigh door open for David whose hair was still a complete wreck; it almost looked like some sort of ice sculpture peacock. Freezing and nauseated, David looked severely pale as he glared at Martin. David then slowly stood up and tried to straighten his hair and clothes. The whole time he did not take his eyes off Martin in anticipation that he might try something else. He then started to exit the sleigh while looking Martin directly in the eyes “Wait until you read my next book!” and just before he put his foot down on the step stool of which Martin promptly kicked away and sent David tumbling head over heels across the street.
About that time Santa had hurried out of his house to greet his brother. David had just rose to his feet with a wild look in his eyes and started yelling “Ok, that’s it little man, me and you and the rumble at the North Pole.” He then lunged at Martin who was in a crouched position ready to mix it up with David when Santa Claus came around the sleigh and quickly realized what was going on. He jumped in front of David, catching him in mid air, stopping his attempt to assault Martin. With Santa’s back to him, Martin smiled big and flipped David off which infuriated David even more “Kris let go, this elf needs his little ass kicked!” as he tried desperately to escape Santa’s grip. Martin turned and nonchalantly loaded back into the sleigh and started driving back to the hangar all the while flipping David off again with his back to him. David was watching Martin drive off with a crazed look in his eye when Santa said “Why do you write such things and use his name in every book you write?”
This seemed to bring David back to his senses “Why do you send him to pick me up every year!”
Santa just laughed “I don’t! He pays the other Elves to switch places so he can get a crack at you. Do us both a favor and leave him out of your next book, please! It will take years for him to cool down with the reprints and all.” Santa then started to drag his brother into the house while David was still looking in the direction of where Martin had gone.
David then looked at his brother and said “Hello Kris.”
“Hello David. Glad to see you could make it.”
“Kris don’t get mad but I am going to kick his little ass if I ever get the chance!”
“Give it a rest already.”
After saying this they were standing in the entry way of the house where they both stopped and looked at each other and hugged. Kris and David then entered the house together. Inside Kris’s wife, Claire, Mrs. Claus, it gets confusing, greeted David with a hug.
“Oh… David, it is good to see you.” said Claire genuinely happy to see him.
Smiling David said “There’s the one my brother took from the flock” giving Claire a big hug and continued “and there were no good ones left!”
“Oh hush David, I know good and well you don’t sit around and stew over any woman.”
“The curse of my life Claire, the curse.” said David placing his hand over his heart sarcastically while making a semi serious face. They just laughed and walked towards the dining room.
In the dining room there was an amazing spread of food as was the case every year; turkey, ham, yams, candied apples, mashed potatoes, and it went on.
“Lovely meal as always Claire.” said David.
“You’re welcome even though I should throw you over my lap and beat you for the last book you wrote. Seriously, “Elves Gone Wild”, we know you don’t mean anything by it, but the Elves… and then you named Martin again…”
Santa Claus had interrupted her “Claire, Martin gave him the ride here… so”
“Oh, well then… I am sure you had punishment enough.” She said smiling and matter fact all at the same time. David just sat there with a scowl on his face at the mention of Martin’s name again. Claire then went into the kitchen to get yet another dish to serve at dinner.
David sat at his usual place in the center of the table while Kris took his seat at the head of the table. Soon Claire came in and sat down at the opposite end. Kris then started to give the blessing “Dear Lord, thank you for such a good year and giving us the means by which to bring hope into children’s lives…”
“Ten years or younger.” interjected David suddenly during Kris’s prayer with his eyes closed and hands folded.
Santa confused a little had stopped his prayer but started from where David interrupted “and thank you for the elves…”
“Except Martin who is a known alcoholic and fornicator.” interrupted David eyes still closed and hands folded. Hearing this Claire giggled slightly trying to hold it back.
Santa slanted his head sideways and opened his eyes and looked at Claire slightly bewildered “Don’t encourage him.” and then continued “and the elves who work tirelessly to provide the symbol of hope through the gifts they so masterfully create. Thank you for my brother David who we love dearly and thank you for him being able to join us…”
“Because he was almost killed by a sadistic elf.” blurted David once again with his eyes still closed and hands folded.
Santa obviously getting impatient with the interruptions continues louder “and for my wife Claire who has always been very patient and tolerable of my work and is the best partner any husband could ever ask for.”
“Amen!” said David loudly at which point Santa opened his eyes and looked at David with a scowl on his face.
“David would you like to give your own blessing now?”
“No, I just liked providing the color for your message which by the way was quite good.” said David in a sucking up manner.
“I can’t wait any longer.” said David as he stood up from the table. “I have been waiting to tell you both in person so here goes. I finally know what I was destined to do!” he exclaimed.
Kris and Claire quickly glanced at each other not sure where David was going with this so they both placed their utensils down by their plates to give him their full attention.
“Now I know this is going to sound a little weird at first but I want you to hear me out before you say anything, OK?”
“Ok.” said Kris with a puzzled and concerned look on his face.
“I want to start my own business which actually compliments your business!” he said excitedly, almost rambling, as he pointed at Kris with a big smile on his face looking for approval.
Kris sat there for a few seconds then sensing David wanted a reply he said “Well… sounds good so far David.”
“It is Kris! It is! You know how we have discussed how your fairy tale ends when a child becomes a non-believer around ten years old and how it was such a shame as many people go through life needing the hope Santa gives to every child through the simple act of a gift?”
“Well yes…” Kris replied trying to figure out where David was going with this.
“I checked it out. I can start my own fairy tale to pick up where yours leaves off!”
Kris and Claire looked at each other not knowing what to say.
“I am already an immortal because of your fairy tale status so why not put it to good uses? Here’s the idea, I am the Xanta Claus, get it? X-treme Santa, X-tra Santa, or X as in Not Santa, I really like the X-treme Santa, more hip I think, but not sure it carries into the much older crowd…” rambled David placing his hand on his chin in thought for a moment.
Kris said “David…”
“Yes, what is the purpose of my fairy tale you ask? It is to continue providing hope for those who move over to the non-believer side where yours ends. As Xanta Claus I will provide gifts of hope to make the world a little better through these simple acts.”
“David do you realize the amount of work involved with what you propose? This is my only true day off every year is when you come here to visit.” said Kris trying to reason with his brother.
“Kris I know how hard you work, I really do. But I am ready to make this commitment. I have been going from one thing to the other trying to find out why I have the gift you gave me and want to do what I can to make a difference for once in my life.”
Kris continued “David you would have to build a facility, deal with the elf union, train reindeer, develop a customer base and then of course you would have to ultimately make a presentation to the Council of Fairy Tale’s. I have annual reviews with them every year and it’s no picnic.”
“Kris I want to do this. I have never been as sure of anything in my life.” David then looked at the ceiling and said “You know how I know this is right, whether I do it or someone else does? It is because I still miss that feeling I had when I received a gift from Santa Claus.” David said showing genuine emotion.
Kris may have been an extremely generous, jolly elf, but one thing he knew was when someone was speaking from their heart and he knew his brother was. Kris just smiled and said “I believe you David.” Kris then looked at Claire who nodded her head yes in support. “So we will support you and help you prepare for your presentation to the council.”
Hearing this David ran to his brother and gave him a hug and then to Claire “This means a lot to me guys. I won’t let you down.”
“Ok, David let’s eat this excellent meal Claire has prepared and after we will start making plans. Just remember the council’s word on anything is final. If they reject your proposal it is final. If they accept your proposal the edicts they lay down are final. You understand this?”
“If I try and get shot down I can live with that, but not trying is what I don’t want haunting me from here to eternity.”
“Ok then, let’s eat and then we’ll get started.”
“Thank you.” said David “Now pass the mashed potatoes you have been hogging over there before they get cold!” They all laughed and began to enjoy their meal and time together.
Chapter 2 Fairy Tale Licensing
It had been a week since David introduced his Xanta Claus idea to Kris. They had worked tirelessly on his fairy tale platform he would present to the council. During recorded time there were very few fairy tales that had been given a charter and even fewer which became widely accepted like Santa Claus, Easter Bunny, and the Tooth Fairy being the top performers of all time. Kris knew this was an uphill battle for his brother but he wanted to make sure that all was done that possibly could be so David could live with the results. David’s ideas and format did present many concepts that were unfamiliar to Kris but David had lived in the world where Kris had stayed at a distance so he was going to trust his brother on some of the items.
Of course being the headliner Santa was in the Fairy Tale business Santa was able to pull a few strings and secure a spot at the Council of Fairy Tale’s next meeting for David to present his proposal. However, this meeting was in just a few days so they were scrambling to prepare for this.
The Council of Fairy Tale’s meeting was held in a massive circular sanctuary where there were seats extending from the bottom floor to one hundred rows high. The bottom floor resembled that of a court room with the six council members sitting towards the back of the room about six feet off the floor at a massive ornate all-in-one desk. There were two tables with chairs in front of the council members. It occurred to David they probably held trials here as well and it was a scary thought to think what their cases would have been for. Kris and Claire were sitting in the first row of the observation seats in the sanctuary. Kris leaned over to Claire “I hope he doesn’t get to nervous. You know how they can be.”
“He is ready and David is many things but shy is not one of them.” she said smiling back at him.
David was sitting in a chair at the table on the right side of the room. The heel of his right foot was moving up and down nervously as he waited for the meeting to begin. On the table in front of him were documents, reference letters and diagrams that he would use as part of his presentation.
The six council members returned to continue the meeting and took their respective places. The meeting was called to order by the presiding Grand Fairy Bartholomew Horowitz pounding his gavel. He was a distinguished looking older gentleman who proceeded to say “Council we are now going to hear David Kringle’s proposal for granting a charter to his fairy tale, Xanta Claus.
“Thank you your grand fairiness.” as he said this he struggled to gain control of himself.
“Council first I would like to point out that this is not a reflection on my brother’s fairy tale in anyway. As Santa Claus my brother has been the most successful fairy tale in recorded history. And by the looks of the council you have a good understanding of how long I mean when I say this. There is no debate about this fact. However what I propose is a fairy tale for everyone older than ten years old or at the time they become non-believers. Why must the gift of hope stop because we are not children anymore?”
A councilman said “Because they grow up and become adults!”
David responded flamboyantly “Personally I’d like to think everyone has little kid left in them.” He then looked at the council seeing their stoic, all business faces “and then again some may not.”
Feeling the pressure to recover “More to the point what person would not want to continue to receive that single gift of hope each year. In many cases it is the only act of kindness they will receive and who knows what individual value that has to a person? None of us do. But we do know it is a good thing to give. My brother has been doing it for over a thousand years, giving gifts that continue to give hope to children. Who’s to say that should stop just because you’re older? We all need hope, without it what is the purpose of existence?” The council members looked at each other mumbling back and forth, David’s words seeming to hit home.
The Grand Fairy said “Please continue with your proposed plan Mr. Kringle.”
Kris looked at Claire and whispered excitedly “He’s doing it Claire.”
Encouraged by the fact that they wanted to hear more David continued “Even though it is an extension of my brothers fairy tale I believe it is important that they be easily distinguished from each other. To that point, my brother is stationed at the North Pole we could be stationed at the South Pole. Instead of Santa Claus I will be known as Xanta Claus which actually allows me to market to younger adults as X-treme Santa, middle age as X-citing Santa” David then paused to wink at the woman council member and then continued “or just Xanta as in the Un-Santa to associate with me the darker side but it’s open ended allowing me to not exclude any sector of the population.” David looked at the council and could see they were still intently listening to his surprise, so he quickly continued.
“Our slogan is, “For a little Christmas cheer, Xanta is here!” He then rambled of the exclusion statement “Excluding nice children between the ages of birth to ten years of age who are duly served by Santa Claus.”
“Our service will be the same as Santa’s giving gifts to anyone eleven years or older for those who request them. It is through these simple gifts we intend to bring hope to the rest of the world‘s population at Christmas.”
David looked at the council and sensed it was time to wrap it up “I am aware of the fact that the council determines what magical powers I would be granted like my brothers; flying reindeer, capacity to teleport into homes, supply of elves, and the rest.
Ladies and gentlemen of the council that is my proposal for the Xanta Claus fairy tale charter. Are there any questions I may answer?”
“David why are you just now coming forth with this proposal? You have been an immortal for over one thousand years?” asked a council member.
“That’s a fair question. It is true I have been trying to find my purpose in this life for a long time but when this mission unveiled itself to me I knew it was what I was destined for. It feels right. It fills a void we have in this world we know exists during the most volatile time of the year.”
The elf member of the council, Elessar Táralóm, had been eyeing David skeptically throughout the whole presentation asked “You’re a writer Mr. Kringle are you not?”
“Yes.” answered David knowing where this was going.
“And did you not author a book published under the title “Elves Gone Wild” just last year? Which I might add was less than a favorable depiction of male and female elves.” as he said this several in the audience snickered.
“Did you read it? That was some of my best work as a writer, it made people laugh.” David caught the slightest of smiles out of the Grand Fairy and continued. “You will notice I said as a writer. What I will be doing in the world will be as Xanta Claus whom no one has met as yet.”
The Grand Fairy agitated spoke up “We have already discussed this and not everything revolves around elfdom Elessar. Anyone else on the committee have any questions worthy of addressing.” As the Grand Fairy said this he looked down his glasses at Elessar who was visibly irritated and had sat back in his chair with his arms folded looking straight ahead.
“The council will now recess to private chambers and discuss your proposal Mr. Kringle. Please wait here until we return.” said the Grand Fairy as he and the others rose to leave.
Kris and Claire had exited their seats and went over to where David was standing “Great job David, great job! If I was on the council I would vote for it.” said Kris.
“You’re saying that because you’re my brother.” replied David.
“David, you did very well.” added Claire.
“Thank you guys, we’ll just have to see what they say. Kris you think Elessar going to be a problem?”
“Truthfully he is one vote and to get the majority vote you need four out of the remaining five votes to pass your fairy tale. But I thought you did well, so we will just have to wait and see the verdict.” answered Kris.
David, Kris and Claire sat at the table and waited. Minutes turned into hours when finally the council reentered the room and took their places. David stood up in anticipation of the announcement of their decision.
The Grand Fairy began “As you know we do not hand out fairy tales every day and quite frankly the only two we have tried since the success of Santa Claus were major flops, Pumpkin Man for Halloween and most recently Prince of Kwanza, both failing miserably. In light of this we believe we steered too far off the path of what the public is familiar with and expects. That is why we are willing to approve a one year provisional charter for your fairy tale, Xanta Claus, with a review hearing on December 30th of this year.” The room became a buzz with conversation at this issuance of a new provisional fairy tale.
David was ecstatic and yelled “Yes! You won’t regret this you, you… grand fairy! You either Ebenezer! (referring to Elessar the elf).” David hugged his brother and Claire.
The Grand Fairy pounded his gavel “Order! Order!” as the hum of conversation subsided he continued “Here are the guidelines by which you will be operating this first year. First we do not want this to be a detriment to Santa’s fairy tale and in line with the intention of Xanta Claus being an extension of this fairy tale we believe there should be some cohesiveness between them. Therefore the following parameters have been set for this provisional fairy tale. You will wear a crushed velvet blazer and pants as your uniform with your colors being black with red trim rather than Santa’s current red with white. Xanta Claus will be required to travel using reindeer and a sleigh to deliver gifts the same as Santa. The sleigh will follow the same motif modifications as the suit.” He then paused and looked directly at Kris “Santa for the reindeer we know that you have operated for many years with the same eight and sometimes nine reindeer. Your younger reindeer backups we believe would be more than eager to embark on their own Christmas mission. Would you agree with this?”
Kris stood up to address the council “Yes, they have been waiting a long time for their own assignments. I would be more than happy to give them to my brother for his operation.”
“Good. Then that is settled. Santa please send eight reindeer and an alternate to the South Pole to facilitate the reindeer team required by the Xanta Claus fairy tale. Now concerning your work force Xanta, we are bound by our agreement with the International Elves Union (IEU) made in 906 A.D. that only elves would be used as workers for Christmas. With the intent of protecting Santa’s current operation, no elves will be pulled from his work force but rather IEU assures me they have an untapped elf resource they are more than able to pull from to full fill the needs of the Xanta Claus operation. In addition they will be sending a head elf trained in all aspects of manufacturing and production.” David glanced a look at Elessar who had a particularly disturbing grin on his face. David thought sarcastically “He will be just so helpful I am sure”.
The Grand Fairy continued “Your facility will be constructed as soon as we adjourn this meeting and will be ready for operations when you arrive. In the area of magical powers we are able to grant you the same powers as Santa. You will have the ability to manage your list of customers similar to Santa’s nice and naughty list with the same capacity to virtually view your client’s activities. The head elf will help you adjust the settings of this device to meet your needs. You will also have the standard ability to teleport yourself into people’s domiciles the same as Santa. The actual fairy tale charter contract will be drawn up and delivered by a council courier for your signature. Well… that appears to be the major points, do you have any questions Mr. Kringle?”
“When do I get started?” asked David enthusiastically.
Kris then stood up at the table behind David “Grand Fairy my I address the council?”
“Yes Santa, what is it you wish to say?”
“Knowing how long it took to establish my own fairy tale is it possible to extend the provisional period for a longer time frame to give David more time to establish his fairy tale?”
“We did discuss this Santa and understand your concern, but unfortunately our previous fairy tale failures have forced us to require a much shorter time frame to evaluate this fairy tale in an attempt to limit our exposure. We are still dealing with issues over the Kwanza fiasco.” This comment received many rolled eyes and muttering by the council.
Kris realizing there was no arguing this point replied “I see, thank you.”
“Are there any more questions?” as he looked around the room. “Then this meeting is adjourned.” said the Grand Fairy pounding his gavel down. “David please enter the transporter over there when you are ready and you will be sent to your new facility at the South Pole to immediately begin operations.”
“Thank you. You won’t regret this.” said David as the council left the chamber.
David turned around to face Kris and Claire “Wow! I can’t believe this is actually happening.”
“David we are proud of you.” said Claire touching his cheek. “We will check in on you to see how it is going. Well I will leave you two alone. Good luck David!”
In a somber tone Kris said “David this is a huge step for anyone. If I can help you in any way I will.” The two brothers then hugged. “Good luck.”
“Thank you for all the help Kris! I will make you proud!”
Kris turned around “I have always been proud of you. Just keep it that way. Follow your heart, it will always be your best compass in life.”
“I take it you mean to use my heart rather than the other compass which has led me down not so favorable choices?”
Kris just laughed “You could always make people laugh.” He then turned and joined Claire to leave.
David took a moment to look around the council chamber one last time. As he headed to the transporter he said “Well world, are you ready for Xanta Claus?”
Chapter 3 First Day
As David descended to his location at the South Pole he could see the translucent spectrum of light that radiates through the climate dome covering the Xanta Claus community. This would definitely display a more intense aurora light show not seen in this area before. David passed through the climate dome and caught a glimpse of the Xanta Claus community for the first time. The buildings were actually very contemporary with all the same amenities you would find in any large city, buildings of smoked glass, modern multi-family dwellings, a movie theater, restaurants, a nightclub, and the largest complex of all was the manufacturing facility. It was different than the North Pole but he liked it. He thought the council had done well with its design, realizing his audience was older so this would be the right atmosphere for the mission of the Xanta Claus fairy tale. It was his familiarity with the North Pole that had caught him off guard a little. He came to rest in the middle of Main Street where he stood for a moment and scanned the area. He looked down and saw that his cloths had changed into the new Xanta Claus suit. The body of the suit was black velvet trimmed in red. His hat was collapsible and in the shape of those worn in the military. His hat was black velvet with red trim also. His belt and shoes, not boots, were coal black. The overall ensemble was pretty sleek looking but he did feel it projected a certain tone of darkness. He made a mental note to investigate how his attire could be “cheered” up later.
The South Pole was a ghost town. He was the first to arrive and the total silence was a little unnerving. “Well let’s get started.” he said to himself as he headed to the manufacturing facility.
On the way he heard someone shouting “Hello! Is there anyone here?” in a high pitched voice.
“Over here!” yelled David.
As David approached the street in front of the manufacturing facility there appeared who he assumed would be his head elf. He recognized this because of his research of elves he had done for his books and knew that head elves were taller than their counter parts giving them physical and implied authority.
“Hello, I am David or Xanta Claus.” with his hand extended.
“Hello Xanta Claus, I am your new head elf, Gustaf Yulealog. Gustaf was obviously a younger elf, wearing glasses with no metal rim around the lenses. He appeared to be shy and a little nerdy. He was wearing a traditional dark green elf’s suit. “I was sent here by the International Elves Union.”
“I am sure you were Gus.” replied David thinking his next book might be a humorous examination of elf council member Elessar.
“If you will give me the list of products we will manufacture I will begin configuring the different brass tags in the plant and preparing supply orders.” suggested Gus.
“Oh, yes that is a good idea Gus but we have a slight problem, we are not sure what types of gifts our clients will want as yet.” Gus stood there blinking his eyes at David as if he had said something terrible. You see head elves are trained on managing the operations of a manufacturing facility and everything is based upon a production schedule which obviously was not available making this a non-textbook case which alarmed Gus.
Sensing the alarm from Gus’s face David said “We are a new Christmas enterprise so we need a way to poll our clients to see what they want first so I …”
All of the sudden there was a tremendous amount of noise coming from further in town. David and Gus walked towards the source of the commotion. As they turned a corner they could see the lights were on in The Wee Club and could hear “Santa Baby” playing loudly on the juke box. As they opened the door to the nightclub they find a rough looking group of elves sitting at the bar and tables drinking what was obviously stiffer than eggnog, laughing while scantily dressed elf waitress’s served them. Gus’s eyes had popped out of their sockets.
Eventually the elves noticed Xanta Claus standing in the doorway and it became quiet with someone turning off the music. Gus whispers to David “These are the worker elves. They should have a foreman that is over them.”
“Thanks Gus.” as he stood back up from leaning over. “Is the foreman here?”
“Ya, that would be me.” said an unshaven elf as he stood up from his table and walked towards them.
“I am David, or Xanta Claus, and this is our head elf Gus.” said David.
“My friends call me Jack.” as he shook David’s hand. “Nice suit.”
“Ok, now that the management team is all here lets head over to the factory and layout our next steps.” Gus shook his head in agreement while Jack just shook his head in disgust and reluctantly followed blowing a kiss to one of the waitresses.
“So Jack, where were you working before here?” inquired David on their way to the plant.
“I was in Miami Florida working as an actor.”
“Really, so movies, theater, commercials, what do you do?”
“No, Macy’s.”
“Macy’s, I have never heard of that?”
“Sure you have, Macy’s department store, I worked there during the Christmas season as an elf.”
David stopped and just looked at him.
“What? You asked and I told you what I did. Don’t be judging me.”
”So how did you become foreman of our operation? My brother’s foreman worked for decades before he took the position.”
“Yeah well, I used to be Santa’s foreman before he released me. That’s how the elf you know got the job.”
“I see so what did you do to get fired by my brother? I mean he is extremely tolerant so you must have been exceptionally naughty!”
“He is tolerant I will give you that. Actually it was the Union who reassigned me. They said my activities were affecting the efficiency of the operation which was a lie, because while it is a fact I play hard but when I am at work I work just as hard! It was a bum rap, bum rap I tell ya!”
“What’s the story on the rest of the elves back in The Wee Club?”
“Many have been reassigned from the North Pole like me and are coming from less than awesome gigs. But get this straight, we work hard and we play hard. If you can live with that then we can have a good thing going on here Xanta.”
They had just returned to the front of the factory when David heard the faint sounds of music causing them all to look up where they saw eight reindeer and sleigh making an approach to land on the street where they were standing. They had to duck as the sleigh was coming in way to fast. With the music “Run Rudolf Run” blaring the reindeer tried to stop but the sleigh started to sway side to side, careening off the front of buildings, knocking down street lights until finally coming to rest. The sleigh had been demolished with only the sleighs frame and skids left intact. The reindeer had collapsed from exhaustion and were heaped in a pile panting. By this time many elves had gathered in the street and were laughing at the spectacle.
David and the others arrive at the scene of the accident “Gus, see if any of them are hurt!”
“Right”
“That was some nasty wreck! And they’re your drivers? Good luck with that man!” offered Jack shaking his head.
David thought he better start getting Jack in line “Your first duty at the South Pole is to get this mess cleaned up and the sleigh repaired.” He said with a look that said do not give me any grief.
“It’s cool man, we will take care of it.”
By now it was late and David was running out of gas after all the nights of no sleep preparing for the council meeting “Guys, meet me at 8:00am tomorrow in my office at the plant. I am going to get some rest.” They nodded their heads in acknowledgement. “Now all I have to do is find where I am staying…” and David walked towards where he thought his house would be.
Chapter 4 Second Day
David had found his house the night before which ended up being a penthouse on the fourth floor. Actually it was the entire fourth floor. Only the manufacturing plant was taller at the South Pole. The whole level was circular and rotated slowly providing a panoramic view of the South Pole community. David was impressed with his penthouse but could not help but feel they had a mountain to climb with the staff and the time given to prove the worth of their fairy tale. David had left the penthouse and headed to the factory for their meeting. As he walked by the location of where the reindeer had wrecked the night before, he noticed that everything had already been repaired. This made him feel a little better. He looked closely at the street lights, sides of the buildings and they had all been repaired so well you could not even tell they had been damaged. He then decided to take a slight detour and went by the hangar to check on the reindeer. As he walked through their area some of the reindeer were sitting up with cold packs on their heads while others had cold packs and bandages on their legs. “That was quite a landing boys.” David said sarcastically. Some of the reindeer just let out a moan and fell back on their bed of hay.
David had only seen a few elves in the diner this morning and was wondering where they all could be. As he passed The Wee Club he decided to take a peek inside against his better judgment. He opened the door to see elves lying on the floor, across tables, on the bar with bottles and glasses strewn everywhere. Not wanting to deal with it at that moment he closed the door quickly in hopes no one would see him. “I have to get that factory operational as fast as possible to keep these guys busy.” he thought to himself.
A cell phone rang a couple of times and David realized it was his “Hello!”
“Hello David, its Kris!”
“Hey there brother, how are you?”
“Doing well thank you, just checking in to see how you were doing?”
“Fine, fine, aside from the drunken elves, a totaled sleigh driven by the rock’in rookie reindeer team, a shady elf foreman Jack whom you had fired apparently previously and my shy head elf… good.”
“Oh my David.”
“Hey it’s fine, we will find our stride I know it. Your empire was not built in a day.”
“That’s the spirit David. Keep it positive and good things will happen.”
“Don’t worry Kris, really all is going fine so far. I will let you know if I need some help.”
“Don’t just say it David, mean it. I will do whatever I can.”
“I know you would. Tell Claire I said hello.”
“I will. Go gett’em!”
“I will. Talk to you soon.” and with that he hung up and opened the huge walnut stained doors to the factory. The factory was massive. The council had left the factory design the same as Santa’s. It did not matter what you were building, Santa had the manufacturing process down after a thousand years. In the center of the main assembly area was a glass dome that glistened the gambit of rainbow colors throwing shards of light throughout the facility. To the left and right of the main entrance was a stairway which followed the circular structure to the top floor where he guessed he would find his office. He followed the stairway to the second floor where at the top of the steps the hallway curved to the right. Soon he came upon his office and opened the door to find Gus already sitting in a chair in front of his desk. Gus turned to face David as he opened the door. “Good morning Gus.” said David.
“Good morning Xanta.”
As David walked into the room he was looking around since this was his first time to see it. There was a fireplace on the left side of the room with a Victorian loveseat in front of it and a table with a rug underneath it. There was a giant desk at the back of the room with four chairs in front of the desk where Gus was sitting. On the right side of the room was a twelve foot conference table and wooden chairs resting on top of another ornate rug.
“We can begin our meeting as Jack is over there.” pointed Gus to the loveseat.
David went and looked over the back of the loveseat to find Jack passed out asleep. David then poked him on the shoulder in an attempt to wake him up but it only made Jack roll into a different position.
Let me try said Gus pulling out a whistle from his pocket. Gus then leaned over Jack and blew the whistle as hard as he could. Jack jumped off the loveseat and hit the mantle above the fireplace knocking off figurines and plates that broke on the floor. He landed with a thud on the stone hearth. Dazed he rose to his feet, with his arms stretched out as if ready to wrestle someone.
“Jack, it’s us, wake up!” said David.
“Oh, it’s you guys, I thought it was a raid or something.” stammered Jack visibly relieved.
“Why were you sleeping in my office anyway?” asked David.
“I didn’t want to be late for our meeting this morning, so I slept here knowing you would wake me when you arrived and voila here we are on time and ready to grind!”
“Well Jack I can’t fault you for that can I?” said David sarcastically. “Ok, everybody here is our immediate task, no one knows who Xanta Claus is let alone that we provide a service at Christmas for people eleven years old and older. Our objective is to ascertain what gifts our demographic is going to request and from there we can determine what selections we will provide.”
“Hold on a second their chief. Are you telling me we will not be making toys?” asked Jack.
“Some, sure, but since our age range is eleven plus we will probably need to make a much broader selection of gifts to meet this diversity of ages.” answered David.
“What kind of crap is this? No toys, so what are we going to make?”
“That is why I called this meeting so we can establish how we are going to determine what gifts we will offer.”
“Santa never put any limit on what a kid could ask for.”
“No, but he never gave a kid a pony either did he?”
“No… I guess not.”
“And besides he’s had over 1200 years to get it right, we don’t” said David. “We have less than a year!”
“So how do we get started?”
That’s when it hit David, “We need to start collecting our client list now. Usually kids don’t start placing orders until after Halloween, but with our age range we could start collecting them now so we can evaluate what types of gifts will be requested. How can we reach out to all these people so they know about us and can place their wish? We also need a way to communicate back with them in case there is a problem with their wish, at least until we get our process worked out and know how to handle such occurrences.” continued David.
Gus spoke up “We could create our own website and YouTube video as a means to get the word out about Xanta Claus. The website could feature a client portal where they can create an account, make their gift selection and then we can collect their information directly into a database. From the database we can then analyze the data into the different categories and items our customers are requesting, simple.”
Both David and Jack looked at Gus in amazement. Jack responded first “You are a nerd elf aren’t you?”
David said as he stood up “That is very good Gus. Yes that’ll work.”
Gus just smiled at Jack.
“Xanta I recommend we hire a good PR person to create our promotional materials, artwork and related items we need for our website, YouTube video and other materials. I can do all the technical aspects but will need help with the other promotional aspects.”
“Yes we do need a PR person and I have an idea how we can find them, take me to the Client List device.”
“You two go do that and let ole Jack here know when the heavy lifting needs to be done. I don’t do the girly ass web stuff.” said Jack as he went back to the love seat and lay down.
“Jack what are you doing?”
“I am going to make sure I don’t miss our next meeting!” as he shut his eyes.
Exasperated, David threw his hands in the air and they left his office.
Gus had walked down the hallway to a room marked Client List on the outside of the door. Gus opened the door and they entered the room where in the middle was a giant snow globe with what resembled a heavy mist swirling within it. Gus turned to David and said “Ok, this is where it gets weird. This is truly some voodoo the elders created when they made the Client List device. Gus then went to the console on the side of the device and made a few selections. Place your right hand on the crystal dome here on the console.”
“Hello Xanta Claus, how may I help you?” said a women’s voice from the device startling David and Gus.
“Oh, hello, yes… I wish to do a search for a person.” said David looking around the room.
“Please say the last and first name of the person and what city they are located in.”
“Sorry it is not that kind of search. I wish to do a search by a person’s attributes instead. I am looking for a PR person we can hire.”
“Just a moment please… please enter the attributes you are searching for on the list provided.”
Xanta then examine the list displayed on the globe and started answering them.
“Gender: female of course. We are a people oriented company so kind of goes with most of that gender… at least until you marry them, ha!” he poked Gus as he said this. Gus nervously smiled back not fully comprehending its brevity. In his three hundred plus years Gus had not been out of the lab much. Seeing Gus’s reaction, David proceeded through the list.
“Qualities: intelligent, genuine, hard working, pretty.” When he keyed in the word pretty Gus frowned. Noticing the look on his face David said “What Gus, what? This is a PR person. They have to have the look for us to get the look… comprende?”
“Whatever.” replied Gus looking back at the criteria list.
“Gus this is pretty much all the qualities I have not found in those I have dated.”
“That’s a surprise.” Gus said sarcastically as he continued to look forward.
“Next is Occupation: Public Relations”
“Employment Status: available”
“Geographical Location: United States”
“Language: sorry, English is the first language at the South Pole.”
“Are you kidding? Do you understand what I am saying?” said Gus turning to face David.
“Well yes?’ David replied puzzled.
“Surprise, one of the powers you have is to hear everyone in you native language. When I speak it is translated to English for you automatically.”
“Really, wow, nobody mentioned this. I wondered how Kris could always understand the chef at the Japanese Steak House. Can I modify like the pitch of your voice with this power?” Gus just shook his head.
“Guess that would be a no. Because of cultural differences I am going to stay inside the United States anyway.”
“General Criteria: Believed in Santa when a child, probably an important reference point don’t you think?”
“Well then, can you think of anything else Gus?”
“Not really.”
“Ok then let’s spin the wheel.” and with that said he pressed the Search option. The Client List device displayed a blur of imagery within its mist as it searched. Soon it stopped and displayed a list of individual pictures as thumbnails in a list and displayed in the middle of the screen 3,015 clients selected.
“Wow, that’s a little more than I anticipated. It could take weeks just sifting through these.” David said as he thought for a moment. Then he had an idea. He selected the option to change his search criteria and modified the General Criteria: field.
“Let’s add to the criteria: Believed in Santa Claus when a child and has met Santa personally. I have been thinking our whole fairy tale enterprise would be quite a jolt to anyone but if they had personally met my brother coming out of the chimney I figure it will be much easier for them to grasp the reality of our fairy tale without having a coronary initially.”
“Hmm, that makes a lot of sense.” said Gus looking at David with a surprised expression.
David selected the Search option and the Client List device displayed a blur of imagery again as it searched. Soon it stopped and displayed a single thumbnail image of an individual in the middle of the screen, 1 client selected.
David and Gus exchanged looks of surprise “That’s more like it. Well let’s find out more about our selection.”
They started reviewing the person’s profile;
Name: Dawson, Lorie Beth
Goes by: Lorie
Age: 38
Marital Status: Divorced
Children: two, Michael Thomas Dawson - 8, Jessie Ann Dawson - 15
Location: Kearney, Mo
Occupation: Public Relations Agent and owner of Dawson Imaging.
And the profile continued.
David noticed a Shadow option “Gus what’s this option do?”
“That will virtually display the person and what they are doing at this moment, so you are in essence shadowing them.”
“Let’s take a look.”
Immediately the mist changed from the list and zoomed from a position in space to an office where there was a women sitting at a desk crying. David and Gus exchanged glances. She wasn’t bawling hysterically, just tears running down her face slowly. Someone softly knocked on the door to her office “Just a minute.” she said trying to wipe the tears away. She then took a deep breath and exhaled while sitting up straight in her chair.
“Come on in.”
“Sorry Lorie, but would you mind if I take off early, Evan has a basketball game and I need to pick him up at school first?” asked Janet her assistant peaking her head through the door she had partially opened.
“Sure, no problem.”
“Hey, you OK?”
“Yes, fine, just having one of those moments. Really, its fine.” said Lorie reassuringly.
“Call me later if you need to talk, OK?”
“I will, thank you.”
With that Janet closed the door to her office. Lorie leaned back in her chair “I don’t have the heart to tell her yet that the Wilkerson account just cancelled us. What are we going to do?” She then pulled herself to her desk and began working on her computer. On her desk were numerous photos of her children at all different ages. Other than this her office was very tidy and orderly.
Ms. Dawson has recovered now and they were able to see her for the first time, she was a striking women. She was brunette, probably five feet six inches tall and slender. David thought whoever divorced her must have been some kind of idiot.
The whole shadowing experience had set a somber mood for Gus and David. “Well I think we have found our PR person. Gus contact Ms. Dawson and setup a time we can pick her up tomorrow morning and bring her here for an interview. We’ll expose her to our operation and see where it goes from there. Tell her we will be sending transportation to pick her up.” said David. Gus nodded his head in agreement.
David had a problem with his mode of transportation and thought this was an area where his brother could help. He opened his cell phone and dialed.
“Hello David! How is it going down there?”
“Good, we are starting to get things rolling. How is it going for you?”
“Fine, in full swing for next year you know.”
“Good, hey, I have a favor to ask of you. You know I mentioned the accident with the reindeer last night. I am looking to hire a PR person to help us get the word out about our fairy tale and I was wondering if I could trouble you to have your sleigh pick her up tomorrow morning because quite frankly I am afraid if I send my team she probably will be injured, maimed or worse?”
“Sure, just send me the details and I will have it done.”
“Oh and another thing, please do not send your personal sadist Martin as the driver. I would like to make a good impression.”
Santa said laughing “Ok, no Martin. It’s not a problem anyway because you will not be the passenger. We do need to discuss your reindeer situation however. You have to use them on Christmas Eve, you have no choice. With that said I want to recommend a reindeer trainer that will whip your team into shape.”
“Sure, that would be great.”
“Good, he’s the best in the business. I just mention his name and Blitzen snaps to attention. He is an elf who lives in Scandinavia. I will contact him for you and send him your way. His name is Hiriam Gustafen.”
“Great! I really appreciate that and thanks for helping me out tomorrow.”
“Glad to do it.”
“Tell Claire hello for me.”
“I will, goodbye David.”
As David hung up the phone he had a feeling it was all starting to fall together. Not everything mind you, but he did feel they were moving forward and he would take that for now.
Chapter 5 Reindeer Games
Feeling better about their chances of pulling their fairy tale off, David left the factory when he noticed many elves were coming towards him. “Hey, where is everybody going?” he asked some of the first elves arriving.
“Supplies have arrived and we need to unload them and place them in their storage areas.” Several offered as they made their way to the factory.
“Great, good work guys.” shocked they had taken the initiative. They just made a groaning noise as they walked on.
David continued down the street when a sleigh driven by two reindeer appeared in the sky and turned to apparently land on Main Street. The sleigh made a perfect landing, with both runners landing at the same precise moment. After what David had just experienced, this was amazing to watch. In the driver’s seat was an elf wearing a dark brown outfit and a green elf hat. His hair was pure white and tied in a short pony tail. He had a serious, all business look on his face. David walked over to the sleigh as the elf stood up in the driver’s seat. David could not help but notice he had a whip tied to his waist. “Must be Blitzen’s motivation.” he thought.
“Hiriam Gustafen I presume, I am Xanta Claus and it is a pleasure to meet you.” Looking older, Hiriam surprised him by doing a flip off the driver’s seat to the ground landing immediately in front of him.
“Yes, I am Hiriam Gustafen, reindeer trainer, my card.” Hiriam said in a Scandinavian accent as he clicked his boots together and bent over slightly handing David his card.
A little taken back by the Hitler inspired introduction, David answered “Yes, great…, you come highly recommended by my brother.”
“My methods have proven to serve him well, yes.”
“Good, because my reindeer team could use a little help. They apparently haven’t logged enough flight time to fully develop their skills.” offered David.
“It is not the amount of flying time they require, it is the quality of flying time and discipline they need.”
“Ok then, so would you like me to show you your quarters?”
“No! There is not a moment to lose! I wish to start immediately. I understand we have until Christmas Eve to groom this team into top physical, performance condition!”
“Yes, I like your enthusiasm, not sure they will, but follow me please.”
As Hiriam past his sleigh the reindeer were standing at perfect attention and turned to follow them both as they headed toward the hangar without a command given. “Now that’s a reindeer team, a little scary maybe, but wow!” David thought to himself.
As they approached the hangar David noticed his reindeer team was obviously feeling better as they had rock music blaring. Some were jousting with each other, others were involved in some kind of long distance jumping game while others were hanging on the rail smoking and watching the others. David approached them “Hello reindeer team.” The reindeer team reluctantly, lethargically moved over in front of David so he could address them.
Before he could say anything Hiriam somersaulted himself in front of David while at the same time he had unclipped his whip. Upon landing he immediately took his whip and struck the boom box that was playing, disintegrating it into pieces with electrical sparks shooting everywhere and smoke rolling out of it. “You will come to attention when you address Xanta Claus!” he yelled cracking his whip in the air above him. The reindeer’s jaws fell open and the ones with cigarettes, they just fell from their mouths. The reindeer collected themselves and stood in front of David at attention as best they could.
When Hiriam had first cracked his whip, David had jumped three feet in the air. The crack had caught him by surprise and he was trying to catch his breath to continue “I have taken the liberty of hiring your own personal trainer to prepare you for our big night this coming Christmas Eve. Let me introduce Hiriam Gustafen, your trainer. With the mention of his name Hiriam clicked his heels together and cracked his whip while the reindeer showed immediate fear in their eyes. Hiriam’s reputation obviously preceded him and the reindeer knew their lives had just changed drastically.
“Thank you for that Xanta Claus.” Hiriam started to walk in front of the reindeer as if inspecting them. “Now it is time to start your training. It is easy to see you are soft, undisciplined, but we will change all this, yes?” Hiriam immediately cracked his whip again as if in anger startling the reindeer and David again. “I asked you a question Xanta’s reindeer and I expect a response! Are you ready to begin your training you flea bitten throw rugs?”
The reindeer grunted in unison.
David started to feel as if he was in the way so he said “Well I will leave you all to your training. Hiriam, thanks for the help.”
“You can thank me when they successfully pull your sleigh and you are not dismembered or killed!” yelled Hiriam. “Do you carnival rides want to kill Xanta Claus?” asked Hiriam. The reindeer again grunted in unison. “Then let’s get started!” yelled Hiriam.
David left the hangar thinking “Wow! That is one intense elf. My brother was right, if anybody can whip them into shape it was Hiriam. If Hiriam didn’t work out training the reindeer he would definitely be a candidate for their head of security if nothing else.”
Chapter 6 Xanta Claus Gets PR
Lorie Dawson had received a call yesterday afternoon that had her sitting on a bench in front of her office in Kansas City just off the Plaza. The Plaza was a long time affluent area in Kansas City where only the finest shops and restaurants could be found in the Midwest let alone Kansas City. Lorie grew up in Kearney, a suburb of Kansas City and upon her divorce she left the prestigious PR firm of Hines and Moore, moved her and the kids back to Kearney and started her own PR firm.
Her business had started off well as word spread of a new PR hitter from New York was in town. The business held its own for several years, but with the economy slowing it had taken its toll and much of the client list she had built up were closing their doors. Yesterday her last major account had announced Chapter 11 and unless a miracle happened she would not be far behind. She felt stupid for leaving New York and putting her kids into this predicament. She thought she hadn’t planned far enough ahead when she started the business. So here she sat in front of her office hoping this would be the client that could pull them out of the gutter.
She heard the sound of hooves pounding the brick streets of the Plaza which was odd because the carriage rides were not usually operating until 6:00 pm at night, but when she looked up she was surprised to see eight reindeer and a red sleigh that Santa Claus himself might just ride in. She watched them as they briskly moved down the street towards where she was sitting. As the sleigh approached she could see it was driven by someone dressed like an elf “Wow someone did something bad at Christmas. Whoever it was they were going the longest yard to impress somebody in January.” she thought.
However the sleigh moved to her side of the street and pulled up next to where she was sitting. The elf stood up and introduced himself “Hi, my name is Scotty, are you Ms. Dawson?”
“Yes?” Lorie a little shocked, starting to grasp the fact that this was her ride.
By now Scotty had climbed to the ground and was holding the door open for her to enter the sleigh. “I am your driver, please board and we will be on our way.”
She found this all quite odd but she was not in the position to say no to any client. “Sure, thank you.” she said as she rose from the bench and climbed into the back seat of the sleigh. “This is a mighty big sleigh. I haven’t seen this one before.”
“Really, I thought you had.” said Scotty. “Please buckle up and we can take off.”
Lorie was sitting down looking around the sleigh and the intricate carvings in the wood when she noticed Scotty was turned around looking at her. “Oh, yes of course, I just didn’t think you were…” she mumbled finding the seat belt and fastening around her waist.
“Please make sure it is tight.” said Scotty as he watched her pull the strap snug around her waist.
“I really don’t know why…” Lorie started to say when like a rocket they were in the air above the Plaza and heading towards the South Pole. She was pinned back against the seat as they quickly ascended. She just kept her arms stretched out, bracing herself against the seat. She now understood why Scotty had insisted on her buckling herself in. “Wait, wait, wait… I am so stressed out I am just hallucinating…” she thought as she looked down to the see the clouds passing by and the patchwork layout of the terrain below. “If I am dreaming this is one hell of a whopper.” she thought as the wind rushed by her face.
Soon the sleigh began to level off and the amount of wind rushing past subsided. She started to feel calm, pleasant even as they traveled through the air at a high rate of speed. In front of her a wooden door lowered forming a shelf of which a tray slid forward holding a steaming ornate silver mug of hot cocoa and a dish holding sugar cookies. Scotty turned and said “Please try the hot cocoa, it’s the best in the world!”
“Sure.” said Lorie still perplexed at her current situation. She then lowered her arms from the back of the seat and allowed herself to lean to the side a little to look down again. She could already see the outline of the Texas coast and the ocean below. She didn’t know much about planes but she knew they were making very good time. “Excuse me… Scotty?”
“Yes Ms. Dawson.”
“Could you please tell me where we are going in my dream?”
“Yes Ms. Dawson, the South Pole.” he answered matter of fact.
“Really, the South Pole?” she responded showing signs of doubt.
“Yes Ms. Dawson.”
“Should I be worried Scotty.” she asked sheepishly.
“No ma’m, not at all. I have been doing this for a long time and this reindeer team is the best in the world.” as he pointed to the reindeer. “Now if the other team had picked you up that would be a totally different story.” He answered shaking his head.
“Well then I am glad you picked me up Scotty.” Lorie said not believing what she was saying. “Now I am talking to my hallucination.” she thought.
“You better believe it ma’m.” Scotty said nodding his head in agreement.
“We are almost there Ms. Dawson, please prepare for our landing.”
The tray that had appeared slipped back inside the sleigh and the door closed as they started to descend.
As she looked down she could see ice and snow everywhere and then in the distance there was a glow like the aurora borealis she had heard about. As they came closer she could see it was a translucent dome covering what looked like a miniature scene from New York City except the buildings weren’t as high, or as many, but it definitely had a modern look. The sleigh lined up with Main Street and it was apparent this was where they were going to land. The sleigh made a perfect landing and they started to travel down the street. They past The Wee Spot nightclub where a few elves we entering and Santa Baby could be heard momentarily. Next they passed a bookstore where she swore she saw a sign in the window that said New shipment in, South Pole Best Seller; Elves Gone Wild and when she looked back she could not read the sign anymore. Then the crack of a whip ripped through the air like a lightning bolt and she looked to her left to see Hiriam yelling at a group of reindeer outside the hangar “You call that a jump hay muncher? Now Jump!”
Scotty looked back at Lorie “See what I mean.” She took a double take at the reindeer they had just past now understanding that Scotty had meant every word and began to realize this probably was not a dream. Somehow this made her feel better, but it was a lot to take in so quickly.
They approached a massive building which had South Pole in lettering forming an arch at the entrance with Xanta Claus below it aligned horizontally between the arches. They began to slow as Scotty pulled on the reigns and parked the sleigh in front of the structure. Coming down the steps to meet them was David and Gus. Scotty had hopped down and placed the steps on the ground for Ms. Dawson to exit the sleigh. As she exited she said “Thank you Scotty.”
“My pleasure Ms. Dawson.” as he picked up the steps and placed them in the sleigh.
David was the first one to greet Ms. Dawson and he was instantly smitten with her. As she climbed down she seemed to move in slow motion and it was hard for him to breathe. He had extended his hand and they shook hands for several seconds before he caught himself. “Hello Ms. Dawson my name is David and we are so delighted you came on such short notice.”
“It was quite an interesting trip.” she said nervously still expecting to wake up from a dream.
“Yes, I will explain all this in just a few moments. First I would like to introduce Gus, our head elf.”
“Of course, your head elf.” as she shook Gus’s hand.
“It is a pleasure to meet you Ms. Dawson. I have anxiously awaited your arrival. There is much too do.” said Gus.
David had moved over to where Scotty was standing “Hello Scotty.”
“Hello David, good to see you again.”
“Good to see you too.” replied David.
“I bet you’re glad they didn’t send Martin.” Scotty said with a wink.
“That goes without saying, he is the single most…” he then caught himself as Ms. Dawson was hanging on every word as one would expect in her situation. “Will you please join us Scotty while you wait to take Ms. Dawson back to her office?”
“If it’s all the same to you I am going to go check out that nightclub we passed up the street. We don’t have anything like that at the North Pole. Just give me a call when Ms. Dawson is ready to go back.”
“Appreciate you helping us out. Our team is not quite ready for prime time.”
“No problem. I saw Hiriam on the way in though.” Scotty started chuckling “He will get them ready or kill’em, right Blitzen?”
Blitzen just shook his head and grunted.
Scotty yelled out as his sleigh pulled away “Just call me and I will come back.” With that David turned back to Ms. Dawson who was looking rather spooked so he decided to explain their circumstances.
“Did he just call that reindeer Blitzen?” asked Ms. Dawson.
“Yes, he did.”
“That’s what I thought I heard.”
“Let me explain everything to you. Please follow me into our manufacturing facility where we will proceed to my office where we can discuss our hopeful arrangement with your company Ms. Dawson.”
“I would love an explanation so I know I am not losing my mind right now.”
“Ms. Dawson you are quite sane I assure you.”
They all walked up the steps leading into the facility and opened the huge doors which exposed elves busy working across the plant. They then followed the ornate stairway to Xanta Claus’s office. No one said anything as Ms. Dawson was obviously in awe of everything that was unfolding in front of her. As they reached the upper level they started towards Xanta’s office “Right this way Ms. Dawson.” and David opened the door for her and Gus to enter.
All of the sudden there was the sound of glass breaking and cussing in front of the fire place on the Victorian loveseat. Jack’s head and bare shoulders then appeared above the back of the love suite. “Well hello there Xanta Claus.” said Jack in a nervous voice and smile to match. You could still hear a lot of bustling noises and Jack was being moved to and fro by whatever it was. Then the bustling stopped and a female elf’s head appeared next to Jack’s on the loveseat. Suddenly it became clear to David what was going on and his eyes opened wide. Catching himself before he said anything, he quickly turned and faced Ms. Dawson and said “Please wait outside for a moment while I deal with a personnel matter. It will only take a moment.” The whole time he is talking he is basically escorting Ms. Dawson out of the room. “Gus will you wait with Ms. Dawson? I will just be a moment. I sincerely apologize for this… Thank you.” Then he shut the door to his office. He was infuriated and when he turned around he found the usually witty Jack speechless. David said “My office Jack, my office? What is wrong with you?”
“I got…, I mean we, got horny, it happens! You’re not gay or something are ya?”
“No… I am not gay!” shouted David. Ms. Dawson and Gus were standing in the hallway where they could hear David’s discussion making it even more awkward.
Sensing this Gus said “So how was your flight here?” trying to make small talk.
Back in Xanta’s office David continued “Its fine, its fine… just get a room, use my penthouse, but next time just don’t use my office ok?”
“That’s mighty human of you Xanta. I appreciate that.” said Jack as he and his friend stepped from behind the loveseat.
David looked at the lady elf whom was obviously nervous and said “Hello, forgive Jack he has no manners, I am Xanta Claus and who might you be?”
“Hello Xanta, my name is Daisy.” she said perking up since David was taking it so well.
“It is good to meet you Daisy even under these unusual circumstances.”
”We were just…” started Daisy.
“Daisy there is no explanation needed, the vision I have in my mind will suffice for now. Well, I need my office back if you two don’t mind and Jack I will not be home for sometime so you might check on it for me if you have a moment.” as he winked to Jack.
Realizing what David was doing Jack said “Sure, sure glad to help.” as he escorted himself and Daisy out of the office where they ran into Gus and Ms. Dawson standing in the hallway.
“Damn, now I know why you want your office back, humph!” exclaimed Jack who was promptly hit in the back of the head by Daisy with her purse which sent Jack straight to the floor.
Daisy then stormed off down the hallway “What a jerk!”
Jack quickly recovered and started after Daisy “Come on now don’t be like that.” and you could hear them still arguing as they descended the stairway.
Gus and Ms. Dawson looked at David. “Well come on in Ms. Dawson sorry for the delay.” as David motioned for her to re-enter his office.
She stuck her head inside the door and said “Are you sure it’s ok to come in?”
“Yes, I do apologize again for that but our plant foreman had made himself at home here and …” David just shrugged his shoulders hoping she wouldn’t ask anything else about the matter. This seemed to appease her and she sat down in the chairs in front of his desk along with Gus.
“Ms. Dawson again, thank you for coming. We selected you as someone we wish to represent our company in a Public Relations capacity. We are just starting our operations here and we need some immediate assistance as we have a firm deadline to meet in less than a year. The words, “you were selected”, was music to Lorie’s ears. Maybe this crazy, bizarre day could be the miracle she was hoping for she thought.
“Thank you, we would be more than happy to assist you in whatever capacity you may need.”
“Excellent, then consider yourself hired.” David said obviously excited.
“Great.” Thinking that was the quickest interview she had ever been through.
Gus then walked over to Xanta Claus with a concerned look and whispered something into his ear. “Gus is right, let me explain who we are and what we are doing here in fairness to you before you make your decision.
Obviously relieved Ms. Dawson said “That would be wonderful. It has been quite a shock to the system today.”
“Yes, I imagine it was.” he hesitated to explain in full detail thinking he might scare her off, but it was better to know now if she couldn’t handle the truth. “Ms. Dawson please keep an open mind with what I am about to tell you. We purposely did not tell you on the phone that we were located at the South Pole, and that you would be picked up in my brother’s sleigh and that we worked with elves and so on because you would never believe it without seeing it.”
“I see it… and it is still hard to believe.”
“Yes, well we figured by your coming here we could at least explain to you what we are doing and put all the cards on the table so you can make an educated decision. So with that said here we go… I am Xanta Claus, of the Xanta Claus fairy tale which was just approved for a one year provisional trial. Xanta Claus is actually an extension of my brother’s fairy tale, Santa Claus.” He could see her eyes widen. “Ms. Dawson please do not pass judgment until I am through. We are trying to do the world a great service here. My brother’s fairy tale ends when a child reaches the age of eleven in almost all cases and it is called crossing over to the side of non-believers. Ms. Dawson I know you were a believer in my brother, and I would go so far as to assume you still believe in him because of a unique experience you had as a child when you met my brother in person.” Having said this he waited for her reaction.
“Well, truthfully I did believe in Santa Claus like every other child when I was young but I would not say I believed in him so much until today again.”
Puzzled by her response David looked at Gus. Gus returned the same look and said “The Client List device is very accurate. I find it hard to believe it would make an error.” Ms. Dawson was looking confused again.
“Ms. Dawson was there ever a time in your childhood when you thought you saw Santa Claus in your home and it wasn’t your dad.”
You could tell she was confused and trying to process what he just said when she suddenly jumped to her feet and started pointing at David “It was you!” she yelled at the top of her lungs. Scowling at David she then started to ramble. “No it couldn’t be you, you are not that old… but you KNOW WHO it was don’t you? Huh? What are you some kind of sicko?”
By this time David had stood up extending both arms out in a gesture for her to calm down saying “Please Ms. Dawson there is no one here who wants to harm you in any way we are simply trying to do business with you. Please explain what happened and maybe this will shed some light on what you are talking about.”
Ms. Dawson had settled down some and not feeling threatened carefully sat back down and with her arms crossed and glared at David. “Ok, but don’t try any funny stuff you hear.”
“I assure you no one will try anything.” Gus had moved next to David and was nervously shaking his head in agreement.
Ms. Dawson saw the terrified look on Gus’s face staring back at her and as a mom she knew you could not fake that kind of reaction, so she decided to tell her story. “OK, fine. When I was a little girl I heard a noise downstairs on Christmas Eve so like every eight year old I went downstairs thinking I might actually get to see Santa Claus in person. Well when I looked downstairs by the fireplace I did not see Santa Claus so I thought maybe he was in the den where the Christmas tree was so I went into the den and looked, still no Santa. Then I saw the door was closed to the bathroom between the den and the kitchen. I could see light coming from under the bathroom door. I assumed it was my brother playing a trick on me which made me angry at which point I marched up to the door and opened it to find, not my brother, but someone dressed as Santa Claus sitting on the toilet in our bathroom reading Time magazine and the smell... to this day that haunts me most of all. The elephants at the circus smell better. Anyway I was scared to death and immediately ran upstairs screaming, waking everybody in the house. I told my parents what had happened and my dad went downstairs but he could not find anyone there, but everyone could smell the odor and blamed me for it! Anyway, my brother and I did mysteriously receive two presents from Santa that year. So if that’s the unusual experience I had with Santa Claus you speak about then yes, I guess I met him, but I cannot say it was a pleasant experience.”
Xanta Claus looked as if he had seen a ghost, he was speechless “Ms. Dawson I am so sorry I had no idea that was… could you excuse me for a moment.” He turned his chair around and dialed his brother’s phone number.
“Hello David. How are you doing?”
“Good Kris, I have a question for you. Did a child catch you using the toilet in their home where you were delivering gifts one year?”
“How in candy cane grove did you know that? Yes there was a little girl that scared the gum drops out of me one time.”
“What were you doing using the bathroom?”
“It’s a long trip brother, where do you think you’re going to go come this next Christmas Eve?”
“I see your point.”
“Why are you asking me about this?”
“Well I am interviewing the little girl you almost scared to death to work as our PR person.”
“Scared her to death, she screamed so loud I thought my heart had stopped and I almost went to a hospital. Well anyway, yes it did happen and promise me you will not put this in one of your books, please...”
“I won’t put it in one of my books, but I can think of a spin with Martin in it. Elf messed his pants when eight year old girl screams, something like that.”
“Oh great, flame the fires David. Do us both a favor and leave Martin out of your books completely.”
“I will whenever he apologizes to me for how he’s treated me over the years.”
“David if he wrote about you in his own books like you do about him for the whole world to read would that not make you a little angry?”
“You assume a lot when you think that munchkin could get published.” Gus made a coughing noise signaling Xanta Claus to get off the phone “Hey Kris I have to go. Thanks again for sending Scotty, he did a great job.”
“What about Hiriam…”
“Kris I will call you back, I really need to go, bye.” David then turned around and faced Ms. Dawson as he placed his cell phone on his desk.
“I am sorry Ms. Dawson, I had no idea what had happened. Your encounter with my brother was much different than I had imagined. I just called him and it was a complete accident what happened and if it makes you feel any better your scream caused his heart to stop beating almost forcing him to visit a hospital.”
“It helps a little.”
“Let’s try this again, the fairy tale that has been granted to me specifically is to bring hope in the same way my brother has to all the people eleven years of age and older. Mine begins where my brothers ends. Does this make sense to you?”
She stands up as if completely confused “This whole day has been crazy, then you know the person in the Santa suit… who is actually Santa Claus, your brother… who almost scared me to death and to top it off, you are just starting your own fairy tale which you want me to promote…”
David cut in at that point and with a sincere look pleaded his case “Ms. Dawson you need… to take this account. Gus and I discovered this yesterday when we were searching for a PR firm. We know you lost your largest account and you are deeply troubled. Please, we can help you and you can help us.” She had not told anyone about losing that account and the reality of everything started to sink in and she slowly sat back down.
“We will reward your efforts handsomely.” then a thought occurred to him. “Gus do we have any money?”
Knowing this would probably send Ms. Dawson into another spiral of emotions Gus answered very quickly “Yes, more than you can imagine, yes.”
So Ms. Dawson lets settle your contract right now so we can begin work. By this time Ms. Dawson was just sitting in the chair as if totally defeated.
With a forced smile and a forced calm voice she said “I charge $5,000 a week or $1,200 a day for my time and then we give a proposal on a per project basis for art work, ad campaign, etc.”
“Well let’s make it $10,000 a week and you just bill us for all the projects you do for us. We know we can trust you.”
Still numb from the whole day she answered “Great, we will do a good job for you.”
Seeing she was a little unstable he stood up from his desk “I see we have overwhelmed you. Let’s take a short break. Gus and I will be back in a few minutes and we will let you collect your thoughts.
“No, don’t go. For some crazy reason I believe you and I know this is real. No one could make this stuff up. I just need a moment and I will be fine.” With that David said “We will be right back.” He and Gus walked out of his office.
“Gus, please order Ms. Dawson some hot cocoa and get yourself whatever you want. I am just going to wait out here for a few minutes to give her some time alone.”
“You got it boss.” and with that Gus left to pick up some hot chocolate.
In the meantime Ms. Dawson had walked to the window behind David’s desk and was looking out over the South Pole. Elves were busy scurrying here and there, she could hear a familiar Christmas song with slightly different lyrics “Here Comes Xanta Claus, Here Comes Xanta Claus, right down Xanta Claus lane”, and she could see Santa’s sleigh parked in front of the nightclub where Scotty said he was going. She then suddenly just felt at peace and thought to herself “Yes, it has been a little bizarre but walking through New York City I have seen more things to be scared of than I have here and didn’t they say something about $10,000 a week? Wow, I have put up with some really touchy, handsy pigs for a lot less and besides is this place not great or what? Michael and Jessica would love this place; I can’t wait to bring them here.”
David knocked on the office door that was already open “May I come in now Ms. Dawson?”
She smiled and instantly he knew she was ok “It is your office Xanta Claus.”
“You can call me David, that’s my given name. Xanta Claus is the fairy tale name, you know like how actors take a stage name.”
“Ok, David, how about we get started building the best PR campaign this world has ever seen!”
“Excellent, that’s the spirit”
“So your fairy tale is eleven year old children and older. As in older you mean to what age?”
“Actually there is no upper age limit.”
“Please explain to me one more time what the mission is of your fairy tale?”
“My brother and I have talked for years about how we thought it was unfortunate that his fairy tale had to end when children were still so young and the fact that people of all ages need the promise of hope through the simple act of giving.”
“Wow, I just never thought of it that way. That makes a lot of sense when you explain it.”
“Thank you. We hope we can be half as successful as my brother’s fairy tale has been.”
”I noticed you are wearing Black with red trim as your Xanta suit? Is that the official colors?”
“These are the colors I have to wear yes, but you have free artistic reign to do as you wish.” Gus re-entered the office carrying a tray of silver mugs of hot cocoa which he offered to everyone.
“Thank you Gus, I didn’t have a chance to try this on the flight over.” said Lorie taking a sip. “Wow, that’s cocoa alright with what three-fourths amaretto. It’s got a little kick to it.”
Hearing this David took a sip from his mug and immediately put his mug down “I do apologize again, Gus where did you get these drinks?”
“The Wee Club,” Gus answered curiously.
“Have you tried your cocoa yet Gus?”
“Yeah, it’s the best. It’s got this unusual ingredient I haven’t quite identified yet, but it makes my tongue go numb. Tastes pretty good doesn’t it.” Gus said starting to show signs of getting tipsy.
“As you can see, we still have some kinks to work out.” said David as he took Gus’s mug away from him and sat back down at his desk.
“What we need desperately right now Ms. Dawson is to get the word out about the Xanta Claus fairy tale. We also need to collect information from our clients to identify what kind of gifts they want because we don’t know at this point. This is new territory in the fairy tale business Ms. Dawson. When Gus is sober, he has the ability to build our website, publish any YouTube video you create, and manage our client database but we need the marketing materials, slogans, art work, a campaign put together, all these things and Ms. Dawson and that is where you come in.”
“Yes, I understand and I have some great ideas I can already work on. I do have one more question, does Xanta have any special meaning?”
“Actually it does, not only is it very similar to Santa but it is a play on X-treme Santa, X-tra Santa, or X as in Not Santa. I think it lends itself to be whatever our clients want it to be to meet their different age groups.”
“Not bad, should be easy to work with.”
“Great.” David then looked at his watch and said “Ms. Dawson you will need to be leaving soon in order for you to get home on time.”
“That’s fine, I have more than enough to get started.”
“So we have a deal, you will be our PR person?”
“Yes, gladly and I do appreciate the opportunity”
“Gus will you call Scotty and let him know that Ms. Dawson is ready to return to Kansas City now.”
“You got it boss.”
David and Ms. Dawson started to walk through the plant and to the street where they had first met earlier in the day. He thought “Where did the day go?” as they waited on Scotty to arrive.
Soon they could see Scotty approaching in Santa’s sleigh. David said “Here is my card so you will know how to reach me if you have any more questions. Just call if you want to go over any of your ideas and I will have someone pick you up and bring you back.”
“I can’t wait. You have a wonderful place here.”
“Well thank you.”
“All aboard” said Scotty as he pulled up to the curb.
“Well I need to be going. I will be talking with you soon.” She waved bye as her and Scotty pulled away and in no time they were off and out of sight. He couldn’t take his eyes off her leaving until she was out of view. He thought to himself as he turned and headed back up the steps “This might get complicated.” Gus was waiting for him at the entrance to the plant “Gus, call a South Pole organizational meeting and ask everyone to meet here on the floor of the plant in one hour.”
“Everything ok boss?”
“Yes, but we need to address the troops so they understand the importance of our mission.”
Chapter 7 Uniting the Troops
David looked over the balcony above the plant and saw everyone had assembled on the plant floor. He was a little surprised to see Hiriam and the reindeer team standing just inside the front entrance but they were standing at attention and in a straight line; that was a feat in its own right. The chamber was abuzz, everyone was getting along, no fights, this feel good thought David.
Gus took a position on David’s right, and soon Jack followed standing next to him on his left. David had not said anything to them but his administrative team was there to support him and he appreciated that. He had not intended to give the speech from the balcony but it felt right and it was time to start the meeting and one thing all elves expect is promptness.
David held up his hands to indicate he was ready to call the meeting to order. The chamber rapidly quieted down until it was silent. “Thank you everyone for your attention. I felt it appropriate to call this meeting now that we have all had at least a day to become acclimated to our new home.”
An elf in the crowd yells “The Wee Club rocks!” which brought cheers from the other elves.
After the noise subsided David continued “Yes, I have heard that and what about their hot coca?” he said glancing and winking at Gus who looked away embarrassed. “But I wanted to share with you the mission and purpose of our Xanta Claus fairy tale so we can all be clear of our individual paths and how we can align them every day in what we do. Our mission is truly the same as my brother’s, to deliver and foster hope across the world to anyone, eleven years or older who will accept it. It is not the gifts my brother has been delivering for over a thousand years which are significant, it is the symbol of hope that each gift gives to children everywhere, regardless of their situation. That is our same mission delivered to everyone who is not served by my brother’s fairy tale.”
“I am David Kringle, but myself and each of you, are the heart and soul of Xanta Claus, our fairy tale. I will do my best to represent us well, but each of you is an ambassador as well on this journey we have embarked upon. Together we can make our fairy tale a beacon of hope for the next millennium.” Gus and Jack stood looking at David like everyone else in the chamber in complete awe of the sincere and passionate message delivered by their leader. Jack still looking in awe at David slowly started to clap, with Gus joining him, and soon the entire plant floor was clapping and cheering wildly. The reaction moved David deeply and he wept openly and returned the applause in a gesture to honor them also.
Gathering himself he held his hands up to continue and the chamber quieted once again. “Thank you for that.” He said drying his eyes. “To continue, the council has given us until Christmas Eve to prove the worthiness of our fairy tale and that is not a lot of time. Currently we have not determined what gifts our clients will request, but we are working on this. We just hired a PR firm today to assist with getting the Xanta Claus message out and start collecting this information with Gus’s help as well. Everyone please continue to prepare for the start of operations at the plant, the post office, the reindeer team… literally every department needs to be preparing now so we are ready to start production as soon as we are ready.
“Please know I value each of you, and if you hadn’t noticed I am a little different than my brother. I have been a bachelor for a long time, and that’s probably a good thing with this group” said David as he chuckled and winked at Jack. “But in all seriousness, the Xanta Claus fairy tale is the sum of all of us! So let’s make this fairy tale happen and deliver hope to the rest of the world! Thank you for coming and your support is greatly appreciated.” saying this, the chamber erupted in loud applause again and then slowly dissipating as everyone returned to their tasks.
Jack was the first one who spoke up “Damn boss that was some heaviness you threw down, almost had old Jack even bawling. Damn man you’re good.”
“Thank you Jack, I think.”
“That was amazing! Where did you learn to speak like that. I feel ready to take on anything right now.” added Gus.
“I appreciate that Gus, it will take all of us to pull this off.”
“Ok guys, good job today, I am going to go get some shut eye, see you in the morning.” as David left the plant. He was feeling good about things but Ms. Dawson kept popping into his thoughts. He then had the idea to call her. She was a vendor of theirs so that would be perfectly acceptable and he could also make sure she made it home ok. Taking out his cell phone he calls Ms. Dawson “Hello, this is Lorie Dawson.” He could hear pans banging and the chatter of voices in the background.
“Hello Ms. Dawson its David.”
“Oh, hello David, how are you?”
“Doing great, I was just checking in to make sure you made it back ok.”
“Yes, no problem. Scotty is very nice and we had a pleasant trip back.”
“Probably less exciting than coming?” he said jokingly.
“That might be the understatement of the century David.”
“So can we expect you back soon?” he asked, squinting his eyes for fear of how she would answer.
“Are you kidding, the sooner the better! I have some great ideas I am going to start working on tonight after the kids go to bed.”
“Yes, yes, yes…” he said holding the phone above his head so she could not hear him and all the while he was pumping his right arm up and down in a victory gesture. Finally he stops and continues “Fantastic! We can’t wait to see you, and of course your work, as soon as possible.”
“Is it Ok if I call you tomorrow to give you an update on my status?” asked Lorie.
“Of course, any time.”
She then walked into the hallway outside her kitchen to cut down on the noise she was sure he was hearing on the other end “Also David, thank you so much for picking my company. We, and myself personally, desperately needed this. I know this is not what I should be telling a client but I know I can with you. Thank you.”
“I think we are the lucky ones Ms. Dawson, so thank you.”
“That is sweet, thank you for that.”
“I meant every word of it. Well I know you are probably in the middle of fixing dinner…”
“That obvious huh?”
“Well I am no Sherlock Holmes, but I have been in the kitchen enough to know pans banging means it close to dinner time!”
“Well thank you for calling David and I look forward to seeing you soon!”
“Same here Ms. Dawson.”
“One other thing David, please call me Lorie.”
“Ok…, Lorie, I look forward to seeing you soon, bye.”
“Good bye.”
After he hung up the phone he said “She said I could call her Lorie, ha, ha.” He then continued on his way to his penthouse with a big smile on his face.
Chapter 8 Getting in Shape
David awoke the next morning to a steady, loud knocking on the door of his penthouse. “Just a minute!” he yelled trying to throw his suit pants on, falling several times in the process. “What now?” he thought. As soon as his pants were on he opened the door. Standing in the doorway was a massive man, about six foot three inches tall with muscles that rippled everywhere. He looked like he could crush a man with his little pinky. He was wearing some sort of Norwegian outfit with multi-colored shoulder straps, extremely tight green shorts and thermal socks which were several inches above his hiking boots. He was as much a spectacle of dress code mishaps as he was a specimen of shear muscle.
“Oh, I am sorry, did I wake you from your slumber?” he said as you would to a child in a heavy Austrian accent sounding as if he could be Arnold’s brother.
“Excuse me, who are you?”
“I am Karl Kronenberg, your personal trainer sent here by your brother, now drop and give me fifty!”
“What are you talking about?”
Showing even more anger Karl yells “I said drop and give me fifty! Snell, Snell, Snell!”
Fearing for his life, David drops and started to do pushups on the floor of his penthouse. After a few pushups Karl comments “What are you doing girly man? Those are not pushups, those are wimp-ups! Stop, stop, you are doing it all wrong. This is how you do man pushups!” Karl immediately leaps in the air like a cat and lands in the perfect pushup starting position on his finger tips and toes. “You see the position I am in, this is where you should start from. Now watch as I go down and touch my chest to the floor keeping my legs and back perfectly straight.”
David noticed Karl’s chest was sticking out about two inches from his bulging muscles “Karl, sir, your chest sticks out about two inches past mine so is it ok if I use the two inch rule to be fair?”
“Fair, what is fair in exercise, nothing I tell you. You have to work hard. You want a two inch rule then you must work until your chest gives it to you. Now give me fifty man pushups!”
Not wanting to invoke more of Karl’s rage, David thought it might be better to keep his thoughts to himself and started to do pushups the way Karl had shown him. Being immortal does nothing for you physique, if you want muscles then you have to grow your own and strenuous exercise had not been one of David’s fortes. After ten pushups David started hitting his limitations.
“Come on you little man, give me one more pushup, work for it, pull those balls up and make it happen, do you hear me!” Karl yelled louder the longer a sentence went on. He spoke so loud that the last pushup was completed by David’s uncontrolled response of his muscles to the fear he felt at that moment. “You did it, good job. See, you do eleven manly pushups as opposed to fifty girly ones.” said Karl surprisingly encouragingly. Then he commenced yelling again “Now give me twenty sit ups! No leaning, no rocking, manly sit ups, go.” David lay down and bent his knees of which Karl grabbed his ankles to support him during his sit ups. As he completed one sit up Karl would yell the number in his face which almost single handedly propelled him backwards by itself. He progressively slowed with each and by the seventh sit up he could feel his abdomen muscles ripping but he pushed on trying to thwart the wrath of Karl as long as possible. As he was on the last sit up he could muster Karl encouraged him on as only Karl could “Push, push, you can do it, push like you are giving birth to the new you, puusssshhhhhhhh!” and on that David finished his last sit up.
David was already exhausted and he looked at Karl between heavy breaths “Karl you are one sick individual, you know that.”
Karl smiled “Compliments will get you nowhere tooth pick, now put on some sweat pants and shoes, it is time to run. I will wait outside for three minutes only before I kick the door down and drag you to the street… three minutes.” saying this Karl left the penthouse and shut the door behind him.
“Holy shit and good morning!” David said as he searched for something to wear as workout clothes. What was Kris thinking, this guy is completely psychotic. David dressed as fast as he could and thought he had a few moments so he called his brother “Kris it’s me.”
“Hello little brother, how are you today?”
“Well Kris I am a little worried,…”
“Oh… Karl is there isn’t he?”
“Yes Kris, Karl is here! What were you thinking?”
“Now David, Karl is my trainer also and I knew if I told you about him you would have talked me out of it so Claire and I agreed I would send Karl there without you knowing.”
“Are you kidding me?”
“What are you doing on the phone… its only 7:20 there? You have another forty minutes in your workout!” Kris said with obvious concern in his voice.
“Yeah I have three minutes to get dressed, so I am calling you to say what the hell brother!”
“David, listen to me very carefully, you need to get off the phone and go wherever Karl told you, do it now before it is too late.”
“Too late, too late for what?”
At that instance Karl yelled “Time is up!” and kicked the door off its hinges into the living room of his condo.
“Oh that… later.” and David hung up the phone and ran out of his penthouse as fast as he could with Karl following him. Soon they were on Main Street running towards the plant.
“We have my patented two mile jog, sprint format ahead. It is most successful program.” said Karl proudly.
“Its success is all because of you Karl, I can tell you that now from experience. All you buddy.”
“I know kiss ass.” replied Karl as they jogged down the street.
As they ran past the hangar some of the reindeer in line for a training exercise, chuckled, seeing Xanta Claus running with his own trainer.
David was spent much sooner than the prescribed two miles and Karl had reverted to a modified jog, just trying to get David back to his penthouse. When they arrived Karl said “I will be back tomorrow morning at 7:00 a.m., no sooner, no later, so be ready and we will have you into manly shape in no time.”
David turned to face Karl “Karl I don’t know whether to hate you, or thank you, for trying to get me in shape.” Showing his first signs of being human Karl winked at him and started to jogged off.
“Remember, tomorrow at 7:00 a.m. sharp!” shouted Karl jogging away not looking back.
“Now that was quite a start to the day.” said David to himself as he walked into his penthouse building. “I am already exhausted, my feet are two big blisters, my door is laying in pieces in the middle of the living room, but hey, I think it’s going to be good for me… if it doesn’t kill me.”
Chapter 9 Setting the Course
It was 8:15 a.m. and David had just finished showering after his morning vigil with Karl. David was showing signs of improvement of which he was quite proud of.
David’s cell phone started ringing “Hello.”
“Hello David, is this a good time.” asked Ms. Dawson.
“Sure Lorie, shoot.” said David enthusiastically.
“I know this is short notice but I am ready to present some ideas and see what you think.”
“Great, could you be ready in thirty minutes?”
“That would work fine, please have Scotty pick me up at my office like he did before.”
“You got it, look forward to seeing you soon.” and they exchanged goodbyes. David then dialed a number on his cell phone “Hello Gus, would you see if Scotty is available to pickup Ms. Dawson in thirty minutes and bring her here for a meeting with us? Thank you.”
David said to himself “Ok, what am I going to wear?” as he turned and looked into his closet. Hanging neatly was an entire closet of his black and red trim outfits. “I think I will wear black.”
Gus and David were in his office when Ms. Dawson walked through the door. Her persona was definitely aglow and much different than the first time they saw her on the Client List device. She was dressed professionally in a pants suit and looking absolutely stunning David thought.
“Hello David, Gus, good to see you again.” as she hugged David and then leaning over, Gus.
“Why don’t we move over to the conference room table and I will setup the materials there and we can get started.” said Ms. Dawson. Gus and David helped her setup a foldout portfolio, her laptop, and soon she was ready to begin her presentation. David and Gus took a seat on opposite sides while Ms. Dawson was standing at the head of the table.
“We have two objectives we have to achieve quickly. One is notoriety; people have to know who we are and how to find us. With the rise of the Internet and YouTube this has actually made our job easier with the challenge being how we tunnel these people to us. So we have to create something bizarre enough, unique enough, to get one person to look and then they are so taken with what they see they contact more people to look creating the snowball effect we are trying to achieve. Through these efforts we hope to reach our potential clients. How can we best do this? We need a catchy slogan, theme and actually in our case since we have such a large demographic we came up with several slogans and themes to allow us to target market to specific age groups. Here are a few of the ones we came up with;
If you think you’re too old for Santa, try Xanta Claus!
Hope is only a Xanta Claus away!
Xanta Claus, the other pole.
We Deliver ...naughty or nice
“Yes, those are excellent, very good.” said David. Gus shook his head in agreement.
“Good, then let’s move on to the next phase. Here is some layouts we created for use on the web site, print materials, anything basically that will require artwork.” She then flipped through the portfolio of artwork they had created. It all looked great and David felt they could use any of it. Gus and David started choosing the images to use for the different age groups. Once they had settled on this they moved on to campaign strategy.
“We have created a campaign strategy to maximize our exposure through multiple mediums which are appropriate for age groups we have identified. We have already defined slogans and the artwork we wish to use so now we need to agree on how we can gain the most coverage possible.”
“Your type of message lends itself to mass media exposure through YouTube, television ads, radio spots and guest appearances on talk shows. However, there is something a little non-traditional we also think is worth discussing is to have Meet Xanta Claus appearances just like they have for Santa Claus in malls. What do you think?”
“I like it, its bold actually, gets us out there touching the people immediately, I like it.” said David.
“Good, we will need to contact malls, shopping centers, etc and see who will let us do this. First we need to decide how we get our message out there quickly so we can collect the data we need to determine the anticipated products we need to manufacture.” said Lorie. “Gus do you have what you need for the website if I give you the text and artwork we looked at earlier?”
“Yes, I can take it from there.”
“Great, here is a USB drive with all the materials on it.”
“I will begin work on the website and client portal now.” said Gus as he left the room.
“Well David if you are ready, we can now decide on the types of mediums that are most appropriate.” said Lorie.
“Yes, by all means let’s keep going.”
“Something we can do immediately is to shoot a short music video and put it on YouTube. YouTube covers the eleven to forty plus demographic very well. The video I want to create can be done pretty easily because this whole place and the people here are like one big crazy Hollywood set. I want to use the song that was playing on Main Street the last time I was here, Xanta Claus is coming to Town and we will sequence in some brief video clips and voila, we have a music video.”
“You think we can do this quickly?” asked David.
“Yes I do. It’s not like a TV commercial and the more unrehearsed it is the better and one thing we have at the South Pole is plenty of characters! I am not saying we don’t do TV spots but we can do this immediately whereas for the TV spots we will need to write a script, hold auditions, camera crew, lighting crew, etc.”
“I see your point, sounds good to me. When do we start?”
“I was thinking… right now!” as she pulled out of her back pack a small hand held camcorder.
“Do I need to get you some staff, helpers,…”
“No, let’s just walk around and see what we come up with.” She went to the window in Xanta Claus’s office where you can see almost the entire South Pole community and captured some footage. Then she turned and left the office. David followed her and tried to keep up. He envisioned this as a similar experience with Lorie on a shopping expedition.
Soon she was hanging over the stairway and capturing footage of the plant area below which was busy with elves putting supplies into their storage areas waiting for production to start. She shouted “Hey everybody look up here and wave.” Everyone in the plant was soon waving back at Lorie. Except for Jack, who was atop a tall storage shelf and decided to add his inherent artistic talent by mooning the camera. Lorie just laughed.
“You can edit that out right?” asked David about Jacks contribution.
“She gave him thumbs up and kept her eye on the viewer recording. Her smile made it obvious she enjoyed what she was doing. David liked the fact she did not become uptight with Jacks behavior of which he made a mental note.
Next, they went outside the plant and Lorie stood in front of the large entrance doors with the camera. “David I want Xanta Claus to open both doors and walk straight to me like you did the first day I arrived. Don’t forget to smile she teased.” David did as she asked as Lorie recorded. She then went to the foot of the steps in front of the plant “Now stand at the top of the steps and walk down as if you were glad to see me with your arms open and you are going to give me a hug.” Jack thought “That won’t be too hard to do, its stopping me from hugging her I worry about.” Lorie recorded his descent and then took off down Main Street.
“You know this isn’t at all what I imagined an elf village would be like.” Lorie said as she stopped and recorded a section of the living quarters. “I don’t mean this in a bad way, it is just quite modern looking.”
“The North Pole is probably more representative of what you are imagining.” offered David.
“Really?”
“Yes, would you like to visit there with me?”
“What the North Pole?”
“Yes, with me.” David kept stressing with me hoping she would pick up on it.
“I would love to see the North Pole.” she replied. David thought damn she left off with you. As if she read his mind she glanced back smiling and said “With you.” He smiled knowing she did have her radar up and there was some interest in him. It gave him great comfort to know this for some reason.
“Great, when we have some time we will go visit my brother and his wife.”
“It is so strange talking about Santa and Mrs. Claus in such an everyday manner.” continued Lorie as they walked down the street.
“We’re regular people with just a few differences.”
“Those differences are pretty significant David.” Lorie said calling him out.
“Ok, ok, they do tend to modify ones perspective on life.”
“I would imagine.” as she recorded another section of the street. She suddenly stopped “I knew I saw that the other day.” she said as she approached a shop’s window. “Did you know they sold that book here?”
David turned around to see the book she was referring to and it was his book “Elves Gone Wild”. He thought “I really shouldn’t have written that book.”
“Hold my camera for a second, I will be right back. I want to buy it.”
Lorie then started to hand him the camcorder when David grabbed her arm and said a little embarrassed “Wait… Please let me get that for you.”
Lorie thought David was acting a little strange because he thought she wanted him to buy the book for her “David I will buy it. I didn’t mean you had to buy it.”
“Oh, that’s not it. Just give me a second and it will all become very clear.” and he entered the store and returned with a copy of the book. He stopped in front of her, opened the front book cover and signed the book. Then he handed it to her. Lorie was thinking maybe she had misjudged him. Then David turned the book over to show the back cover while it was still in her hands and put his finger next to authors picture.
“David… that’s your picture.” she said puzzled. “You wrote this book? I am definitely reading this now.”
“Lorie just know this, I wrote this before I had aspirations of being Xanta Claus.”
“David this was released just two months ago?”
“Like I said it was before I had aspirations of being Xanta Claus. I am a slow starter. Shoot me.”
Lorie said as she laughed “This is to good. David you are special.” He thought special good or special as in dweeb? “What does your brother think of this book?”
“He may be the world’s greatest fairy tale of all time, but to me he is the greatest brother of all time.”
Lorie looked at him and said “That is very nice of you to say about your brother.”
“It’s the truth, he has always been supportive of everything I have done including the series of books I have written about the North Pole.”
“Are you kidding, you have written other books like this?”
“Yes, “One Reindeer You Don’t Want to Pet”, “What Happens at the North Pole Stays at the North Pole” and there are others.”
“No wonder your brothers a saint!” she said laughing and continuing down the street.
Soon they were walking by the reindeer’s hangar and practice field “Oh, this should provide some great footage.” Lorie said as she walked towards the hangar.
“I can only imagine.” said David under his breath as he followed her.
On the practice field was Hiriam with four reindeer who were linked together as a team. They were getting ready to pull a sleigh made of plywood. Inside the sleigh was a Xanta Claus figure stuffed with hay and a large bag in the back of the practice sleigh. “Now the objective is to touch down near this first line and stop near the second line. Do you have any questions?” yelled Hiriam in his normal voice. Seeing none he continued “COD and Terminator, you are the lead reindeer in our four reindeer formation. Remember you must take off together and most importantly you must land together on or near that first line. If you are not close to that line there is nothing wrong with pulling up, circling and trying to land again. Does everybody know what they are to do?” The four reindeer nodded their heads in unison. “Good, now let’s see your take off and landing. Remember to take your time and don’t force it.” David was impressed. Hiriam was being very clear on what he wanted them to do and how they had to work together. Not once had the whip even surfaced. Maybe Hiriam has the reindeer broken like Karl had broken him thought David.
The reindeer started straight ahead and their take off was executed perfectly, looking very impressive. David looked over to see Lorie recording the reindeer’s exercise and was pleased because the reindeer were doing so well. The reindeer had circled the practice field and were on their approach for their landing. All was looking good and they were getting close to the runners touching down when both front reindeer dipped down a little suddenly adjusting which acted like a whip on the sleigh sending the Xanta Claus dummy a hundred feet in the air and ejecting the bag of toys. Trying to compensate for their error the reindeer proceeded to land and immediately dug their hooves into the turf in an effort to stop on the second line. They did come to an immediate stop however the sleigh proceeded at its original speed, first passing over the heads of the reindeer with them being immediately flipped upside down because their harness was attached to the sleigh. Shortly thereafter the sleigh nosedived into the ground with the four reindeer crashing on top of the plywood sleigh obliterating it into pieces. As if that wasn’t enough humiliation the Xanta Claus dummy and bag of toys proceeded to land directly on top of the pile of reindeer. What happened in seconds seemed like an eternity for David and he was sure it seemed even longer for Hiriam and the reindeer.
“Did you see that? I recorded the whole thing. Wow, I really understand what Scotty meant now,” rambled Lorie.
“What in the name of all that is holy was that!” yelled Hiriam. Now I know how you got your names; let’s see Ace, you take down every sleigh you drive and COD, Cash on Delivery, no manure there aye! You will be paying cash on delivery for every one of your landings to cover the damages! Now get up and let’s try it again. Trust me my little flea infested tapestries you will only improve or kill yourselves.” What had started out so good ended in pure embarrassment and what’s worse David knew the dummy could have been him flying through the air!
”Would it be possible to get a group shot of the reindeer and the trainer?” asked Lorie.
“Maybe, if they can successfully walk over here, who knows for sure?” answered David sarcastically. “Hiriam, would you please come over here and bring the reindeer team with you?”
This did not sit well with Hiriam “How can I get these reindeer ready with all these interruptions. I need cooperation not distractions.” While rambling he had motioned the reindeer to move over to where David and Lorie were standing. As they got closer David said “Boys, Ms. Dawson wants to get a group shot so get close to each other. Sensing the reindeer were feeling pretty low he tried to think of something he could say to cheer them up, give them confidence, something. “Boys it’s easy to see you’re working real hard and with Hiriam’s help you’ll be the best damn reindeer team on the planet! I am looking forward to our maiden voyage together.” The reindeer all looked at David to see if he was serious and could tell he was being sincere. David had faith in Hiriam’s abilities and in theirs. The reindeer seemed to appreciate David’s words and stood a little taller.
Hiriam walked up to David and said “Did you not see our latest landing there Xanta?” Hiriam then winked at David “You have a fine eye there, a fine eye indeed. What these walking flea circuses don’t realize is how close they are to getting it right. Well I appreciate those words Xanta, I do.”
David thought “Hiriam you big fake.” Hiriam performed a shell game with David’s words to build the reindeers confidence back up. “That Hiriam is a clever cat.” thought David.
Lorie recorded the group picture and then put the camera down after a few moments. Hiriam would you come here for a second I would like to introduce you…” Hiriam leaped into a one and half gainer and landed directly in front of Lorie. “Hello Ma’am, I am Hiriam Gustafen.” as he took her hand and kissed it.
“Hello Hiriam, Lorie Dawson. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”
“Ms. Dawson the pleasure is truly all mine, now I am sorry but my duty awaits me.” And with that he bowed and backed away from her. He then stood up and did a flip backwards thirty feet where he landed facing the other way and started walking to join the reindeer.
“He is a character!” said Lorie.
“Who knew the depth as to how much of one?”
Lorie and David then continued down the street when she saw The Wee Spot. “An elf nightclub, I have to see this. We’ll keep this off the record.” said Lorie.
“Great minds think alike.” said David as he opened the door for them to enter. They walked into the nightclub with Madonna’s “Santa Baby” playing loudly in the background and a disco ball steadily spraying a spectrum of colors across the dance floor. There were a few elves sitting at the bar and tables.
“May I buy you a drink.” asked David.
“I would love a drink.”
They sat at a table just off the dance floor and a skimpy dressed elf waitress came over “Hello Xanta, what can I get for you two?”
David motioned for Lorie to order which she said “I will take an Amaretto Sour please.”
“And I will have a glass of Nocello please.”
“Coming right up.” said the waitress as she left to place their order.
“So David, how did you get into the Christmas business, you being a writer?” asked Lorie.
“Well it didn’t happen overnight that’s for sure. For as long as I can remember, I always felt like there was something I had to do, something significant that could make a difference. Then it came to me and just seemed right. I mean I have been around my brothers operation a long time and we had often discussed how it was unfortunate the gift of hope stopped after children reached a certain age. So it finally hit me and I knew this is what I was meant to do.”
“What about writing?”
“Ha, well I told you a few of my book titles and it is not in my nature to write a serious piece, so I just wrote about what I knew was unique and added some color.”
“I actually can’t wait to read it. It does sound hilarious.”
“The South Pole is probably the only location where elves will second that opinion just so you know. At my brothers place it is not exactly a best seller like it is here. Enough about me, what about you Ms. Dawson, what’s your story?” The waitress brought them their drinks of which Lorie took a sip before she started to reply.
“Well… I grew up in Kearney, Missouri, a suburb of Kansas City, went to high school there. Then after graduation went to William Jewell College which was close to home and upon graduating I landed a job in New York at a very established PR firm. So I moved to New York, scared to death actually, but in a short time came to love it there. Fell in love with of all things a stock broker, we married, had two amazing children, then my husband I think went through an early mid-life crisis, who knows, but he decided he wanted to spread his wings so we divorced. The kids and I moved back to Kearney and I started my own PR company and until you came along, I was about to lose it. But my kids are the most important thing in my life. Michael is 8 and Jessie 15. They are great kids and I would like for you to meet them sometime. I know they would love this place!”
“As long as you don’t think it will scar them emotionally for life, please bring them anytime you like.”
“It was a shock to me I know that” she said laughing “but no, I think it will be an experience that will open their eyes to a whole different world we coexist within. But I know they would love it.”
“They sound like great kids and are lucky to have such an incredible mother.”
“I don’t know about that, but I do love them very much.”
“Yes, it shows and that’s why they are so lucky. Many children never experience unconditional love and it is for this reason our fairy tale of hope is so important.”
“Yes, the one thing we all need is hope. It’s what keeps us going, cheers!” as they clinked glasses.
“I think I have what I need to create the YouTube video. We will have this tomorrow and we can see what response it receives.” said Lorie.
“That would be great, we are anxious to drive people to our website so we can begin production on the standard gift items requested.” said David as he stood up from the table. They then walked back to the plant and returned to David’s office.
Lorie had just finished packing her things when Gus walked in “Ms. Dawson, Scotty is here ready to take you back.”
“Thank you Gus. Well I guess it is time for me to go. I am leaving the materials here in case you want to review them for more ideas if that’s ok?”
“Sure, no problem, you did a great job. I will see you soon then.” replied David.
David then held out his hand for Lorie to shake which she did and then left to return home. He noticed she was reluctant to shake his hand and David knew why because he also felt it. A hand shake did not seem appropriate, either was a kiss but a hug would have been perfect. He found himself becoming depressed each time she left and for some reason he felt comfort in knowing a hand shake wasn’t appropriate any more.
Chapter 10 Virtual Beginnings
David was in his office when Gus walked in and announced “You want to see the website?” Since Ms. Dawson had left David had been a little down but this news obviously cheered him up.
“Yes, very much!” said David as he moved over to the conference table where Gus was setting up his laptop to project on the large screen.
“I called Jack and he should be here any minute.” said Gus as he continued to setup his gear.
“Good, I am curious to see his response.” said David about the time Jack walked into the office.
“How’s it hang’n boys?” exclaimed Jack.
“Good Jack.” replied David half annoyed. Gus just looked at him not sure how to respond then deciding to just continue setting up.
“Any popcorn provided for this show boss?”
“Sorry Jack I did not think to order popcorn for Gus’s presentation I just learned about moments earlier, but I will make a mental note to in the future make sure that your total comfort is considered when you are attending a meeting.” he replied sarcastically.
“I appreciate the consideration boss, you the man.”
“Jack you are one in a millennium.”
“It is true and you are one of the very few to know it too. Wow, Gus write that down, that was some word magic right there.”
“Gus, for the sake of our sanity are you ready yet?”
“Yes, yes…” Gus then faced them and said “I give you xantaclaus.com!” He then displayed the home page of the website on the projector. The home page had a crisp look with a black motif to align with the dress code the council had set for Xanta Claus. In the middle of the page, in script font, text appeared on the screen as if someone was writing it with an invisible pen, displaying the different slogans they had decided upon. Towards the bottom of the page was a series of images Ms. Dawson had provided which automatically advanced like a slide show or the user could select an image by clicking on it which would open a larger version of the image in a new window. The user could also scroll left and right through the images. In the middle of the page, there was a big button with the word Believe. “What do you think?” asked Gus anxiously.
“Gus I have seen a lot of websites and I like it. It is crisp, not cluttered, awesome job.” offered David. You could tell Gus was pleased with his response. Gus then looked at Jack.
“Well, uh, it is pleasing to the eye. It doesn’t make me want to stop looking at it is what I mean, I think…” Gus shook his head and continued.
“As Xanta pointed out I tried to keep the look clean, without a lot of clutter so the user could find and focus on our message quickly. I also thought it was a good time to introduce Xanta Claus to the public and show how he is different than Santa Claus physically and in his dress. To provide some excitement and mystery to the site I created a thumbnail photo gallery the user can control to scroll through images and display them larger if they wish. Then you will notice the large Believe button in the middle of the screen. This is where our client portal is accessed.”
“Client what?… and you said something about thumbnails, speak elfanesse or English man cause your losing me!” said Jack exasperated.
“Forget the term thumbnail for now, we are focusing on the big button here” as Gus used the mouse to point to the Believe button on the screen, but he even furthered his point by moving the cursor in a circular motion around the button for Jack’s sake “and I am clicking on it now and it takes me to a new page.”
“You don’t need to get all elementary on me, I know that I asked about client portal.” Jack said defensively. Gus just stared at him blankly for a moment as if to say are you serious, please join our planet.
But Gus kept from saying anything derogatory knowing it would only lead to more unneeded conversation “After clicking on the Believe button we are taken to this web page where you see it shares the same visual look as the home page and previous pages. Now the large Signup button which when selected asks the user to provide their email address, their name and a password only. Many people are reluctant to provide a lot of information over the Internet but studies show that most are willing to share the information we have requested from them. We also have a disclaimer here that indicates we will not share or sell their information with any other organization. Once they have provided their information then the Make a Wish section appears here which is where they enter their gift choice. I am going to click on the Home button and this will return me to the home page of the web site. Now when a user who has already joined our web site comes back to visit they may select the big Login button and enter their email address and password which will then provide them access to their Xanta Claus information and they may change this information if they want.”
“You are a techno geek elf correct?”
“Jack I created the web site… what is your point?”
“Everyone knows that abracadabra and please are the most common magic words used by people as their password to open doors, gates…!”
“Jack are you serious?” said Gus with disgust and disbelief on his face.
“David do I have a point here or don’t I?”
“Jack first of all the client enters THEIR OWN PASSWORD, they think of it and they enter it. They won’t use abracadabra or please because they don’t have a pea for a brain and understand that many people might guess these words therefore they won’t use them!”
“I am telling you a lot of people will do this.” responded Jack.
“Jack access does not depend upon their password only, they must also enter their email address as part of what is required to gain access.”
“Oh… well why didn’t just say that in the first place?”
Gus’s face was beet red with frustration and was ready to pass some assuredly detrimental remarks at Jack so David intervened “Gus very good work, I agree this will work well. Now please continue.” This did help take the edge off Gus and he took a deep breath and continued.
“From the data users enter we can generate reports that will tell us what kind of products we will need to start producing and this will allow us to make Jack productive.” Jack was not paying attention until he heard his name.
“Jack what?” asked Jack.
“Exactly.” said Gus.
“What?”
“Nothing Jack, he just said once we have collected some data we will know what products we need to build.” said David trying to keep the discussion from derailing again.
Gus smiled slightly knowing he had inflicted some justice to Jack even though Jack was oblivious to this fact.
“Ms. Dawson and I talked earlier about the website so she has seen it and likes the format. She would like for us to conference her in so she can show us the YouTube video they created and review it with us.”
“So she’s not coming here for this?” asked David looking confused at Gus.
“No, I didn’t think she would need to, it’s less than a minute clip.”
“I see, yes please call her now so we can continue.”
Gus called Ms. Dawson’s office and soon she was on the phone. Gus then put her on speaker phone so everyone could hear.
“Hello Lorie.” said David.
“Hello Ms. Dawson, Jack here.” said Jack mumbling “Now that is one fiinnnnneee woman.”
“Hello everybody.” said Lorie “Would you like to see the YouTube video we put together for you?”
“Yes we would!” answered David.
“Alright then, Gus have you accessed the temporary URL I sent to you?”
“Yes, we are ready to go.”
“Great, I am not going to say anything just watch and then give me your thoughts!”
They were all watching the projection screen and Gus started to play the Xanta Claus YouTube video clip. Of course YouTube videos are smaller videos in actual appearance size (not full screen) so everyone moved forward with Jack literally crawling on top of the table and positioning himself only a couple feet away from the projection screen to see. Xanta Claus leaned over and said “Gus remind me to have Jack’s eyes checked.”
The video started with Xanta Claus walking down the entrance steps of the plant and through the South Pole archway entrance. The whole time Xanta Claus is coming to Town is playing in the background. Setting up the transition was a slogan blinking on the screen which then advanced to the next sequence, a panoramic view from Xanta’s office of the South Pole with sprites (animated characters) of Xanta Claus, Gus and Jack walking in and out of the video. “There I am!” yelled Jack “Looking good. Good choice Ms. Dawson.”
Another slogan scrolls by and then transitions to a view of the plant where elves are working and waving to the camera while sprites of Hiriam and the reindeer deer team are shuffling across the video. “Jack you’re in this sequence also.” said Ms. Dawson.
“I am, where?”
“You’re the blotch at the top of the storage shelf. We had to cover up the Moon of Jack.” she chuckled.
“Oh, yeah I remember that now.” responded Jack nervously.
“You were quite a hit here but we decided to blotch it out to keep it a PG video.”
“Hear that, Jack’s a hit.” exclaimed Jack.
“Your hit was effectively replaced by a blotch.” scoffed Gus.
“Don’t be getting jealous on me, its charisma baby, you either got it or you don’t.” bantered Jack. Gus just shook his head and continued to watch the video.
Another slogan scrolls by and then transitions to a view of the reindeer training area and hangar. Seeing what the footage was from David mutters “Oh brother.”
“What did I miss?” asked Jack.
“Nothing yet.” answered David.
In this sequence you see Hiriam giving instructions to the reindeer and their perfect takeoff with them starting to bank to the left to circle the field. Then the scene transitioned to Xanta Claus with his arms stretched in a welcome gesture while the message Hope is only a Xanta Claus away!scrolled across the bottom of the screen with the video ending at that point. And the video ended. David stood up and clapped enthusiastically with Jack and Gus following suit. “Bravo, bravo.” David yelled “Great job Ms. Dawson, great job.”
“Yeah, getting ole Jack in there definitely brought the stock of this video up.”
Gus was tired of bantering he just lowered his head and said “Very good Ms. Dawson. I think that really fits in line with the other YouTube videos.”
“I agree Gus. David if you have no changes then we will post it to YouTube and those watching it will be able to follow the link to the Xanta Claus web page Gus put together.” Ms. Dawson inquired.
“Yes let’s post this so we can start collecting the information we need.” replied David.
“It will be live in about one hour. Let’s hope it hits a chord with YouTube users and they start recommending it to their friends. Anyway we will know in the next few days if this format is going to work for us.” commented Lorie.
“Excellent work.” said David. He was trying to make an excuse to get her to come back to the South Pole then he had an idea. “We should have a party to celebrate the launch of our first video. We will make it our Xanta Claus Video Premier! Ms. Dawson since this is new to us could you arrange this? Gus will provide you with whatever assistance you need from our end.”
“Sure, that sounds like a good idea and a lot of fun.” answered Ms. Dawson.
“Can we do this by tomorrow night?”
“Ok…, sure, with you guys I think anything is possible.” she replied.
“Excellent then we have a date… I mean a party! Gus I know you will have access to the results of how many signup for the client portal and how many visits our YouTube video receives between now and the party, but I don’t want you to tell anyone until we kick off the party, OK?”
“Sure boss.”
“Ms. Dawson what time should we pick you up tomorrow?”
“How about 5:00 p.m., we should have everything wrapped up here by then and the premier should probably start at 7:00p.m., so that should work.”
“Ok, 5:00 p.m. it is. I look forward to seeing you tomorrow and tell everyone there great job!” said David.
“Thanks, I will let them know. This should be a lot of fun and I look forward to seeing everyone there soon.” said Lorie.
Everyone was excited and started to leave Xanta’s office. “I think I should be the sub-headliner, you know, Xanta Claus and Jack! That’s got a ring to it don’t it?” Gus just walked faster to put distance between himself and Jack.
Chapter 11 Xanta Claus Premier
David thought his premier party was a great idea. He hoped it would start building a bond between everyone at the South Pole and the added bonus was getting Lorie back there as well. It had been two days since he had seen her and he missed her immensely. David also invited Kris and Claire to the premier and since he was still unable to use his own reindeer team he had asked them to pickup Lorie on their way which they were more than happy to do. David thought this would be an interesting way for Kris and Claire to meet Lorie without him there.
Kris and Claire had just taken off from the North Pole to pick up Lorie.
"Who is it we are picking up on the way to David's?" asked Claire.
"Ms. Lorie Dawson." answered Kris.
"She is a mortal?"
"Yes, she is David's PR person located in Kansas City, Missouri."
“Is she from there?” continue Claire.
“From a town Kearney, Missouri just outside Kansas City so basically yes.”
"So what do you know about her?"
"Never on the naughty list, good girl, good mother, two children, Michael - 8 and Jessie - 15, both good kids. She is divorced and not surprising as her ex-husband frequented the naughty list. Claire why are you asking so many questions about her, is there something I don't know?" inquired Kris.
"No."
"Claire?" Kris persisted.
"No, nothing really, I just sensed David's enthusiasm for her being there tonight and the fact we are picking up a mortal when all these years you have usually avoided direct contact with them made me curious to know something about her."
"He would have picked her up himself but Hiriam has not approved his team for manned flight.”
“Really, what reindeer did you give him?” asked Claire.
“They were my backups.” Claire gasps when he said this.
“I know, good thing I only needed to use one of them over the last thousand years, but that was also the problem. The new recruits we just acquired will actually stay in the training program and fly every other Christmas Eve rotating with the current team. So you could say it was my fault.”
“Well you didn’t know.”
“Hiriam thought they would be ready well before Christmas Eve and he also told me to tell Blitzen hello for him!” they looked at each other laughed out loud.
“That Hiriam is a character.” said Claire.
“That my dear is a severe understatement.” and they laughed again.
“Well here we are. We are picking her up in front of her office. Scotty has made this trip several times already.”
“Really.” said Claire as they made their landing in front of Claire’s office. “You are getting quite the stares from people Kris.”
“When we take off they will all come up with some reason why what they saw did not exist. I have quit worrying about it anymore.”
“Kris, there she is I bet.” said Claire pointing to where Lorie was sitting on the bench outside her office.
“Yes it is.” said Kris as he pulled the sleigh up to where Ms. Dawson was waiting. “Good evening Ms. Dawson.” said Kris as he stepped down from the driver’s seat. Let me introduce myself, I am Kris Kringle and this lovely lady is my wife Claire.”
“Hello Ms. Dawson, it is good to meet you.” said Claire.
David had not informed Lorie that his brother was going to pick her up so she stood there dumb founded and at a loss for words when she met Mr. and Mrs. Santa Claus. Clearing her throat she finally said “Hello, it is good to meet both of you and thank you for picking me up, I… thought Scotty was going to pick me up and I did not mean to cause you any trouble by stopping here.”
Claire spoke up “Kris, I am going to sit in the back with Ms. Dawson and she winked at him.” Santa’s eye browse raised as she moved to the back seat.
“No… I don’t mean to be a bother; please I just appreciate the ride very much.”
Claire sat down next to Lorie “I like you Ms. Dawson, I can see why David thinks so highly of you.”
Santa Claus rolled his eyes and mumbled “I knew she was going to try and play match maker.”
“Thank you Mrs. Claus.”
“Please, call me Claire.”
“Ok, Claire and please call me Lorie.” she said still nervous. Claire then had an idea of how she might be able to loosen her up “I understand you have met my husband before?”
Lorie had forgotten about the incident up until this point and then all the imagery came rushing back. “Oh yes, the bathroom incident?”
“Yes, Kris told me about it after David called him. That is a precious story I had never heard before.”
“You know it does seem pretty funny looking back at it now knowing what I have learned in the last week.” Lorie just put her hands over her face, laughing a little.
“I do apologize for that Ms. Dawson” said Kris a little more red faced than normal “I know that was traumatic for you.”
Lorie started to laugh “I am sorry, it is just I grew up thinking of you two so often and the first time we meet we are discussing an incident between me and Santa in the bathroom. Just hard to believe we are having this conversation…?”
Kris injected “I just hope David doesn’t put it in one of his books!” Hearing this Claire laughed out loud. It did provide comfort to Lorie finding yet another point which coincided with what David had told her. Even being fully immersed in this new reality it was still hard to accept. Lorie was looking for these reassurances because she had caught herself being drawn to David and did not want to make another mistake in her life.
The rest of their journey to the South Pole was filled with Claire and Lorie talking and laughing. Santa thought it was obvious that Claire approved of Lorie as David’s PR person and anything else she might be to him.
Meanwhile the South Pole was abuzz with activity. Gus and Ms. Dawson had arranged everything and were going all out to make this a gala affair. All the businesses at the South Pole had been closed just for the event, however there was an exception made for The Wee Club which was allowed to reopen at midnight when the premier event was expected to be completed. The party was going to be held on the plant floor to accommodate everybody. The motif was surprise, Christmas decorations, because in effect that was their target date so they thought it was appropriate and besides, they had plenty of it. Gus had white fabric stretched on the back wall of the plant so everyone could see the projected image of the YouTube premier video. There was a hot cocoa bar for Kris and Claire and many open bars for everyone else. Jack had already pulled a chair up to the bar and was obviously telling the bar tender how he needed to make his drink next time. Gus was setting up the computer equipment for the big debut of the video. Across Main Street there was a banner Xanta Claus Premier. David had left his office and was looking over the sea of activity. He was full of anticipation. This was a big night for their fairy tale. He expected Kris to be arriving soon so he hurried to the front of the plant to greet them. He had red carpet laid from the plant entrance to the street just for his brother, Claire and Lorie’s entrance. Lorie had asked Gus to put together a film crew to cover the arrival of fairy tale’s most illustrious member, Santa Claus. She expected they could use the footage on the website or in the next YouTube video.
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