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Chapter 1
Look Kid, there aint no Santa!


    It’s gonna be lonely this Christmas…
 

Really, Elvis?  Thanks for reminding me once again.  Fuck
you very, very much.



    I’ve always been a bit Bah-Humbug when it comes
to Christmas.  It lasts too long and for most of the time I
feel as though I’ve been catapulted into a holly bush and then
forced at gunpoint to gargle a hammer.  That it encompasses a
sixty-day bombardment of advertising to sell shit that people
neither need nor want (and rarely deserve), a building to a
nonsensical frenzy of buying even more shit that people neither
need nor want (and rarely deserve), two days of being nice to one
another, eating too much food, feeling sick, and finally five days
or so of wondering what all the fuss was about in the first place,
simply adds to its monumental unpleasantness.

    Christmas is a true showcase of something
thoroughly disturbing with our world. 

    ‘But soft!’ exclaimst thee, as delusion doth
conquer clarity, rationale once more becoming a thing of
whimsy.  ‘What cynicism of soul!  Thou art not a man but
a Grinch!  What say thee… an’ that, innit?’

    ‘Eh?’   

    ‘Tis Christmas!  Is thyne spirit so
cold?  Hath thee no warmth of sentiment for thy fellow?’

    ‘Eh?’

    ‘Tis Christmas!  Tis a time for happiness
and joy; a time for sharing, a time for goodwill to all.  Tis
a time for peace and for love and… ’

    BULLSHIT.  Tis a time for nothing but
self-inflicted misery and despair.

    Christmas is nothing but an opportunity to
delude oneself that all’s right with the world.  It’s an
escapism.  It’s a focal point in one’s own mind’s eye; a
red-dot target of hope that exists in the ether of nothingness
alongside gut-wrenching depression and the fear-laden anticipation
of the New Years’ statement of your credit card.  It’s a time
to quench your narcissistic thirst; to seek attention and
recognition for your very existence.  As it stands, Christmas
is simply one anticlimactic foolishness.  If it were in fact
outlawed and that idiot proclaiming himself ‘Mr Christmas’ (the
moron celebrating it every day of the year) was actually stuffed
inside one of his own turkeys and flung well-away from the rest of
us - like a decathlete would fling a small wooden mallet, perhaps -
well, the world would be a far happier place.  The whole thing
is a thoroughly depressing, over-rated and over-commercialised
waste of time, all meaning of which is lost but for its mistaken
interpretation into two months of high-intensity greed and
delusion.  Where once it was simply a festival of light, it
has now become an over-hyped marketing juggernaut built on
shallowness and hysteria.  With this in mind then, just
imagine my surprise when I found myself agreeing to deliver
Christmas gifts to some kids in Frome dressed as the fat, bearded
chap in the red smock.  Perhaps it had something to do with
that God business of sometime before.  Whatever it was,
clearly the Bah-Humbug had taken a temporary leave of absence.



    Each year the local youth centre (of which I was
not a member but - like I said - it probably had something to do
with all that ‘God’ business) operated a scheme for parents to
drop-off presents for their kids a couple of days prior the
nonsensical frenzy reaching its disappointing crescendo of
crazy.  These presents would then be delivered by the fat,
bearded chap in the red smock on Christmas morning, thus
maintaining the delusion of fantasy so that a jolly time could be
had by all.  I agreed to take part with a friend named Steve
and he volunteered to do the first half of the morning’s driving so
that we could later swap roles as we only had one red smock between
us.  Thus, early on Christmas morning, with the car
crammed-full with gaily wrapped parcels tied with ribbons and
string we set-off for our first drop at a rather dilapidated
shack.

    Both Steve and I were already feeling
appropriately jolly as we drew up to a curb somewhere in the middle
of a housing estate.  We double-checked the address and I
grabbed the relevant parcel from the back seat.  I climbed
out, took something of a deep breath and strolled on up the path to
the front door.  I caught a glimpse of my reflection in a
window and for the briefest of moments felt rather silly before
straightening my ‘beard’ and taking another deep breath.  I
knocked on the door and waited, albeit not for long.

    I didn’t have to wait long because the door soon
opened and I immediately felt a blast of warm air against my
face.  It was accompanied by a gust of welcoming and the smell
of fresh toast.  ‘Ho, ho, ho!’ I said, ‘Mer-ry
Christmas!’  It was the first thing that popped into my
head.  It seemed appropriate, given the circumstances.

    In the doorway stood a man about double the size
of Me.  He too wore a beard, and with it the broadest of
smiles and a woollen jumper with a picture of a reindeer on the
front.  ‘Merry Christmas!’ he said back.  I don’t suppose
that there was much more he could’ve said. 

    Clearly having immediately recognised me as
someone legitimately masquerading as the fat, bearded chap in the
red smock (whose presence was not too surprising given the day) the
man invited me inside and straightaway offered me a drink. 
Before I’d had even a second to realise that it would be rude to
decline such a thing, despite it being eight in the morning and not
the most appropriate time for Scotch, he’d gently pushed me through
into the living room and disappeared somewhere else.  A sweet
smell of honey, of chocolate and of pine, together with that of the
fresh toast, then wafted up my nose as I stepped forward through
the door.

    The living room was about the size of another
one.  There was a tree standing tall in one corner dripping
with colours of green and gold and red and blue.  Festive
cards from long-ago-seen family and friends adorned almost every
sill while candles flickered on a table and a cat looked
dead.    

     A couple of grandparents - or so I
presumed - rose from armchairs to greet me with mock surprise as
Mrs ‘Mum’ entered from another room and did the same.  On the
floor, next to the tree a vast pile of multi-coloured shredded
paper shifted seemingly of its own accord.  A second later and
a child of about six emerged clutching a yellow plastic
digger.  The child made a noise that didn’t make any sense (to
me), and this was followed by an eyes-n’-teeth exchange between his
mother and he.  One of the grandparents made an ‘oogling’
sound.  And this didn’t make any sense to me,
either. 

    I took control, quickly guessing (correctly)
that I was being introduced and I took this as my cue to present
the child with his gift.  For a moment the child looked at me
in astonished bewilderment.  He shyly bit his lip before
realising that it was then his turn to perform.  He
immediately hid behind his mother’s knees, poking his head around
as if playing hide and seek - either that or he was protecting
himself just in case I happened to explode.  I’m sure that
this would have surprised everyone.

    To the accompaniment of a little more ‘oogling’
Child was gently ushered towards me to receive his gift. 
Taking the parcel in both hands, with a nervous smile he mumbled
something sounding a little like ‘Thank you’ and then dived back
into the pile of shredded paper, a second later shrieking with
ear-piercing delight.

    At this point I was getting the impression that
I was actually doing exactly what I was supposed to.  This was
confirmed when the father returned with the drinks and handed me a
tumbler half-filled with whisky.  We clinked glasses in a
toast to each others’ elf, and with some idiotic crack about
Rudolph’s impatience to bury his nose into a bag of carrots (and
having a lot of presents still to deliver before he could do so) I
left as a thin mist of nonsense began to cast doubt on my
sobriety.  With a wave I walked carefully back to the
car.

    Steve and I arrived at the second house a few
minutes later and once again I retrieved the correct gift from the
back seat.  A little more cautiously I walked to the front
door and knocked and within moments of my ‘Ho, ho, ho, Mer-ry
Christmas’ I was presenting a delighted child with a gift and then
toasting the family’s good elf with a tumbler half-filled with
whisky.  Once again, with job done I waved my farewells. 
This time my walk back to the car was more than a little close to a
stumble.  My vision was clear, only it took my head a good
moment to realise that.

    Arriving at the next house I retrieved the gift
and again made my way to the front door.  As family members
performed various indecipherable ‘oogling’ noises and exchanged
expressions all eyes-n’-teeth, we again toasted each other’s elf
and shortly thereafter I was snaking my way back towards the car,
bleary-eyed, and trying not to be sick.

    The walk from car to door at house number four
took considerably longer than all of the others so far.  I
knocked with a one-eyed squint and blew a couple of bubbles as I
hiccoughed my way through my ‘Ho, ho, ho, Mer-ry
Chrishtmash!’  As I presented the child with its gift this
time the father handed me a glass of sherry.  I was still
feeling confident that my impersonation of Jolly Old Saint Nick was
not altogether atrocious and so, unwilling to let myself down (see
Book) I again accepted the family’s hospitality and slugged the
sherry back, soon bidding my farewells and zigzagging away to the
car.

    Things continued in this vain for the next
couple of houses, the penultimate visit resulting in my final glass
of ‘whishky’ and my drinking a toast to the family’s ‘shelf’. 
As I once again zigzagged away down the path I thought it highly
amusing that from then on I was going to address Steve as something
else.  I wished ‘Mer-ry Chrishtmash!’ to a gnome and
half-somersaulted over a small pivot hedge.  ‘Giddy-up,
Rudolph!’ I said as I reached the car laughing
almost-hysterically.  ‘Carrot?’

    Steve looked across at me, his eyebrows
raised.  ‘You okay?’ he asked.

    All things considered, I probably wasn’t (see
Book, again).

    I’m not proud of it (see Book, once more) but I
have to admit that it was probably on Rudolph’s advice that the
next house was my final visit that Christmas morning. 
Unfortunately, this advice came a little late: as I performed a
Starsky and Hutch-style vault over the bonnet of the car and
yelled, ‘Go, go, go!’ having sobered-up rather quickly.  I’d
clearly handled the situation very badly indeed (see Book, yet
again).

    Bleary-eyed and in a bit of a mess I’d knocked
on the door and been invited into the house.  This time there
were no grandparents, no siblings and no mother.  The father
had offered me a drink and soon after disappearing into another
room I heard the phone ring.  Child and I were left staring at
each other.  I had little idea of what next to do. 

    Child was about seven.  He looked at me
somewhat suspiciously and after an awkward second or two said,
‘You’re not Father Christmas!’

    ‘?’ I thought.

    I hadn’t been faced with this challenge
before.  Here was a kid questioning my professionalism;
casting doubt upon my well-meaning masquerade.  As it was, the
youth centre had given no training at all prior to sending us out
and about and I therefore had no idea of an appropriate
response.  I quickly thought on my feet and determined that I
should remain in character.  I figured that I should keep up
the charade lest I became instrumental in the destruction of the
child’s festive delusion.  ‘Yesh, I am [hic.]’ I said,
thinking that it would do.  It didn’t.

    Child raised his eyebrows far higher than
Rudolph had earlier in the car.  ‘No, you’re not!’ he said and
turned his back.  I was beginning to find him rather
irritating.

    ‘I am Father Chrishtmash’ I responded. 
‘Look, I’ve got a beard!  And I come with preshensh!’

    Child spun around.  He looked angry and
squawked ‘You’re not Father Christmas!  Go away!’  He
then kicked me in the shin.

    Like I said, I’m not proud of it and I should’ve
known better but Child had annoyed me and booted me in the
leg.  Of course, in hindsight I could’ve handled things far
more maturely than I actually did but with my irritation apparent I
leaned in towards him and in a voice not too far away from a
whisper I told him, ‘Lishten kid, Shanta’s not real.  He’sh
jusht made-up.’ 

Child’s lip began to tremble and in a second his eyes welled with
tears and shock.  ‘WAAAHHH!’ he cried.  And I immediately
fled the house as fast as I could, hoping to be away long before
his father returned lest in a fit of rage he battered me into
oblivion with a bag of sprouts.










Chapter 2
New Chapter


       Dan W.Griffin was born in
Bath in June 1972.  It was a Monday.  It explains a
lot.

    Dan was first-educated - a somewhat loose and
rather inaccurate term - at Frome Community College in Somerset,
England, and was later accepted by the University of Sunderland to
study geology.  Failing to study anything at all throughout
his three-year stay, he has since spent the best part of twenty
years trying to figure out just what he is actually going to do
with the rest of his life.

    Over those twenty years (plus a considerable
number before) Dan has tried with varying levels of acute failure
to pursue careers across a wide range of industries including
catering, engineering, entertainment and ‘logistics’.  He has
tried burger-flipping and bar tending, entrepreneurship and company
directing, and has operated rides in amusement parks and failed to
be remotely skilled in painting and decorating.  He has also
been a chauffeur, a White Van Man, a movie stand-in and a
television extra.  Dan has also tried without success to
become a product designer, a photographer, a radio talk show host
and a salesman.  He was a rubbish postman too, the worst-ever
manager of a band very-popular in Holland and an
altogether-appalling Santa Claus.  He is currently attempting
to achieve a similar level of success as a writer.

    Dan began his inaccurately-termed, ‘career’ as a
writer as a student with his column for the student newspaper,
Student Times.  With his first catching the attention of a
number of solicitors and left-wing organisations, a few articles
and a couple of unsuccessful lawsuits in the paper was formally
withdrawn from circulation.  Dan is indeed, No stranger to the
P45.

Dan currently lives near Bath and is not married.  He has
never been married and has no wish to be married in the foreseeable
future.  His hobbies include: being tactful and sensitive
about things, building ironically-platonic friendships with women,
and bastardising the English language.  A life-long writer of
miscellaneous ramblings and Strongly Worded Letters™, No stranger
to the P45 is Dan’s first remotely-publishable work.  It is
also probably his last. 

www.nostrangertothep45.com
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If you have ever wondered what it would be like to crash a
fairground ride, upset the Russian mob, humiliate yourself in front
of two and a half million people, fall asleep on a push-bike, pole
dance, be Santa Claus, be run out of town by more gangsters intent
on snapping your legs like Twiglets, receive a VIP tour of The
Whitehouse, forge an identity, be fired from the same job twice in
as many days, make a movie with an Oscar-nominated Hollywood
actress, have a crazed psycho break into your flat at 3am intent on
causing you serious physical aggravation with a screwdriver, fleece
a pensioner out of their hard-saved cash, be pursued by the
paparazzi, simultaneously implode three companies, make weaponised
plutonium or be normal...then you're no longer alone. Welcome to
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What's your worst-ever job? This was just one of my rather
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An Exclusive Royal Wedding Limited Special Edition Collector's
Souvenir Gift Pack Set of Dan's Pig & Fiddle pub review.
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