
Jolly Old Saint Nick 

It was 11:59 on December 24th. My parents were asleep, and I heard a noise from the 

living room. It wasn’t a loud noise, but it had stirred the cat so it was loud enough. I pulled the 

sheets off my bed and put on my slippers. The house was dark and quiet. From my room, I could 

see the lights on the Christmas tree. A few lights were flickering and that bothered me.  

I made my way down the hall to the kitchen. My feet were cold in the slippers. It had 

snowed the night before and my parents were too cheap to turn on the heating. I heard a laugh. 

“Haw haw haw!” A red Santa Claus was on my living room couch. In his left mitten was 

a Heineken. Probably one of my dad’s leftovers. He liked to drink late.  

“Isn’t it ho ho ho?” I asked.  

“Hey! Whoareyou?”  

“You woke my cat.” 

The old man smiled to himself and hiccuped. He saw Sarah’s stuffed teddy bear on the 

floor.  

“Pretty nice stuffed bear,” Santa said. “Certainly brightens up your house.” 

“Thanks. It’s my sister’s.” 

“Do you know how many stuffed bears I’m deliverin’ to-night?” 

“None from the looks of you.”  

“That’s right. Three million five hundred eighty four thousand… and two. And you know 

who they’re goin’ to? A bunch of cotton-headed ninnie muggins that’s who. Haw haw!” Santa 

reached for a cookie from the plate Sarah left for him. The milk was untouched.  

“You don’t love children?”  



“Of course I love children. It’s just those naughty list ones erg me! Billy, the nose 

picking, snack stealing, troublemaker is getting a stuffed bear… oh hell.”  

“Just give him coal.” 

“You know I can’t do that.” 

I shrugged. I took a cookie from the plate and stared at the Christmas tree. There was an 

ornament hanging on a low branch. It was a picture of me when I was six, and Sarah when she 

was three. My smile was goofy and lopsided. Sarah sat beside me with big eyes. We were on our 

kitchen floor rearranging the magnetic letters on the fridge.The frame was held together by 

strands of glue and pieces were starting to fall off.  

Santa eyed the bottle in his mitten. It was silent for a moment.  

“I am the most interesting man in the world you know.” 

“Is that so?” 

“You don’t think so?  

“Maybe you’re the most interesting man in the North Pole. But you don’t have much 

competition there.” 

“Haw haw, you’re right,” Santa said. He saw the clock on the far wall. “Well, I must be 

going then. I’m sorry I woke your cat.” He grabbed another cookie and took one last sip. He 

slung his bag over his shoulder, flashed a smile and climbed up the chimney. I watched him 

closely. He seemed in no hurry.  

After he left I went back into the kitchen, made some tea, and sat down. I glanced out the 

window above the sink. There was snow and ice sticking to the edges of the windowsill. It had 

probably snowed several inches the night before. I saw the colorful lights lining the street. To the 



left was a family of inflatable deer and to the right were giant ornaments on the lawn. Far back 

was the creek I used to go to with Sarah. It was frozen now.  

It was cold and the wind started to blow hard. I finished my tea and ate another cookie for 

good measure. I picked up Sarah’s stuffed bear and brought it to her room. She woke up and 

grabbed my arm.  

“Has Santa come yet?”  

“Yes, I met him actually.” 

“He must have been so jolly and nice… ” 

“Yes,” I said. “Isn’t it pretty to think so?” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


