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Ugly dwarves sat in a factory at the North Pdlear faceslooked likesilly putty that
was molded bynental patients Each sat on a smallooden stool, andhad a mug of ale as
large ashisbody. Their job was to make toySanta had promised them all the booze they

wanted, but t hey'rtheresaoftheirtves make toys f o

Adwarf named Horris sat with a blank statée was one dhe hundreds of hideous
dwarves in the factoryHis cheekwvere puffed out and his heaghook H o r rstorsachs
belched,a moving pulséraveled up through his throatind out his lipss astreamof
regurgitated aleThe disgusting, green bisgrayed over the toy soldier Heeld, dripping down
its head Horris belched againthis time dry, then placed the soldier in a red box and tied the

ribbon atop.The dwarves nearby were caught up in their owartk stupors.

Thousands of presentgere stacked in a massive mourtdbrrisstood up and carried
the boxover toalarge pile in the corneiThe presents wererrapped inall colors, each with
toysthat werehandplaced by the dwarves. Horris belched a third time and dropped to a knee,
then vomited harshlyover the box. The stringy substance dripped from his mouthstbled;
ignoring the nausedje swiped at the stringshanging outhis mouth,then fell to theright.
Another pool of vomitcamé hr ough hi s swoapptndg papermwaswetbddaxn,
reeking of bile. He sprung to his feet again, determined to reach the pile of presents. His cheeks
inflated and deflatedHe swallowed the vomiivhole, inhaling and exhaling through the
mouthful of greenthen let loose again. He tripped over his feet and smashed his head into the

box. It caved invith the weight of his forehead.
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Other dwarves laughed at Horris, sloshing their ale around and takingglépp Froth

and spilled ale covered every spot of the ground in the factory. Horris continued blowing up
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“1 f u c gistedlasynmghtin the sleigh’

The rendeerstood emotionlessSanta walked to the sleigh.

“We’' || Dbe o fkéepatthioseboxegt e ml i ns .

“Yes, S isaid. ” a dwar f

“Dasher, get 1Samrtashidnadsasualtoeer her e,

None of the reindeer moved.

“Oh, dnnamdegou fuckbard tonight Pr et endi nfuckthedotofiyowi * t t al

Santa climbed in the sleigh, gripped the ropasd pulled back, heaving with his weight.
Al l eight of tragpedoaekiinradratal, sickang gosgtumedis loosenedis

grip, and their heals fell back down.

Trotting,the reindeerleaped into the air, pumpintheir legs.They pulled their bodies
through the fabric of the night, and were soon thousands of miles aalagve a residential

city.

“Down, Shdasad! ”

The rendeer swooped down, pointing their noses straight and ifaydheir earsin.
Wind crashed against themsthey descended like bullets. The houses below came into view.
Lights in squargvindowslit the night, dimneys puffedgray smoken rising clots, and

multicolor strings of light wrapped the houséke cages
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The reindeer landed atop a peaked rawth the sleighfollowing after. Santdet the
reins dropand stood up stretching. He coughed anmdiled, throwing his cigar dowit; hit the

rooftop with orange sparks and rollexff. He hawked his saliva and spit a langglow filth.

Grabhbing his dirtied, brown bagf presentshe heaved it tight in his leather glovesnd
slung itover his back like garbagBantastomped his heavy, black boots on the rocdusing

looseshinglego beripped off in chunks

Inspecting the chimney, he deemed it taarrow, sohe tied a thick rope to it Santa
descended the side of the houdanding ora toy car, smashing it fpieces. Then he located
the nearest window andttempted lifting it up, but itdich * t b awhe placed his back to the
wall and slammed the glass with his fistexploded inshards peltinghim. He ran his gloved
hand over the remainingieces clearng a way, then jumped upith his hands on the sjland
waddled through inch by incl®nce nost hisof torso had gottenthrough, he felfface first orio

the kitchen tile floor.

Santa gunted ashe stood upfeeling his sore necldelicked his lipsspoting the
fridge, andopened it to find a carton of milkHe checkedhe label thenflappedthe folds over

and [ftedit to his mouth. He drank deep, spilling a quarter of it down his scraggly beard.

Themilk carton empty, he squinted and dropped it tioe floor, reading for the next

carton. He went to open the flaps, but tore them off hishaste He spat a curse and opened
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Santa hoisted leg tothe chimney and saluted the reindedghen dropped down the
chimneywith his bag of joyHe clanged intthe walls on the way dowwith spider webs
graspinghim and his head bouimg along the brickCovered in soothe ducked under the

mantle and stepped into the living room, leaving size 16 footprintinbf

The house was of large proportiadopping over the sofa, knocking it down, walked
towardthe kitchen thendropped his bag and pulled his gletgght to his wriss. The large
metallic fridge in sight, he pulled the door open with unnecessary strengthinky épen, and
as itbounced on the hinge, he kicked it with his heg@he door snapped otind smashed into

the groundwith food contairers exploding

Santa stood, hiding his great belly, laughing. He rubbed a hand through his beard,
erasing his expression and grabbed a gallon of milk. He twisted theffcapdthrew the gallon
up into the air, swallowing mouthfuls with greed. While halfway through diiek, he reached
with his left hand for the shape of another gallon or carton. Knocking things ovesswueneca
firm grasp ora handle he twisted the capand just as he finished the first gallon, he swapped it
with the next. After one large swallgwis stomachjumped and he vomité madly. He looked

to the container and saw its orange conten

“Wh a't t he fuck!” he screamed.

Atop the roof, reindeer looked to each othafter havinghearing Santa, and snickered.

Santa threw the orange container ontba ground The liquidshotupward into his face.

Anger overcame him,dscratchedat hisforehead rougly. His sanity dropping, heegan
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running throughthe house, slamming into walls. He pounded his fist through the large screen
TV and rippedhe paintings off the wadl. He was kocking everything dowrgnd stompingon
them. His face boiled ithe anger He began ripping at the carpet on the floor. He tore psece
off in strips. Hestood up with a shake in his handan down the hallwayand kickeddown a

door heading to a bedroonA child lay dsep in her bedHe wrapped his gloved hands around

her faceand pulled backisright clenched fist

Hrst punch shescreamed a cry. Her nose broken anttuding in blood lired the
structure. The second punch collapsed her right eye soaaisingher eyeto droop outward
and thesplintered boneto poke through the skin. The third punch shatteteer visible teeth
into small white fragments like egg shell®n the fourth punch Santanoticedthat this was no

longer a little girlput a hideous facevith blood sliding around the collapséeatures.

She made a whistling sound ashiat were heronly voice. Santatroked his bearénd
walked out the roomto the front door He kickedit down, 2omping over itand walked
outsideto the gutter pipe Heclimbed upit, andwalked to the sleigh, steppirig with folded

arms.The reindeer looked back to hiouriously.He flicked his hand at them.

“On with ya, fuckin dogs!"”

Dasher and Darer guided then out. Santa tilted his head badktting the cold air
freeze his mind, numbing i, expelked all thoughts. Themfter due time hepointed with a
steady finger The reindeer descende@®nce #&op the newroof, Santa stepped out the sleigh,

bit depressedand swunghis large boots as if he had no destination at all.
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He walked towards the edge of tmeof; the reindeer watcled his movements with
turned necksHewalked®6 f t he si de okéepitglasullen exprassigasl r o o f
landed atop concretevith his facesmacking downHis eyes remained open. He stared at the
grey asphaltDirt pressed against his puffy lipse ldcratched the inside of his left ear. Drool
spilled out his mouth, leaving weess sopping to hiseard. H lazily stood up and atted
stretching his backooseningup. He made small hops placeto get himself movig, and

walked to the front door.

Standingat the door, he laid his head against &nd put down his bag of goodies. He
licked the peepholgandshowed his right hand ito the malil slot as if fingering.iHeslopped his

wet lips to the holeand thenpulled away, walking backwards.

He fell down the front porch stairs, rolling onto his back. Paying no mind, he stood up
and backed up moralownthe curb of the streetand arossto the other side of thestreet He
stood,looking ahead to the large front door he fingered. Checking left and right for traffic, he
threw himselfinto a run The street andhis surrounding flashed byhim, andasthe door came
closer tohim, he leapt through the ajrclashngthrough the door with his weight. It broke off its
safety and flipped through the house, smashing a glass tablepoittelainatop. It hooked the
chandelier pulling itin its warpath and smdeedthrougha window in the back of the house.

Santaroseto one knee, laughingnd surveyedis work.

He laughed more and shrugged his shoulderthe hava. He darted to the kitchen,

swung open its big doorand grabbed a frothpottle of milk—the ultimate prize. He tilted it
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vertically, spilling the liquid down his face, ridding the smell of oranges. He grabbed another

and drank deep, then drank twmore. He leaned backubbing hisround stomach in circles

Grabbing hisbag he walked over to theree in the living room Stepping on already
placed presents, he reachedarhis black poah, pulling out a large soul. It waveradd
struggled Hewrapped it to the tree, shoving it with his bodurning his back to the becoming
gnarled nightmarghe reached into his breaspocketandpulled out acaramelbrown cigar. He
lit it on the stovetop in the kitchen He breathed out entire roomfuls of smok8antawalked
down the hallway to the door dhe maste bedroom and opened it, gotting a man and

woman asleep

He went to the beside and grabbed the man by his arm. He dragged him to the

bathroomnearbyand hoisted him into the tub.

“Have ywaf dggdt,” he said, turning the hot

The man remained sleepinipr noone everwkei n Santa’ s presence.

He walked back to the bedside and pulled off the covers. The woman lay in
undergarments, sleepingn her pillow wih a smile on &r face. Santa looked around the room
Jotting adresser he swiped his arm across, knocking the picture framesjenelry off. He
jumped up and sat atop the beau, folding his arms, heok a deep inhale on the cigand

blew out the yellow smoke. An aroma of nut, wood, spices, and tobacco filled the room.

Santasat, waiting. After a moment, jingling could be heard amsthing scratched the

hardwood floor. A sharp, twisted branch poked thugh the door. Santa nodded to the
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approaching nightmareblowing his yellow cloud# pulled itself like a manic baskcase, like a

torment from Hell, crawling.

The woman lay asleep, unave. The tregwisted its way atoghe bed, snagging the

sheets, tearing holes.

It hovered above her, poisinggady to strike Santasat, moving
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Prancer pinched off his collandturned around to Santa.

“Oh, your friend’s gonna do somethin’?” Sa

Santa pawed DonderrewheatoahdalPr Smohbhar st h a

guard, but he took it standing. The dirt on t

“Who do you think you are?” Santa asked.

Santa jumped over Prancer, grabbing his neck, causing the reindeer tortition off

the roof with him.

They landedwenty feet below onthe grass lawnSanta hadrokenhis fall on the
reindeer. Prancer gasped, having | ost his bre
Prancerthrowing left and right hooksknocking te8 muzzle side to side. His head jerked

upwards in both directions like a howling coyote.

Santaeased out of his chaotic fury aftére tenth punch. Prancer wadazed;his world
was sinking andsing Throughmuddledfocus, he twisted hiantlerh e ad t owar ds Sant
neck, cutting open his throat. Santaas leftclawing at the blood spraying from his nekte
raked his hands on the grass in front of him, digging up clumps as if making his own grave. Then

he reached up to the sky and collapsed baakds with glass eyes staring ahead.

Prancer shook off his daze and eyed Santa. In deep thought, he watched the old man,
wondering what fuedd the man that layappearing dead. He grudgingly stepped forward and

bowed his head to see from a lower anglee cut looked shallow.
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Sant a’ dretdthedod®t h e r e neokdPmecerstagled, stepping back, as
Sant a’ s gr itightered, and then refaxedBelws of laughter came from his
mouth. His beard was clumped with bloahdthe wound stopped spraying. Sarftagged

Prancer around the neck. The reindeer sulksdring intohisthoughts ofgetting even

Santa jumped on top of Prancer like a horse and slapped his behind. Prancer shot
forward. Santa pointed to a house in theiew, and Prancer galloped towards lite swung a
left, then right, going down the side of the house. He stopped and turned around, shaking his

head, building his adrenaline. Sarserteamed “ Char ge! ”

Prancer hit the ground running towards a glass slidiogr and leapt. The glass
exploded with the two of them flying througlkant a fl ew off Prancer’s b
the dining room table on his back with a thud. Its legs broke from underneath and he slid down

it to his feet.

Prancer stood, looking t8anta for command. Santa grinned at him with blood in his
teeth and said, “Do whatever you want.” He cl
snickering to himself. He walked to the kitchen, flipping the light on. The fan alvavied,
raisinghis beard causing e bloodto fly off. He reached up with hand and pulled down a
blade;the entire contraption ripped from theeiling Light bulls broke and the house went
dark.He opened the fridge and pulled out a milk carton, downednt slammed ito the floor.

He stretched his negkvalking down the halend kicked open a bedroom door. Inside was a

young boy sleeping in a racecar bed.
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Santa lifted his cock above his waist band and let loose His.ufhe golden shower
splashedbvereverythingin sight Santa lifted a cigar from his inner breast pocket and placed it
in his teeth, then lit a match on the wall, and raised it to the cigar, putiutgtreamsof
smooth, creamy vanillHe tilted his head to the side, matching thmileof the boy. Then the
rain stopped he adjusted himselindwalked out of the bedroomAn odd circular shadow

approached on the nearby wall.

Prancer apeared withaw o ma n ’ $n fradnteobht like a mask. Heinned Santa
against the wallfaceto-face The gore of the human face dgpdd own Santamd s c heek

pasthislips. With therushofhor ri d taste, Santa’s fear turned

“Off mel”

Prarcer opened his mouth. Like a dark tunnel, it drowned out the ligte clamped his
teethonSant a’ s f ace. fihérinofiSaa teyr sgehkenhie fangs siddoff the

bone, thenfell deepinto the tissue.

Sant a’ skewed tesaraleredstate blood filed the eyeinfuriating hm. With his
senses returned, éthrewhis weight at Prancer, sending him flyjrmgashing into a walHis

s o r e s faltkithee reindeer he leapt out the house, andp tothe roof.

Santa plantedis hands orthe floor. He knelt,acknowledigngthe wound, thinking of
the handicap, and nahe painHi s eyes’ opti c n &reyedoopser e st il

lower than the otherdistorting his gereo vision. He approachetie sliding mirror door, seiag
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his monstetlike reflection Lost in thoughts of his new crippled state, tears droppedifhis

eyes.

His rght hand shooland the veins in his neck extrudedt. Sant turned around to the

boy. Fasheshit him ofmi mi c ki ngmik.he boy’ s

Atop the roof,a bruiseal-facePrancer joinedhe rest of thereindeer. Holding out a hoof
to calm them, heexplaired with darts of his tongue and chorspf his teeth. The reindeer

convergd, nodding their heads.

Santa flexed his fingsput, tensing them like clawandp | aced t hem on
Sant a’ s f#ddeeg iatohsflephipentturingdirectly through.Drool slopped out
S a n tmauthst dropped from his beard in white syruple tore apart his face. The bones
disconnected and broke through the skite pulled the bones out, throwintpe muscle and

tendonsto the side.

Theboy s mlaybyt hh e  bao. Wisligs tuggedoff, the teeth were naked from

gums,makinghim look like a skeleton

Santastepped on the boyo hold down the body, andwisted the limbs out from their
sockes. Heplaced the bones to his bag of toyssome had muscle bound tight, while others

were clean like a dog bone.

Santawalked out the room, closing the door behirtde kicked down the next bedroom

door and jumped onto the bed. A ten year old girl lay asleep. Santa straddled her, sithing wi
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her head between his knees. Pulling ouseveninch Churchillcigar, he bit off the end and spat

it at her, causing her tdifich.

Santa took a book of méates from his pocket and stcka stick emitting lighton the
gi r | 'He lit theacoar with shonpuffs and tossed the burningatch to her hairA strand
caught afirg and spread toan entire clump Santa stayed atgsmoking He inhaled deep,
watching the flames jump her flesh. At firsher skinwasbright red but quicklycharredto
black.He bkew the smoke at her. The flames parted as sheoke floated throughsinking into
her pores. The firgightened andtook her face. Her eydsirned to spasns beneathher eyelids
like a rat under a carpeSanta watchedaking in the potent smell of coffeend nuts from the

cigar to hide the burning flesh smell

Satisfiedn letting herbe consumedhec | i mbed out the room’s win
side of the house. The reindeackedhis moves. Santanade his way to the sleigh, letting
their eyes followHis left eyehung low,taking ina ground view while the other looked straight
ahead P r a n c e wads swelfingpuféng hissyesout —afreakcompared to the other
reindeer. Santéhrew the sack in the sleigh and jumpedfhr ancer met Santa’ s e
respect traveled through the air. Sant@ached for the reindje overshot his gralSghing, he
pausedandset hismindé t h e n iHpwrappes thd rairns twice around his right hand

andpulled.

“Mush!”
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