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About Iain


Iain grew up in Nottingham England, Joined the Royal Air
Force, left the Royal Air Force, and wrote this story.

 

In amongst that were relationships, a phase as
an amateur dramatics 'star', a now missing pantomime script, and
several attempts at fame via Radio. None of this is important, but
it makes him feel special to have people reading about him, and
since no-one will ever buy his auto-biography, this will
suffice.

 

They say everyone has a novel inside them– but they never
said how good it is.










Head Elf


This is for
everyone that asked for more… So it's your own
fault!










There is only really one employer in the North Pole, which
narrows your job choices quite dramatically. It's not a major
issue, Santa is a great person to work for. It's just that some
people like to have a choice beyond build toys, paint toys, or pack
toys. Franklin Anderson was one of these people. He didn't want to
be stuck making toys, he was destined for bigger things. Franklin
was going to be the Employer not the Employee!

 

On the day of Franklin's 17th Birthday he became an
employee of Santa Claus. He was the newest member of the toy
packing line, and he wasn't a happy elf. Toy packers were the butt
of all the workshop jokes, they were the lowest skilled, lowest
paid, lowest valued elves in the North Pole. Franklin consoled
himself with the knowledge that this was just a temporary thing
until he'd earned enough money to move to New York, where he'd make
his fortunes as the CEO of a multi-national corporation.

 

Franklin was a spotty teenager with a whiny voice and superior
attitude. The sort of teenager that takes a briefcase to school,
and wears a suit whenever possible. This is not a good combination
and generally won him few friends. The worst of it was he didn't
even notice. The toy packers may have been the butt of the
workshops jokes, but Franklin was the butt of the toy packers
jokes. Despite his arrogance and natural ability to annoy Franklin
wasn't a bad person, and he certainly wasn't a bad worker.

 

Every day Franklin would turn up to work at least twenty minutes
early, wearing his green suede suite, red shirt and green tie. He
was the first person in, other than management. and was usually
changed into his white protective jumpsuit and well into packing
toys into boxes before his colleagues had even reached the front
door. The speed at which Franklin could wrap a toy in polystyrene
blocks, and neatly insert it into a cardboard box was genuinely
impressive. It isn't as easy as it sounds, as you will realise if
you have ever unpacked a similar box and then tried to re-pack it.
Awkward doesn't come close to describing it! Franklin was a
natural, he made it look easy and almost like a piece of hand
ballet.

 

“Surprise, Surprise. Look who's already at work”

 

“I bet he didn't even go home, the swot”

 

“Haha, maybe he hasn't got a home, and he lives here”

 

“Hehe, yeah… and instead of television, he packs boxes for
fun”

 

Franklin ignored the noise of the workshop filling up, he
ignored the stupid joke and comments, he even ignored the slaps
round the back of the head as they passed his stool. He had got
quite good at ignoring the onslaught every morning. He just focused
on his job and got 'into the zone' before the others turned up, and
then he didn't even realise there was anybody else around him.

 

The line managers soon noticed Franklin. Everybody on the line
would take regular breaks, chat to the person next to them, and
occasionally turn the workshop into a playground. Everybody that
is, except Franklin. His dedication to his job, combined with his
ability and accuracy, made him a favourite with management. They
knew that if there was a job that needed doing well, Franklin was
they guy to give it to.

 

Six months into his time packing toys, Franklin was called into
the boss's office. As he made the long walk to the stairs that lead
to the management suite the whole packing line laughed at him. It
didn't take long before the chant of “Swot's in Trouble” started up
and got quite loud. So loud, in fact, it could still be heard as he
stood by the office door.

 

The mind is a fascinating thing. No matter how innocent the
person, a call to the boss's office always strikes terror, and gets
you desperately scrabbling through your actions to figure out what
you have done wrong. Franklin was incredibly nervous as he knocked
on the door, so the panel of management that greeted him as he
entered didn't help.

 

“Sit down Mr. Anderson, please” This was Mr. James, the packing
manager. Franklin recognised him alone out of the three people sat
before him. He was the kind of manager that knew he wasn't the most
talented or intelligent man, so made up for it with aggression,
thinly disguised as authority.

 

“Now Franklin, is it okay to call you Franklin?” He asked the
question but didn't wait for an answer. “Now Franklin, how do you
feel the first six months has gone for you here?”

 

The other two managers sat back and smiled, as they watched his
response. It's a difficult question; you don't want to seem over
confident, but you also don't want to belittle your work. After a
second's hesitation Franklin's answer came. “It's been okay,
although I sometimes feel I am being made to do more than my fair
share.”

 

The manager in the middle of the group leant forward. He was a
large man, with white hair. He looked a bit like Santa but without
the beard. He leant forward, interlocked his fingers, and rested
his chin on his knuckles before asking Franklin “Who do you feel is
making you do this extra work?”

 

Franklin suddenly felt massively uncomfortable his eyes flicking
between the packing manager and the questioner.

 

“Don't worry,” reassured the man in the middle “no-one will get
upset or angry at your answer.”

 

“Erm… well… my supervisors I guess”

 

“Interesting. Mr. James, who would you say is giving Mr.
Anderson here the extra workload?”

 

Mr. James sat up straight and smiled “Well it's a combination
really, Mr. Claus. Initially Franklin was making himself do the
extra work, but more recently, I must confess, I have been adding
to that load myself”

 

Franklin looked a little embarrassed and wasn't sure how to
handle his blunt honesty. He was even more uncomfortable when it
sank in that the man in the middle had just been called Mr. Claus.
He couldn't believe the big man himself was sat in front of him,
and that he looked so different without the beard.

 

Santa smiled again. He has a very warm, almost infectious, smile
and Franklin caught it. “Do you know why you've been called into
this office Franklin? Do you know why Mr. James here has been
giving you extra work?”

 

“No, not really sir.” The sir sounded almost like an
apology.

 

“The people around you on the packing line are lazy. They will
do as little as possible to get their wage and sometimes even less.
Whether you meant to or not, you have made yourself stand out.”

 

You could actually hear the pride Mr. James had in Franklin as
he spoke. “As much as I hate to lose you, you are wasted on the
packing line. I can't promote you, because they would eat you alive
for being promoted over them so fast, but I can move you to
something a little more challenging.”

 

All three managers beamed at Franklin, as it slowly sunk in that
he wasn't in trouble, not in trouble by a long way. The lady on
Santa's left extended her hand to Franklin and said her first words
of the meeting. “Franklin, I'm Melissa Harrington and I will be
your boss from now on. May I be the first to welcome you to the
build team.”








Life at the Anderson household was fairly normal for the North
Pole. Franklin was an only child to Marcus, a senior sleigh
maintenance engineer, and Jasmin, a veterinary nurse in the
reindeer care team. They were supportive parents and a loving,
close knit, family. The Andersons all lived together in a small
detached house, with a red door and windows. Inside was bright and
colourful, every wall seemed to be a different colour and not
necessarily complementary. This isn't a sign of bad taste, when
everything outside your window is white it's important to add
colour wherever possible.

 

Both of Franklin's parents are very proud of their son whatever
he does, but when he came home and told them about his meeting, and
department move, they were over the moon. It didn't take long for
Marcus to book a table at the nicer of the restaurants at the North
Pole, and the family celebrated the good news with a lovely meal
and a bottle of reasonably priced sparkling wine. Since it was such
a special celebration they decided they would have the full three
courses if that's what Franklin wanted, and they all tried
something new and exciting off the menu. It was a wonderful way to
end a fantastic day for Franklin, but he didn't want to stay out
too late. He had an important day at work in the morning.

 

The build team was totally different to the packing line. Not
just in the job they did, but in every way possible. Everyone was
on first name terms, even the management, and Franklin was made to
feel welcome. The build team was full of engineers and technicians
that created and devised new toys, as well as building the existing
ones. They were imaginative, creative, and, at heart, geeks and
nerds. It was this geekyness that gave them a link to Franklin,
that made him fit right in. He couldn't have been happier. It
didn't take long before one of the more experienced team members
asked him to help out with building some toy prototypes, then it
seemed like every day had a new challenge and new reasons to love
his job.

 

With everything going so well at work, and Franklin's confidence
ever rising, his teenage interest in the opposite sex started to
come slowly to the fore. Although his spots had cleared quite well
by his late teens he was never going to be the attractive one in
any group, as he always seemed out of proportion - like his
features just didn't belong together. With his appearance, combined
with his poorly concealed inner geek and his superiority complex,
Franklin found it hard to meet a girl that was in the slightest bit
interested in him. One problem that 'awkward' teenagers like
Franklin have is that they don't realise what impression they give
off, and they decide on their ideal woman based on television,
posters, and macho conversation with equally deluded peers. In
short, Franklin was aiming way out of his league.

 

The first girl to fall victim to his advances was Sally, a leggy
blonde with slightly too much make-up. Sally was a popular girl
with the guys her age and those a bit older. She was classically
beautiful, but she knew it more than anyone. She led Franklin on
for quite a while, happily accepting favours and gifts from him
whilst all the time keeping him just far enough away. In the time
Franklin chased her Sally had three separate relationships, and
each time one finished Franklin was sure he'd be next to get a
chance to make her happy. It never happened, and he eventually
moved on to chasing Phillippa.

 

Phillippa was a very cute girl with a sweet sense of naivety in
a lot of what she did. She was flattered by Franklin's attention,
but she was honest with him from the start, and told him they would
only ever be friends. This didn't stop him trying, and waiting for
her to fall for his charms, though unfortunately he didn't really
have many. He didn't last very long actively chasing Phillippa
before he thought he didn't have any chance with any woman. He
still kept dropping hints, and hoping that one day she'd realise he
was the perfect man for her (he even told her that once), he just
didn't put his whole heart into it.

 

Franklin's parents had reassured him he was a lovely boy and any
girl would be lucky to be with him, but he didn't believe them, and
he settled back to the only love that was reciprocated – work. He
loved his job and his job loved him. Maybe that was all he really
needed.

 

Everyone on the build team respected each other and recognised
talent. This was great for Franklin, because he had plenty of
talent and soon got put in charge of prototype builds. He wasn't
quite imaginative enough to come up with the new toy ideas, but he
had the knowledge to work with the designers to make them work, and
now he had the authority to get other team members building the
prototypes for testing. Prototyping was interesting and full of
ever changing challenges, which was the second reason Franklin
enjoyed it. The first reason was that Franklin was in charge of it.
This was his first glimpse of management and he revelled in it.
Actually he was a very good leader, being bullied on the packing
line had made him very aware of his workers problems, and even the
older more experienced, staff members under him respected him a
great deal.

 

Melissa, Franklin's boss, came to him one afternoon and asked
him to join her on an interview panel the next day. The applicant
was on their final interview and was well on the way to joining the
build team, but Melissa wanted his input as to which area of the
build team they should be placed in. This was an exciting moment.
He felt like he had become a 'proper' member of management, and
agreed straight away. Partly because he just had to tell someone
and he didn't have many people he could call a friend, and partly
because he hoped it would impress her, Franklin phoned Phillippa as
soon as he got home and told her the news. She said she was
pleased, but seemed somewhat distracted. This happened a lot
recently, talking to her was getting more and more difficult, but
Franklin wasn't going to let it get him down. Executives don't let
their private life get in the way.

 

When it came to the interview Franklin was more nervous than
when he was interviewed. It didn't help that between him and
Melissa sat Santa. His beard had grown back, but this time his hair
and beard were dyed dark brown. Franklin sat fidgeting, playing
with his hands, waiting for the interviewee to come in. Santa must
have noticed, because he smiled at Franklin and winked as he said
“Exciting, isn't it?”

 

Franklin went bright red, just in time for April to enter the
room. April was a slightly shorter than average, slightly heavier
than average, girl, with hair in a tight ponytail. She wore thick
rimmed, thick lensed, glasses and had a habit of scrunching her
nose, like the glasses weren't sitting right. They say first
impressions are important, so April's underwhelming appearance as
she stumbled through the door, greeted by a bright red,
uncomfortable looking, Franklin probably shouldn't have been a
great start to either of their days. But sometimes well known
sayings are a load of rubbish.

 

The interview went really well for April, she answered every
question confidently and concisely, and was very knowledgeable on
many areas of engineering and manufacture. When every question had
been answered she was asked to wait outside while the panel
discussed the interview. Franklin watched her very carefully as she
left the room.

 

“Well Franklin, what do you think? She'd be perfect for you
right?”

 

“Erm… what?” Franklin had gone bright red, the candour of
Melissa's question throwing him quite off guard.

 

“For the Prototyping team. She's everything you need isn't
she?”

 

“And more… but, well I am just not sure it's a good idea to
throw her straight into prototyping.”

 

Santa recognised the stutter in Franklin's voice and the slight
twinkle in his eye, so had a huge smile on his face when he told
Franklin “I think, if you took her under your wing, you could
achieve some wonderful things” Santa had spoken very few words to
Franklin, and the Elf wasn't quite sure how to take him. Luckily
Melissa caught on to the situation and rescued Franklin.

 

“I guess it would be beneficial for her to get some experience
on the equipment before throwing her in at the deep end with the
experimental stuff. I would still like to see her move over to your
team at some point though, if you don't mind?”

 

All Franklin could manage was a sheepish look which they both
took as a yes.

 

“Excellent.” said Santa “Let's get her back in and tell her the
good news!”

 








By the time Franklin was 21 he was in a serious relationship
with April, who was doing incredibly well in Prototyping, and was
both designing and building new toys. Melissa called them both into
her office, and when they got there a very disappointed looking
Santa was behind Melissa's desk. A bolt of fear went through both
of them. Had they crossed a line? Had someone complained about the
relationship between April and her boss?

 

“Please, sit down both of you.” Said Melissa, indicating the two
chairs in front of the desk, as she went round to stand over
Santa's shoulder.

 

“Is something wrong?” asked Franklin?

 

“Yes and No.” replied Santa. “Melissa here has given me some bad
news that I am sure will disappoint many people within the
workshop, but it has some benefits to the two of you.”

 

April and Franklin looked at each other in confusion, but
neither had figured out what was happening. It was Melissa that let
the couple out of their misery, when she told them that she had
handed in her notice. “I have one month left before I take early
retirement. Santa and I have discussed the situation at great
length and we both strongly feel that, Franklin, you would be the
best person to take my place.”

 

“Wow! Thank you, both of you, but I have so much to do. A month
isn't enough to hand over all the projects”

 

“Unless” interrupted Santa “your replacement was someone that
knew the Prototyping team and it's projects well, and knew how the
team leader worked. What do you say April? Do you want the
job?”

 

You may think the stress of management playing on both parties
in the relationship would have made it hollow, but Franklin and
April both thrived with their new positions, and the relationship
got stronger as they bounced ideas off each other at home. They had
bought themselves a small house together, and were so busy they
really didn't suffer from working and living together. Under
April's guidance the prototyping team went from strength to
strength, until she moved them from under the build team's control
to being a fully fledged department in their own right, with their
own workshop and new high tech equipment.

 

Under the guidance of Franklin the build team became more
efficient than ever, and the workers became happier and more
relaxed because of it. The turn around time for new toys going from
prototype to full manufacture was reduced, and the quality was
increased, all with the same number of workers seeming to get more
down time. When news got to Santa of just how well the prototyping
and build teams were going, he insisted on a tour so he could see
how they were doing it. The tour followed the development of a
product, starting with the designing and prototyping, and finishing
with Franklin's build line. Santa was truly amazed.

 

“I still can't see how you've done it! How have you made the
prototype team and build team more integrated by separating them
out?”

 

“Removing the distractions and creating a clear work flow, it
was simple really” said April smiling.

 

The two teams started to get themselves a reputation for their
work outside the workshop. It seemed like everyone in the North
Pole knew what was happening under Franklin and April's control,
and the couple took on near celebrity status. The thing their
employees liked the most was that they got involved, they may have
been in charge but they still like to get their hands dirty with
the day to day job on the workshop floor.

 

Then one evening, whilst going over paperwork at home, April
turned to Franklin and said something he never expected to
hear.

 

“I don't think I should stay at the workshops.”

 

“What? But you were born for this job, what will you do
instead?” Franklin was bewildered.

 

Together they had revolutionised the toy manufacture process.
How could his team mate leave him stranded?

 

“Don't get me wrong I love it, but lets be honest, we have taken
it as far as we can and I need a challenge.” April looked
apologetically at Franklin, but he knew she was right.

 

“So, what challenge are you looking for?”

 

“I'm going to move accross to Estate Management. It means
starting from scratch, but it means I can do to the entire North
Pole what I have done to the prototype team.”

 

Santa didn't know what to say when he was told. He genuinely
believed he had a dream team that would see him through for a long
time to come, but he couldn't refuse April's request. She had
earned it after all. Whilst the new management at prototype HQ was
never going to be able to work as closely with Franklin as April
did, she had left such a legacy that it didn't need much managing
any more.

 

As April set about working her way up the Estates ladder, it
became increasingly obvious to everyone that the dream team had
done it's job, and Franklin had started treading water at the build
team. Nobody wanted to see the man they respected, and had grown to
like, lose his twinkle, and Santa knew just how to fix the
problem.

 

Franklin was called into Santa's home office, the first time
he'd been to Santa's glorious three storey home, and his first
meeting with Santa's wife, Barbara. Whilst she was an older lady,
Franklin could see that Barbara had been stunning in her youth. She
was still very beautiful now. He still wasn't quite sure how to
deal with obviously beautiful women. April's beauty had crept up on
him, Barbara's jumped out. So, after mumbled greetings, he was
relieved to be met by Santa and walked to the office.

 

“Now Franklin, How do you feel you're doing at the build
line?”

 

“Things are going well sir, productivity is up, morale is up,
everything is going swimmingly.”

 

Santa sat back and smiled at Franklin for a while before making
his response.

 

“I am aware of how the build team are doing, your reports are
very helpful in that matter, but how are YOU, Franklin Anderson,
doing?”

 

“I don't think I understand the difference, sir.”

 

After asking Franklin to call him Santa, not sir, he explained
to the Elf that he was worried he was starting to stagnate. It
wasn't affecting the team, but it could affect the Elf and he
didn't want to see such a talent go to waste. Besides the stress of
Christmas had been getting to Santa over the past couple of years,
and he really needed to start focusing on what was important.

 

“With that in mind, I am creating a new position and offering it
to you. You will have an office here next to mine, and you will be
in charge of every Elf on our payroll. I want you to do what you do
best - make the workforce happy and efficient, and make sure that
problems are fixed before they become disasters. What do you say?
Will you be my Head Elf? You can have a week to think it over and
discuss it with April, if you like.”

 

“Yes. I mean Yes to the job, not the week. I don't need to think
about it. Yes!”

 

“Santa needs me, I will basically be THE boss.” April was so
thrilled, they hugged and kissed before going round to Franklin's
parents to tell them the good news. The four of them went out for a
celebratory meal. This time Franklin was paying, and they had the
most expensive Champagne to accompany their meal. It was going to
be a big challenge, Franklin didn't even know what half the Elves
did for a living, but it was going to be fun and he knew he would
make a success of it.

 

That night Franklin's dream was a long lost memory. He dreamt
about being a young boy wanting to be the head of a multi-national
company, and when he woke up he had a massive smile on his face. He
wasn't the head of a multi-national company. Better than that - he
was the head of Christmas!
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